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INTRODUCTION. 

To  portray  the  correlation  of  the  Finite  and  Infinite,  the 
Relative  and  the  Absolute;  to  urge  the  human  race  to  abandon 
the  false  and  cleave  to  the  true,  to  eschew  evil  and  promote 
good,  to  overcome  Antagonism  by  the  espousal  of  Amity;  to  lay 
aside  all  hostile  interests  and  causes  of  war;  to  honor  industry 
and  dignify  labor  by  universal  establishment  of  equity  in  all 
rights,  privileges  and  benefits  in  the  utilities  of  the  earth,  that 
violence  may  cease  and  peace  abide  among  men;  that  the  Fra- 
ternity of  Mankind  may  prevail  over  the  planet  immune  from 
adversity  and  violence,  and  evil  overcome  with  good,  this  book 
Is  written,  and  the  author  solicits  the  reader  to  patiently  exam- 
ine and  consider  its  contents. 

What  passages  this  work  contains  concerning  communion 
with  the  noted  dead  are  given  under  strenuous  impulse  for 
writing  and  printing  this  book,  as  matters  of  fact,  as  truthful 
occurrences,  with  no  taint  of  presumption  on  the  part  of  the 
author  to  figure  in  the  lead  of  any  religious  or  philosophical 
cult,  nor  with  any  purpose  whatever  of  disturbing  the  true 
merits  of  any  organized  religious  Institution.  The  messages  of 
Father  Zab  and  Saba  I  had  not  intended  to  include  here,  as 
they  were  written  nearly  fifty  years  ago,  when  I  had  no  knowl- 
edge of  the  times  they  refer  to;  but,  subsequent  development*, 
by  excavations  made  of  ancient  cities  during  the  past  forty 
years  confirms  all  that  they  claim  in  regard  to  the  Akkad  pre- 
historic civilization,  and  also  confirms  my  faith  in  their  authen- 
ticity.    Unearthed  records  are  positive  evidence. 

If  there  is  any  one  body  of  religious  organization  disposed 
to  shun  and  ignore  this  book  for  its  severe  strictures  it  Is  the 
Catholic  Church;  but  friendliness  is  not  looked  for  from  that 
source,  as  that  institution  today  makes  no  justification  of  the 
evils  it  passed  through  in  past  ages.  The  Catholic  Church  has 
the  Light  of  Life  which  should  arise  from  its  sepulture,  though 
dimly  imminent  in  its  credal  organization;  and,  while  I  would 


Digitized  by 


Google 


not  dim  one  spark  of  its  divine  radiance,  I  would  surge  my 
energies  toward  Increasing  its  fruitional  glow  in  every  heart 
of  mankind.  The  merit  of  that  religion,  or  any  other  religion, 
is  to  fulfill  the  Golden  Rule,  and  keep  itself  perpetually  cleansed 
of  any  and  all  corrosions  of  cruelty  and  Iniquity;  for  com- 
passion is  here  now,  and  sits  in  Judgment  over  all  men. 

All  sentient  beings  are  incarnations  of  God,  where  abide 
the  Law  and  Light  of  Life  In  evidential  perfection,  howsoever 
beclouded  a  being  may  be  by  shadowy  environments.  Who 
will  ignore  the  Principle  of  Life  in  its  struggle  for  existence? 
The  Light  of  Life  ignores  not,  neither  can  I  impinge  on  the 
life  of  another  when  the  veil  of  my  environment  is  lifted. 
Shadows  are,  however  transitory;  in  darkness,  life  stumbles; 
in  light,  relations  are  apprehended;  in  the  Light  of  Truth  the 
yoke  of  Endurance  is  easy  to  bear. 

The  book  I  herewith  present  to  the  consideration  of  man- 
kind stands  fearlessly  for  whatever  benefit  the  universe  has 
in  stock  for  the  human  race,  for  the  equitable  and  impartial 
distribution  of  every  good  and  perfect  gift  of  God.  To  what- 
ever extent  there  is  destitution  of  the  comforts  of  -  human 
life  to  that  extent  have  those  who  make  up  the  body  politic 
deputized  their  vices  into  the  public  service.  If  the  beneficence 
of  equity  in  life,  liberty  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness  is  de- 
sired, then  whoever  has  that  desire  must  stand  for  its  grati- 
fication, or  continue  a  slave  to  the  adversity  of  which  he 
complains. 

In  philosophy  the  Light  of  Life  stands  for  the  correlations 
of  the  infinite  and  finite,  essence  and  compound,  spirit  and 
matter,  divine  and  human,  for  axiomatic  truth  as  the  wisdom 
of  experience.  In  science  it  stands  for  verification  in  the  pur- 
suit of  knowledge;  in  biology,  for  classification;  in  chemistry, 
constituency  in  cause  commensurate  with  phenomena  in  result, 
invariate  cause,  invarient  effect;  in  physiology,  perpetual  uni- 
formity in  generic  development.  In  the  laws  of  nature  it 
stands  for  continuity — what  is  true  of  the  visible  is  true  of 
the  invisible  regarding  each  genus;  what  is  true  of  one  object 
we  see  is  true  of  the  millions  of  its  kind  we  do  not  see.  In 
this  law  all  mystery  is  dispelled. 

The  Light  of  Life  stands  affirming  Universal  Subsistence, 
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which  embraces  infinite  priority  of  causation — the  source  of  a 
flowing  is  commensurate  with  the  tide.  Bach  phenomena  eman- 
ates from  its  own  constituency.  Integration  and  Disintegration, 
Evolution  and  Involution,  Growth  and  Decay,  High  Tide  and 
Low  Tide,  Procession  and  Recession,  are  modes  of  the  Prin- 
ciple of  Life,  modes  of  Substance,  modes  or  correlation  of 
Mind  and  Matter,  modes  of  God,  modes  of  the  Blohim,  modes 
of  ungendered  Om,  embracing  duality  but  not  He,  She  or  It 
in  singular  gender;  Priority  of  Mind  in  source,  Presence  of 
Mind  in  the  Emanation;  Priority  of  Mind  in  God,  Presence  of 
Mind  in  the  Incarnation. 

The  Light  of  Life  affirms,  that  Truth  is  always  contingent 
upon  conditions;  specific  conditions  render  special  results,  truth 
continuing  invariably  infinite  With  conditions  infinitely  taken  in- 
variently.  It  affirms  the  Principle  of  Life,  clearly  apprehended 
by  scientific  method — illimitable  accumulation  of  facts  of  res- 
idential modality,  vegetal  and  sensate,  perfectly  uniform  in 
every  genus—evidentially  constitute  the  Vital  Principle,  the 
God,  eternally  manifest  and  unerringly  knowable  to  the  Illu- 
mined Man  In  the  varied  manifestations  of  life.  Scientific  Spir- 
itual Culture  lifts  the  Mystic  Veil  from  the  face  of  Omniscience. 
To  the  banquet  of  the  gods  the  Light  of  Life  invites  the  entire 
human  race. 

The  Light  of  Life  stands  in  full  radiation  for  Jesus  of  Naz- 
areth and  his  messianic  message.  Its  pedestal  is  wet  with  the 
tears  of  compassionate  hearts,  and  the  Woe  and  grief  of  the 
oppressed  and  downtrodden  are  fuel  for  its  burning.  It  shines 
for  all,  ignoring  no  human  being.  It  beckons  to  every  pilgrim 
on  life's  fitful  Journey,  to  the  humble  and  the  haughty,  to  the 
poor  and  the  rich,  to  the  impure  and  the  pure,  to  the  evil  and 
the  just,  to  the  sinner  and  the  good,  to  the  vagrant  and  the 
prince,  to  the  criminal  in  prison  and  the  criminal  at  large,  to 
come  now  to  its  comforting  radiance,  that  war  and  crime,  and 
sin  and  distress  shall  cease  forever,  that  Antagonism  may 
perish  and  Amity  prosper  in  every  nation  and  every  island 
of  the  sea. 

Listen,  ye  princes  of  power,  and  ye  victims  of  adversity, 
to  the  messages  the  Light  of  Life  contains.  Read,  ponder, 
and  affirm  that  the  world  is  now  ready  to  receive  the  message 
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of  Compassion  and  Reason,  the  message  of  science,  the  new 
message  of  Christ — that  all  nations  may  assemble  under  the 
beautiful  banner  of  Compassion. 

With  respect  from  the  writer  to  the  reader,  this  book  is 
cast  abroad,  trusting  its  mission  will  be  attended  with  good 
results.  J.  W.  EVARTS, 

Oklahoma  City,  Okla.,  Feb.  19,  1909. 


We  are  in  Nature  and  Nature  in  us — can  we  drink  water,  if 
there  is  none?  Is  there  an  apple  without  prior  co-operating 
essence?  Can  mind  and  feelings  appear  without  prior  commen- 
surate source?  Is  there  the  tide  of  life  without  priority  of  foun- 
tain? Is  there  a  .seed  without  mature  plant  in  priority  of  its 
own  kind?  And  is  there  a  plant  without  prior  mature  seed  of  its 
kind?  Variently,  there  is  no  form  of  life  without  prior  maturity 
of  its  own  kind.  Now,  we  enter  the  vestibule  of  the  Divine 
Academy  of  Science. 


THE  HE  GOD. — The  worshippers  and  the  name  of  Masculine 
Divinity  stand  for  Intolerance,  cruelty,  murder,  wholesale  mas- 
sacre, oppression  and  monopoly  of  the  means  of  human  life.  All 
tyrants  and  usurpers  of  Church  and  State,  in  organic  power,  in 
a  he-god  trust,  exploit  the  products  of  toil,  filch  the  lands  of 
earth,  and  despoil  and  ravish  the  hopes  of  struggling  poverty. 
Look  at  the  murderous  nations;  see  the  misnomer  of  Religion 
and  Law,  which  blots  Compassion  from  the  earth.  Verily, 
verily,  without  Compassion  there  is  no  Qod  whatever  in  the  en- 
tire universe;  without  Compassion  the  paradise  of  Christ  is 
vacant. 


IT  IS  SAID.— Every  religious  creed  on  earth  maketh  loud 
talk  and  clamor  on  'It  is  said/'  with  not  the  least  scintilla  of 
evidence;  and  they  belie  the  substance  while  groping  for 
shadows.  Enjoined  to  "prove  all  things,  and  hold  fast  to  that 
which  is  good,"  they  elude  all  proof.  Enjoined  to  secret  prayer, 
they  make  loud  noises  urging  Omniscence  to  do  its  duty.  They 
are  known  as  hypocrites  for  loud  praying  to  be  seen  of  men. 
For  salaries  the  priests  of  credulity  loudly  proclaim  "It  is  said/' 
and  belle  the  truth  that  "faith  without  works  is  dead."  Verily, 
every  religious  creed  is  mocking  sophistry  that  preyeth  upon 
the  unwary  for  a  price.  The  chief  concern  of  creeds  in  Russia 
and  Turkey  is  the  monstrous  murder  of  Innocence  to  please  their 
He  God.  In  the  name  of  Christ  credulity  hath  cast  genius  into 
dungeons,  smeared  the  earth  with  th  eblood  of  innocent  men, 
women  and  children.  And  where  are  the  Laws  of  Nations? — 
looking  complacently  on  with  approval!  It  was  a  masculine 
credulity  that  murdered  Christ,  and  the  earth  became  a  ma- 
lign planet  under  the  reign  of  false  Religion  and  corrupt  Law. 
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THE  RELIGION  OF  SCIENCE. 


In  the  light  of  science  the  universe  is  revealed  under  a 
perpetual  and  uniform  reign  of  law,  Instead  of  a  supposed 
reign  of  a  changeable  mind  as  declared  by  theology.  To  the 
scientific  mind  all  parts  of  the  universe  are  related  and  in- 
seperably  united  by  an  all-pervading  force,  acting  everywhere 
and  in  all  time,  no  particle  too  minute  to  escape  its  omni- 
presence and  no  planet  or  star  too  large  to  resist  its  omnipo- 
tence. To  the  supposition  of  theology  the  universe  exists  by 
the  permission  or  will  of  an  onlooking  supreme,  though  fickle 
mind,  which  changes  the  course  of  events  from  time  to  time 
to.  accommodate  the  varible  requests  of  stupid  men.  Histori- 
cally the  now  popular,  scientific  ideal  was  the  outgrowth  of 
Grecian  philosophy,  while  the  prevailing  ideal  of  theology  was 
transmitted  by  the  Jews  from  the  man  and  animal  worship 
of  the  Egyptians.  Little  or  no  change  .except  slight  modifi- 
cations, has  taken  place  with  either  of  the  two  ideals  since 
Pythagoras  taught  matheatics  in  Greece,  or  since  priests  taught 
the  resurrection  of  the  body  forty  centuries  ago  in  Egypt — 
the  Grecian  ideal  then,  as  scientific  truth  now,  rested  on  veri- 
fied phenomena;  the  Egyption  ideal  then,  as  theologic  propo- 
sitions now,  rested  on  supposition  and  unproved  assertions. 
It  may  sometimes  be  regarded  as  strange  that  evident  truth 
should  have  made  slow  progress  in  the  world  and  gained  only 
partial  acceptance  even  among  educated  people;  but  when  it 
is  considered  that  self-interest  with  the  priesthood  from  earliest 
times  has  prompted  and  perpetuated  compact  religious  organi- 
zation it  should  not  be  wondered  at  that  clerical  power  is  above 
Individual  effort.  And  whatever  material  weakness  may  have 
attended  the  progress  of  science,  its  cause  lies  in  the  fact 
that  organic  method  has  not  been  resorted  to  for  the  ad- 
vancement of  scientific  interests.  Though  science  flourished 
to  considerable  extent  in   ancient  Egypt,   it   was   through  the 
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fostering  care  of  an  organized  priesthood,  who  made  what- 
ever was  known  of  science  their  subservient  to  religion;  in 
ancient  Greece  it  was  by  courtesy  of  the  oracles  that  men 
were  allowed  to  philosophize;  in  mediavel  Europe  by  a  sufer- 
ance  of  the  church  of  Rome  its  progress  was  under  the  pro- 
tecting care  of  some  kind  of  organization.  In  every  era  of 
its  career  it  has  been  prophetic  of  a  new  social  condition  of 
mankind,  inimical  to  the  interests  of  theological  organization, 
inimical  to  every  human  ideal  based  on  the  unprovable  assump- 
tions of  credulity;  hence,  at  every  revial  of  scientific  inquiry, 
until  within  the  past  century,  theology  has  marshalled  its  forces 
and  successfully  prevented  the  general  acceptance  and  pro- 
mulgation of  scientific  knowledge.  But  one  century  of  mental 
freedom  in  America  and  Western  Europe  has  brought  a  re- 
markable change  to  the  thinking  world,  making  it  not  only 
possible  but  probable  that  science  in  all  its  phases,  within  the 
space  of  another  century  will  be  found  as  much  a  social  and 
religious  necessity  as  it  has  already  proved  an  economic  neces- 
sity in  art,  commerce,  financial  and  domestic  affairs.  At  the 
judicial  bench,  in  legislation,  in  colleges,  in  navigation,  in 
electrical  railways,  in  artificial  light  and  heat,  in  telephones, 
telegraphs,  phonographs,  railroads,  in  food,  raiment,  shelter, 
in  every  instrument  of  utility,  in  the  means  of  comfort  and 
enjoyment)  science  has  become  the  world's  great  Oracle,  Prophet 
and  Autocrat,  whose  authority  is  supreme,  whose  predictions 
are  literally  fulfilled,  whose  word  is  law.  Whether  sitting  or 
standing,  walking  or  riding,  sick  or  well,  everybody  have  learned 
to  feel  safe  under  the  material  sway  of  scientific  methods. 

But  the  progress  of  science  has  been  through  a  variable, 
dlflcult  and  calamitous  career,  from  the  fact  that  its  various 
branches  have  until  recently  been  kept  separated  into  distinct 
specialties,  with  interests  frequently  antagonistic,  and  with 
aims  often  directed  to  exterminate  rather  tnan  promote  free 
inquiry  into  the  merits  of  natural  phenomena.  Especially  have 
the  physical  branches  of  science  been  placed  in  antagonism 
to  the  gathering  of  facts  bearing  directly  upon  occult  forces. 
Happily  those  dark  days  of  isolation  are  past,  and  we  are  now 
called  to  contemplate  the  universal  harvesting  of  human  knowl- 
edge, in  the  interdependence  and  solidarity  of  all  mental  and 
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material  operations,  bo  completely  blending  that  the  study  of 
any  one  fact  turns  to  its  relationship  with  the  sum  total  of 
universal  phenomena.  Shall  we  not  say,  then,  that  the  study 
of  man,  psychologically  and  sociologically,  as  well  as  physiologic- 
ally, and  the  study  of  nature,  astrologically  and  biologically,  as 
well  as  chemically  and  geologically,  have  led  to  the  grand  co- 
ordination and  unification  of  all  branches  of  investigation? 
Phrenology,  physiognomy,  psycometry,  magnetism,  hypnotism 
and  spiritualism  are  no  longer  tabooed  by  the  leading  authori- 
ties in  science;  they  even  tfemand  that  the  greater  the  mystery 
the  greater  the  need  of  persistence  in  verification  qf  facts,  until 
what  is  already  known  shall  lend  to  the  full  revelation  of  every 
secret  that  challenges  discovery;  to  the  definite  discovery  of 
every  cause  lurking  behind  the  most  shadowy  and  illusive  effects. 
Though  vast  has  been  the  work  accomplished,  we  are  still 
but  scarcely  entering  the  vestibule  of  knowledge;  and  what 
we  have  learned  in  the  material  world  has  given  us  tne  assurr- 
ing  conception  that  the  physical  universe  is  but  the  vesture  of 
invisible  principle  and  power. 

Science  is  the  recognised  Great  Prophet  of  the  Twentieth 
Century  in  all  things  concerning  man's  material  well-being. 
It  has  lopped  off  nearly  every  absurd  branch  of  religious  dog- 
matism; has  discovered  and  applied  the  remedies  to  every 
personal  and  social  evil,  and  has  demonstrated  the  continuity 
of  law  in  domains  beyond  the  reach  of  sensation.  It  is  thus 
the  only  true  Prophet  and  Interpretor  of  whatever  the  Uni- 
erse  contains,  material  or  spiritual,  in  time  or  in  eternity,  Not 
overlooking  the  emotional  and  mental  elements  in  man,  the 
logic  of  scientific  method  firmly  grasps  every  emotional  and 
mental  phenomena,  verifies  them,  separates  the  contingent 
from  the  definite,  and  readily  distinguishes  truth  from  illusion, 
as  clearly  in  the  vital  and  spiritual  as  in  the  corporeal  parts 
of  being.  It  has  gone  farther  in  the  brief  period  of  its  pros- 
perity than  the  adherents  of  traditional  religion  have  been 
aware  of;  it  has  laid  the  foundation  for  a  new  religious  super- 
structure, as  broad  in  its  principles  and  as  permanent  in  its 
construction  as  the  Copernican  Universe. 

Scientific  discovery  has  opened  to  mankind  new  sources 
of  benefits,  new  means  of  happiness,  new  and  reliable  methods 
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of  thought,  new  and  refreshing  fountains  of  prophesy;  and 
regardless  of  traditional  sayings  and  vague  opinions,  regardless 
of  statecraft,  churchcraft  or  race  predictions,  men  have  uni- 
versally learned  to  intrust  their  destiny  to  scientific  guidance, 
learned  to  have  implicit  faith  in  every  order  of  science — in 
mathematics,  chemistry,  astronomy,  engines,  telescopes,  cruci- 
bles, dynamite  and  electric  machinery.  Science  has  winnowed 
truth  from  the  confusion  of  ignorance;  learned  us  how  to  over- 
come obstacles,  how  to  build  palaces,  supply  food  and  clothing; 
how  to  guard  against  disease  and  danger;  how  to  provide  for 
social  and  mental  enjoyment;  and  all  around  the  globe  men's 
actions  at  least  declare  that  they  have  espoused  the  cause 
of  science.  They  have  drank  the  rich  nectar  of  the  true  foun- 
tain of  knowledge,  have  breathed  the  pure  air  of  its  Accadian 
groves,  sit  in  the  banquets  of  culture  thrilled  with  the  music 
of  high  art,  and  seen  the  ills  of  life  transformed  into  blessings. 
They  have  learned  that  social  science  leads  to  social  harmony; 
that  physical  knowledge  insures  health;  that  the  powers  of 
art  are  of  intrinsic  benefit.  By  faith  in  science  men  invest  mil- 
lions in  machinery  though  the  missionary  box  goes  empty — 
send  warships  to  Ethiopia  rather  than  prayer  books.  It  was 
gun-powder,  not  psalm-singing,  that  secured  good  behavior 
among  the  cannibals  of  the  Fegee  Islands. 

Scientific  knowledge  has  moved  mankind  into  habits  of 
thought  new  and  different  from  the  thinking  of  old  religious 
methods — awakened  the  mind  from  the  narrow  special  to  the 
broad  universal  concepts;  from  the  bias  of  finite  to  the  fullness 
of  infinite  judgments.  Like  the  crude  errors  of  ancient  myth- 
ology and  astrology,  vanished  by  the  discovery  of  physical  laws, 
so  the  absurdities  of  traditional  theology  recoil  before  a  phil- 
osophy founded  upon  verified  phenomena.  Habits  of  thinking 
eventually  form  public  opinion,  followed  by  associative  doc- 
trine and  social  organization  conformatory  to  the  new  ideals, 
and  already  are  well  established  in  enlightened  nations  several 
purely  scientific  societies  and  accademies,  whose  mission  is  to 
apply  science  to  man's  social  life  as  well  as  intellectual  pur- 
suit*. Bach  nation  and  province  is  eagerly  watching  the  con- 
clusions of  its  own  scientific  authorities  for  any  latest  revela- 
tion or  prediction  and  is  anxious  to  believe  whatever  science 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


asserts  regarding  Nature's  resources  and  powers — come  from 
whom  it  will,  from  Tyndal,  Spencer,  Proctor,  Youmans,  Pasture, 
Lewes,  or  from  the  humblest  student  in  the  schools  of  experi- 
ment. In  fine,  the  enlightened  world  has  shown  its  readiness 
to  accept  any  change  that  science  sugests,  whether  in  theories 
of  cooking,  in  social  or  political  life,  in  human  destiny,  or  in 
the  laws  that  govern  the  world. 

The  lessons  of  science,  like  those  of  history,  are  drawn 
from  experience;  and  the  collected  records  of  phenomena  which 
make  up  history,  like  the  aggregation  of  facts,  which  sus- 
tain a  scientific  proposition,  give  results  as  precise  as  the 
products  of  factors  in  equations.  Through  ages  of  strife 
and  peace,  growth  and  blight,  preaching  and  prophesy- 
ing, success  and  disaster,  together  with  a  system  of  enforced 
education,  which  ended  in  covering  Egypt  with  monuments 
and  pyramids,  the  materials  were  collected  which  necessitated 
the  outgrowth  of  the  Mosaic  laws  and  Levitical  religion.  Those 
laws  and  that  religion  were  the  product  of  factors,  and  the 
reading  of  the  inscriptions  preserved  in  granite  tell  us  the 
factors  furnished  by  Egypt  were  equal  to  the  product  garnered 
by  the  Hebrew  people.  Is  it  not  of  the  same  method  that  all 
social,  intellectual,  and  moral  ideas  come  into  phenomenal 
existence? — that  they  are  a  product  of  a  former  growth? — 
that  they  have  sprung  from  necessary,  unavoidable  and  arbi- 
trary conditions  and  environments?  Was  not  Christianity  the 
outgrowth  of  decaying  Judaism?  Mahometanism,  of  corrupted 
Christianity?  Catholicism,  of  fallen  Rome?  Each  the  product 
of  a  former  vigorous  growth,  which,  in  decay,  furnished  the 
essential  material  adequate  to  the  result? 

In  a  universal  application  science  has  every  phase  of  life 
and  mind  to  deal  with,  as  well  as  every  atom  of  Inanimate  sub- 
stance. It  has  antecedent  mind,  antecedent  feelings,  antecedent 
emotions,  antecedent  individualities  and  antecedent  associations 
recognizing  each  as  the  necessary  product  of  prior  antecedents 
of  equal  potency.  In  social  and  religious  formalities  it  will 
admit  as  factors  every  past  social  or  religious  element  requisite 
for  a  definite  result  and  form  its  classifications  with  the  same 
care  exercised  by  the  botanist  in  classifying  plants  or  the 
biologist  in  systematic  selection  while  elaborating  the  prin- 
ciples of  biology.    Touching  religious  or  moral  ethics,  preserv- 
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lng  the  same  precision  required  in  geology  or  biology,  science 
must  consider  the  utility  of  one  state  of  mental  and  moral 
development  as  of  intrinsic  importance  in  the  basis  for  the  next 
succeeding  religious  and  moral  condition — clearly  exhibiting 
the  elements  which  sustains  the  new  growth.  Science  may 
show  how  the  poems  of  higher  philosophies  are  read  by  the 
campfires  of  warring  factions;  and  to  fulfill  its  assumed  mis* 
sion  It  must  demonstrate  a  religious  , moral  and  social  fabric 
in  which  the  entire  human  race  may  live  in  unity  of  thought, 
feeling  and  emotion — in  which  the  deepest  of  all  human  yearn- 
ings, that  for  immortality,  will  rest  in  tranquility. 

The  yearning  for  immortality  exists,  as  positive  as  the 
yearning  for  love,  food,  shelter,  society;  as  positive  as  the 
appetite  for  sweet,  sour,  salt  or  moisture;  it  is  a  desire,  an 
appetite;  does  its  existence  indicate  the  existence  of  a  supply 
to  the  want?  'If  we  die,  shall  we  live  again?'  is  a  question 
never  yet  answered,  and  never  can  be,  except  science  solves  the 
problem.  It  must  answer  this  question  to  the  satisfaction  of  all 
comers  or  leave  the  sway  of  Christianity  supreme  in  the  do- 
main of  psychology. 

Should  science  traverse  the  domains  of  mind  as  it  has  the 
expanse  of  matter,  and  as  clearly  reveal  the  laws  and  destinies 
of  individualized  thought  as  it  has  revealed  the  positions  and 
evolutions  of  individualized  matter  in  the  planetary  universe,  then 
has  science  laid  the  foundation  of  a  universal  religion  from 
which  no  soul  can  escape  and  toward  which  all  souls  must  gravi- 
tate as  freely  as  sparks  fly  upward.  To  this  end  science  has 
taken  the  first  decided  step,  determined  and  preparing  to 
move  forward  with  the  work  of  pioneering  a  highway  to  im- 
mortality through  the  dense  and  dismal  forests  of  superstition. 
The  work  already  done  in  psychology  by  Spencer,  Lewes,  and 
others,  has  cleared  away  much  of  the  undergrowth  of  super- 
stition and  let  in  the  sunlight  of  verified  reason  on  many 
phases  of  religious  error.  Every  dogma  founded  upon  alleged 
miracle  has  been  dissipated  and  reduced  to  ordinary  natural 
phenomena  through  the  means  of  magnetism,  telepathy  and 
transmission  of  the  will.  The  continuity  of  law  is  so  perfectly 
demonstrated,  as  to  make  it  an  axiomatic  fact  that  conditions 
and  relations  which  caused  a  special  phenomena  once  will  cause 
it  now  and  again  and  again  as  often  as  the  same  conditions  and 
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relations  occuiv-that  a  definite  cause  will  give  a  special  result 
in  endless  repetition;  that  history  repeats  itself  whenever  so- 
cial and  political  causes  in  the  present  are  similar  to  such 
causes  in  the  past. 

On  scientific  method  there  are  many  warranties  of  man's 
individualized  immortality— the  perpetual  repetition  of  activity 
and  rest  in  every  form  of  life,  and  the  manifold  phenomena  of 
action  and  rest  in  mental  evolution.  Many  plants  are  in  their 
nature  perpetual$  without  receeding  their  characteristics  return- 
ing to  life  from  the  root  as  often  ap  the  body  perishes.  The 
intrinsic  Quality  of  anything  is  never  lost— the  true  definite 
excellence  of  everything  continually  reappears  after  each  dis- 
appearance. The  distinguishing  traits  of  Greece  and  Rome  shine 
as  brightly  now  on  the  pages  of  history  as  in  their  primal  ac- 
tivity; the  sculptured  walls  of  African  granite  still  echo  the 
wisdom  of  oblivious  ages;  the  rhapsody  of  Solomons  singers 
has  lost  no  sonorous  vibration  while  circling  the  rounds  of 
time;  the  spirit  of  Plato  makes  daily  visits  to  every  thinking 
soul  though  the  Pantheon  has  vanished  in  dust. 

Everywhere  science  is  modifying  and  reducing  the  tough 
and  obdurate  excrescences  of  credulity.  Pestilence  was  re- 
garded by  the  priests  of  superstition  as  chastisement  for  sin, 
and  as  such  was  an  important  factor  in  clerical  power.  But 
science  has  disarmed  the  clergy  of  this  power,  having  proven 
their  error  by  the  institution  of  sanitary  devices.  Discoveries 
in  the  uses  of  electricity  has  disarmed  Jupiter  of  his  thunder- 
bolts; magnetism  has  driven  the  ghost  out  of  miracles;  and, 
unless  the  disciples  of  Aesculapias  spare  the  doctrine  of  divine 
conception,  the  last  foundation  stone  of  superstition  has  been 
removed. 

But  the  cost  of  the  work  of  undermining  religious  error 
has  been  great — much  blood  and  treasure  have  been  expended 
in  the  great  battles  of  truth  against  credulity.  Every  scien- 
tific discovery  has  been  swathed  in  blood,  and  fought  its  way 
to  recognition  through  fire,  prison  and  torture.  But  a  few  cen- 
turies ago  nearly  all  investments  were  stamped  out  by  the  clergy 
as  satanic  devices  calculated  to  deceive  the  simple  and  Injure 
the  cause  of  religion.  For  explaining  the  rainbow  DeDomlnis 
was  starved  to  death  in  prison.  For  announcing  the  rotary 
system  of  the  planets  Gallileo  was  accused  of  heresy  and  athe- 
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ism,  and  after  ten  years  of  barbarous  treatment  in  prison  died 
from  privation  and  fever.  For  preaching  science  in  the  schools 
of  Europe  and  expounding  the  Copernkan  system  Bruno  was 
burned  at  the  stake  by  order  of  the  Pope.  Though  the  hands  of 
credulity  are  black  with  the  blood  of  innocence,  it  is  gratifying 
to  know  that  those  of  science  are  white  with  good  deeds. 

It  is  marvelous  to  contemplate  the  benefits  bestowed  upon 
mankind  by  genius  in  a  brief  space  of  time — printing,  engines, 
medicine,  surgery,  anatomy,  railways,  telegraphs,  telephones, 
heating  contrivances,  air  pumps,  surveying,  spectroscopes,  pho- 
tography, household  machinery,  reapers,  threshers,  cotton  gins, 
saw  mills  and  planers,  and  multitudes  of  tools  and  Instruments 
that  make  toil  a  pleasure  instead  of  an  irksome  task.  The  art 
of  printing  and  the  science  of  language  have  been  of  inesti- 
mable benefit  to  the  human  race,  redeeming  it  from  the  long 
stupor  of  religious  slavery,  broken  the  shackles  of  supersti- 
tion, and  relieved  industry  from  the  painful  burden  of  paying 
tribute  to  the  most  oppressive  of  all  tyrants,  a  clerical  aristoc- 
racy. 

Science  has  given  the  world  the  golden  key  of  universal 
truth — Verified  Phenomena — the  key  that  opens  the  locks  to 
all  of  Nature's  treasures.  Whatever  there  is  in  the  entire  uni- 
erse,  of  mind  or  matter,  of  mortality  or  immortality,  however 
secreted  from  passing  sensation,  Verified  Phenomena,  the  cri- 
terion of  science,  detects  every  deception,  unveils  the  mystery 
of  every  seeming,  interrogates  the  primal  source  of  life  and 
makes  witnesses  of  all  causes  and  all  effects.  As  it  was  only 
ignorance,  poverty,  disease  and  crime  which  cursed  the  human 
race  through  a  reign  of  superstition,  so  intelligence,  wealth, 
health  and  safety  will  bless  the  race  by  placing  the  means  of 
thrifty  life  within  the  reach  of  all  through  a  general  diffusion  of 
knowledge.  Powder,  dynamite  and  bombs  of  assassination  shall 
soon  shake  moisture  from  the  sky  and  make  every  parched  and 
desert  place  of  this  earth  bloom  like  the  rose  in  the  homes  of 
millions  yet  to  live  in  the  Paradise  of  Science. 

Were  it  possible  to  awaken  the  stupid  nightmares  of  gov- 
ernments, quicken  the  brains  of  kings  and  presidents,  lords  and 
legislators,  it  would  not  be  long  before  the  cannon  made  for 
war  would  be  exploded  against  the  sky  and  jar  enough  mois- 
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ture  from  the  air  to  moisten  and  enrich  all  the  arid  places  of 
the  Earth  and  even  make  the  Great  Sahara  and  Arabian  Des- 
erts the  richest  places  on  the  globe;  and  money  printed  good 
for  taxes,  and  put  into  public  works,  every  labor  strike  in  the 
world  would  cease.  Lead  by  science  alone  the  earth  is  ready 
for  new  action,  new  culture  and  prosperity  never  dreamed  of 
in  old  philosophy. 

Results  of  culture  are  everywhere  manifest/ even  the  dull 
Indian  is  awakened  to  civilized  pursuits;  culmination  of 
popular  education  in  industrial  colleges  in  the  several 
states;  enactment  of  sanitary  laws  by  civilized  na- 
tions; the  projection  of  railroads  and  telegraphs  into 
all  parts  of  the  world;  the  discovery  ofn  umerous  means 
of  artificial  light  and  heat,  and  the  settlement  of  international 
difficulties  by  arbitration.  During  this  period  the  various  sci- 
ences have  been  developed  to  quite  a  degree  of  perfection  and 
generalized  into  principle  of  natural  order,  promulgating  a  clear 
idea  of  the  universe  and  its  operations,  and  step  by  step  the 
Hading  authorities  in  religion  have  dropped  many  obscure  dog- 
mas of  credulity  and  adjusted  their  teachings  to  the  evident 
truths  of  science.  The  Unitarian  church,  wholly  basing  its 
logic  of  doctrine  on  verified  truth  while  reverencing  accredited 
history,  became  established  in  every  enlightened  city;  philo- 
sophical societies  sprang  up  in  every  considerable  community, 
where  religion,  art  and  science  are  studied  and  discussed  by 
the  popular  mind.  Within  this  fifty  years  a  vast  number  of 
orthodox  clergymen,  some  the  most  eminent,  have  drifted  en- 
tirely out  of  the  rulings  of  traditional  authority,  passed  from 
under  the  shadows  of  superstition,  and  arrayed  themselves 
among  the  advocates  of  scientific  theism;  and  legions  of  the 
clergy  and  laymen  of  the  various  churches,  not  satisfied  with 
mere  assertion  of  the  doctrine  of  immortality,  have  earnestly 
drifted  into  spiritualism  with  a  hope  of  obtaining  veritable  evi- 
dence that  man  continues  a  conscious  being  after  death  of  the 
body.  The  doctrine  of  evolution,  though  old  in  theory,  taught 
in  philosophic  Accadia,  in  Greece  and  in  ancient  India,  has 
crystalized  into  principles  chieflly  during  these  five  decades. 
Poets,  novelists,  dramatists,  schoolmen  and  artists  have  all 
caught  the  spirit  of  the  age,  and  vie  with  each  other  in  gather- 
ing the  fairest  gems  from  nature's  labyrinths.  What  a  galaxy 
of  star-eyed  genius  has  gone  into  nature's  paradise  and  returned 
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80ME   FRIENDLY  W0RD8. 

That  the  world  will  not  become  violently  startled  over  the 
contents  of  this  book  my  divine  guides,  the  beloved  Jesus  of 
Nazareth,  Saul  of  Tarsus  and  John  the  Baptist,  come  with  a 
closing  message  to  the  adherents  of  creeds  and  to  the  political 
agents  of  Mammon,  and  personally  guide  my  pen  to  caution  all 
men  in  religious  and  political  power  to  refrain  from  coercive 
or  violent  measures  against  the  industrial  agitations  now  go- 
ing on  in  Russia,  in  the  Orient,  in  Turkey,  Italy,  Western  Europe, 
Australia  and  America,  for  the  poor  of  the  earth  are  earnestly 
considering  the  natural  Rights  of  Man  as  a  Social  Being.  Light 
of  Life  invites  Catholics  and  Protestants,  Kingdoms  and  Repub- 
lics and  all  principalities  and  states  to  do  their  part  toward 
peaceable  revolutions  of  religion  and  law — to  abandon  shams 
and  frauds,  and  help  prepare  this  world  for  the  fraternity  and 
amity  of  the  human  race,  wherein  not  one  human  being  shall 
stand  above  another  in  the  equity  of  material  privileges,  and 
benefits,  in  all  the  pursuits  of  man  for  comfort  and  happiness. 
Doubt  not,  my  brother  or  sister,  that  I  have  come  from  afar, 
and  have  carefully  viewed  conditions  on  many  planets,  on 
Mars,  Venus,  Uranus  and  Osirus,  where  fraternity  is  universal, 
and  where  crime,  sin  and  war  were  eliminated  eons  of  ages 
ago,  and  where  equity  and  happiness  prevail;  and,  returning 
home  to  earth,  it  is  a  sad  sight  to  see  greed  and  oppression, 
through  the  powers  of  church  and  state,  crushing  my  brother 
man,  the  expressions  of  Omnlsoent  Love,  into  the  miseries  of 
want,  sin,  crime,  war  and  desolation.  What  foul  spot  on  earth 
was  this — robber  England  murdering  the  Dutch  in  Africa  for 
gold  and  diamonds  to  adorn  the  satyrs  of  a  sportsman's  throne? 
Was  such  a  crime  advised  by  the  inspired  teacher  of  Nazareth? 
Yet  the  clerical  world,  the  millions  of  priests  of  credulity,  either 
quietly  condone  or  tacitly  approve  that  vicious,  wicked  and 
cowardly  slaughter  of  God's  images. 

What  rational  mind  is  there  on  this  earth  so  degenerated 
as  to  protest  against  the  oppressed  and  mistreated  minions  of 
toil  uniting  as  a  world  power  for  an  absolute  revolution  of  re- 
ligion and  law?  The  land  tenuries  of  America  as  well  as  those 
of  Russia  and  most  other  countries  are  little  less  than  the 
enactment  of  national  laws  that  uphold  oppression  and  drive 
away  from  the  soil,  and  into  servility,  the  millions  whom  God 
designed  should  inherit  the  earth  in  equity.  And  yet,  does  any 
priest  raise  his  voice  against  this  fraud  in  law;  or,  where  is 
there  a  statesman,  or  a  president,  that  will  keep  his  vow  for 
equal  justice  to  all?  Where  Is  there  a  minister  of  law  on  this 
earth  who  will  not  sell  his  power  to  whomsoever  that  has  his 
price? 

Verily,  were  the  hands  of  greed  released  from  the  means 
of  life  and  happiness,  from  the  fertile  lands  of  this  planet,  as 
from  the  lands  of  Osiris  or  Uranus,  then  there  would  be  no 
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cause  for  revolt  and  revolution  in  law;  and,  were  it  possible  for 
the  connivance  of  credulity  to  return  to  reason,  and  the  ex- 
ample of  Christ  honored  among  Christians,  then  Light  of  Life 
had  never  been  writen. 

Fraud  and  oppression  in  law,  and  false  theses  in  religion, 
are  called  to  account  as  unjust  stewards  and  are  made  to  an- 
swer for  whatever  crisis  may  be  impending,  and  for  whatever 
signs  are  written  on  the  doorposts  of  the  human  race.  As 
simple  truth  is  the  end  of  all  controversy,  so  Is  justice  in  equity 
the  settlement  of  all  contention. 

In  Light  of  Life  are  given  the  Amulets  of  Compassion,  and 
whoso  weareth  them  is  forever  immune  from  the  assaults  of 
evil  or  the  temptations  of  Mammon.  Like  the  amulets  of  the 
saints,  whose  magic  heals  every  affliction,  so  Lights  of  Life 
transfix  the  minds  of  man  to  Infinite  Affinity. 

To  robber  kings  and  priests  of  false  pretensions,  the  time 
is  at  hand  to  do  unto  others  as  ye  would  have  others  do  unto  you, 
and  to  keep  your  hearts  warm  with  compassion  that  fraternity 
replace  oppression  and  strife  and  the  implements  of  war  turned 
into  instruments  of  peace. 

We  ignorantly  say  that  sin  originates  with  the  devil.  Say 
it  not; ;  rather,  tell  the  truth,  that  sin  is  in  nitrogen,  in  nitro- 
glycerine, and  be  wary  how  thou  handiest  destructive  elements. 


The  fairest  scenery  of  earth  but  veils  a  pageantry  of  vast, 
savage,  rapacious  grim  conspiracy  of  mutual  murder,  from  worm 
to  man,  from  man  to  worm,  each  holding  cannibal  festival,  each 
in  turn  victims  to  yawning  appetite.  Man  slays  and  eats  the 
animals,  and  in  turn  worms  eat  the  man.  Fish  and  fowl,  beast, 
bird  and  man,  complete  the  round  of  infinite  murderous  carnival. 


Of  the  clergy  of  this  planet  I  desire  to  ask— How  high  shall 
the  standard  of  Feeling  be  raised  as  a  criterion  of  truth.  As 
divorced  from  Religious  Feeling  what  strength  has  faith  in 
thoughts  concerning  immortality?  Does  not  /Feeling  surge 
against  every  thought  that  death  ends  all?  Is  there  social  bond, 
or  friendship,  or  trust,  or  hope  with  Feeling  absent?  Is  not 
Feeling  paramount  at  birth  and  death,  supreme  in  loving  kind- 
ness, imperial  at  nuptial  feasts,  exclusive  in  joy  and  sorrow, 
and  all-prevailing  in  mirth  and  mourning?  What  is  life  without 
the  moral  emotions  but  a  soulless  void? 

Armies  rush  to  war  from  love  of  home  and  country;  music 
arouses  Feeling,  and  thousands  fall  in  battle;  set  on  by  com- 
passion, we  walk  through  flames  to  save  the  perishing,  or 
plunge  in  the  sea  to  rescue  the  drowning.  Who  is  there  that 
takes  thought  in  a  perilous  endeavor?  Little  is  thought  in  evi- 
dence at  the  bier  or  the  tomb  of  parent,  child  or  friend,  little 
in  evidence  in  the  agony  of  prayer,  for  the  light  of  emotion  1b 
over  all. 
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Whatsoever  is,  is  truth — the  obverse  is  nothing.  The  eyes 
of  man  are  infinite  in  apprehension — whatever  is  true  as  seen 
is  also  true  of  its  kind  that  is  not  seen.  One  sample  is  evidence 
of  all  in  the  universe  of  things. 

Commensurate  Priority  of  mind  and  matter  is  the  logical 
certitude  of  all  there  is  in  the  universe  abiding  in  infinite  un- 
conditional ether.  This  Commensurate  Priority  is  in  me  and  I 
in  IT. 

It  lives  in  all  life,  extends  through  all  extent, 

Speed 8  undivided,  operates  unspent; 

To  It  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  small, 

It  fills,  It  bounds,  connects  and  equals  all. 
It  is  as  much  She  as  He,  and  in  man  and  animal  life  It  is 
manifested   in   Compassion;    It   is   the   compassion   of   Christ. 
Without  compassion  there  was  no  Christ;   without  compassion 
there  is  no  God! 


As  chemistry  absorbs  the  verities  of  visible  matter  in 
analysis  and  synthesis,  It  become  sthe  safe  conveyance  of  logic 
into  realms  of  invisible  substance,  standing  with  almost  unerring 
certainty  as  prevision  to  spiritual  and  mental  evolution. 


I,  as  an  integral  entity,  in  time  and  eternity,  whatsoever  is 
is  mine  in  equity.  In  air,  earth,  water,  heat  and  cold  I  beckon 
my  own  and  my  own  comes  to  me.  In  all  eternity  the  present 
is  all  there  is:  the  past  is  gone  to  finite  vision  and  exists  not, 
only  in  story,  and  the  future  exists  not,  only  in  prophecy;  with 
all  the  stars  that  roll  in  ether,  now  is  the  only  current  time — 
what  has  been  is  now,  what  is  now  will  be  again. 

One  sample  is  evidence  in  every  species  of  vital  formation; 
one  seed  tells  the  story  of  its  eternal  genesis  and  prophecies 
the  eternal  diffusion  of  its  species.  The  circle  without  beginning 
or  end,  is  a  symbol  of  eternity;  all  motion  and  force  are  rotary 
in  modes. 


MAN  AND  WOMAN. — The  devices  of  man  in  his  palace 
made  slavery;  the  compassion  of  woman  in  her  cabin  broke  the 
shackles.  George  III  was  a  tyrant;  Victoria  softened  the  rigor 
of  law.  Pharaoh  enslaved  the  Jews;  his  daughter  engendered 
their  liberty.  Syddartha  spread  distress  in  India;  to  Maya,  his 
wife,  a  saviour  was  born  in  Gautama,  the  Compassionate  Christ 
of  Asia.  Through  the  compassion  of  Kadijah,  Mohamet,  the 
camel  driver,  was  made  the  Oracle  of  God  in  Arabia.  By  the 
compassion  of  Mary  the  infant  Jesus,  under  Herod's  edict  of 
death  was  saved  to  Illumine  the  world  with  the  Light  of  Life. 
Verily,  without  Compassion  law  is  a  misnomer  and  the  idea  of 
religion  a  sham.  Howsomever,  in  the  affinity  of  Thought  and 
Feeling  Omniscience  is  evident. 
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CHAPTER  I. 
New   Message  of  Jesus  of   Nazareth. 

Over  half  a  century  ago,  in  1857,  while  busy  eating  my 
dinner,  I  was  visited  by  three  notable  men— Jesus  of  Nazareth, 
Saul  of  Tarsus  and  John  the  Baptist  After  a  few  moments' 
conversation  they  presented  for  my  acceptance  a  commission 
for  me  to  promulgate  at  their  instance  the  truth  concerning 
their  lives,  characters  and  earthly  careers  as  men  among  men. 
With  some  misgiving  as  to  my  ability  to  comply  I  affirmed  my 
willingness  to  enter  their  service,  with  their  promises  to  render 
me  individual  assistance  as  I  should  need  from  time  to  time 
in  transcribing  accurately  their  present  status  of  mind,  regard- 
ing their  ancient  teachings,  regarding  the  validity  of  Bible  lit- 
erature, and  regarding  theological  interpretation  of  their  pur- 
poses, sayings  and  doings  during  their  lives  in  Palestine  and 
round  about  Jerusalem.  Jesus  himself  made  the  promise,  Saul 
and  John  assenting,  that  they  would  visit  me  frequently  and 
guide  my  writing  until  the  work  is  complete,  leading  me  to  the 
most  reliable  sources  of  information  concerning  themselves,  their 
teachings,  and  their  personal,  social  and  religious  relations 
among  their  own  people. 

Jesus  told  me  at  that  visit  that  much  error  had  crept  into 
the  popular  theologies  of  the  world,  with  all  creeds  more  or  less 
practically  distorting  the  philosophy  that  he  stood  for  in  his 
lifetime.  He  referred  to  the  Testament  as  evidence  that  he 
affirmed  equity  in  temporal  and  eternal  beneficence,  for  Peace 
and  Compassion  among  men,  for  Reason  in  the  pursuit  of  Wis- 
dom, for  Reciprocity  in  human  relations;  that,  however  imper- 
fect the  record,  not  a  line  shows  him  favoring  religious  perse- 
cution or  oppression.  He  cited  me  to  observe  that  Infinite  Life 
fills  all  forms  of  life,  and  that  no  mistake  is  made  in  appre- 
hending the  Infinite  as  manifest  in  the  Finite — the  Finite  and 
the  Infinite  are  One — what  the  Infinite  says  the  Finite  does. 

I  expressed  myself  as  greatly  delighted  with  their  visit, 
though  I  had  long  been  Immured  in  the  darkness  of  doubt,  fairly 
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chained  down  in  the  vaults  of  Atheism.  The  Nazarene  smiled 
as  they  waved  me  farewell  and  vanished.  Was  that  a  vision, 
I  queried.  No,  it  could  not  be;  I  was  perfectly  in  normal  con- 
dition, awake,  healthy  and  vigorous,  eating  my  dinner.  But  we 
seem  to  hear  voices,  and  see  persons  in  dreams.  These  people 
were  in  my  presence,  to  all  appearanc  tangible  men,  talking 
audibly  on  subjects  inimical  to  my  habits  of  thought,  purposing 
to  me  so  vast  a  task  as  revising,  correcting,  and  even  erasing 
portions  of  the  religious  creeds  of  the  world.  Why  should 
they  come  to  me,  a  struggling  laboring  man,  prone  to  sordid 
Atheism? 

It  may  be  that  Christ  came  to  me  to  save  a  poor  sinner 
from  annihilation.  If  so,  I  feel  grateful.  The  picture  of  those 
men,  as  they  stood  before  me  talking,  was  transfixed  to  my 
memory,  and  now,  at  the  age  of  seventy-two,  the  same  picture 
is  constantly  before  my  mental  vision,  as  bright  and  real  ap- 
pearing as  at  the  time  of  their  first  visitation.  Just  how  people 
in  their  wisdom  will  regard  the  visitation  of  Christ  herein 
recorded  I  have  no  precient  impression;  but  the  wisdom  and 
science  accompanying  the  visitation  may  be  the  Light  of  Life 
to  the  infinite  generations  of  the  children  of  man  who  tread 
this  earth  after  my  poor  body  has  mouldered  to  dust.  To  me 
it  seems  like  a  second  birth,  the  birth  of  hope  and  faith  in 
immortality. 

If  any  reader  is  prompted  to  Inquire,  that  if  it  be  actually 
true  that  Christ  visited  me,  seeking  to  have  a  great  mission 
performed,  then  why  should  the  matter  have  been  delayed 
over  fifty  years,  when  ten  or  a  dozen  years  should  have  been 
ample  in  which  to  gather  any  data  obtainable  bearing  on  the 
life  and  environment  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth?  There  are  many 
answers  to  such  a  query,  even  omitting  fears  of  danger  and 
trouble  for  the  author  of  such  a  message,  the  prime  one  being 
great  difficulty  of  securing  publication  and  distribution  of  a 
book  claiming  to  be  directly  inspired  by  the  veritable  Jesus  of 
Nazareth.  The  minor  answer  is,  that  an  able  and  logical  ex- 
coriation of  the  errors  and  incoherences  of  religious  credulity 
will  sink  into  oblivion,  as  most  former  books  have  on  kindred 
subjects.  Then  there  is  another  reason  why  I  have  delayed 
giving  Christ's  new  message  to  the  world — If  Jesus  of  Nazareth 
appeared  today  in  Europe  or  America  and  went  to  preaching  the 
same  doctrines   He   formerly   preached   not  a   church  in  the 
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civilized  world  would  receive  Him,  and  in  any  part  of  Russia 
or  western  Europe  He  would  be  arrested  as  an  anarchist  or 
socialist  and  placed  behind  prison  bars  and  bolts.  About  the 
only  sort  of  people  on  the  face  of  the  earth  who  would  take 
Him  in  and  supply  Him  with  food,  clothing  and  shelter  would 
be  the  Spiritualists  and  Christian  Scientists  and  possibly  a 
portion  of  the  Unitarians.  Scientific  schools  would  denounce 
Him  as  a  fake  and  charletan,  characterize  His  claim  of  meeting 
and  talking  with  Moses  and  Ellas  as  vague  delusion  or  dream, 
and  His  healing  of  disease  as  mere  suggestive  therapeutics, 
hypnotism  or  mesmeric  tricks,  and  His  mental  extension  as 
nothing  more  than  telepathy,  mind  reading,  or  psychic  vibrations. 

The  man  Jesus  of  Nazareth  and  his  two  companions,  Saul 
of  Tarsus  and  John  the  Baptist,  in  their  visitation  to  me  were 
explicit  in  enjoining  me  to  search  out  the  truth  in  every  re- 
ligion that  revealed  a  belief  in  immortality.  Search  the  far 
East,  from  Persia  to  India;  search  the  Aryan,  the  Parsee,  the 
Indus  scriptures;  in  all  people  abides  faith  and  hope  in  per- 
sonal immortality — ignore  none,  and  fear  not.  "In  this,  our 
visit  to  you,"  said  Jesus,  "you  know  the  truth  of  personal  im- 
mortality— and  you  ask  what  is  truth? — Whatsoever  is  is  truth." 

In.  accepting  the  commission  of  my  worthy  visitors  I  felt 
as  If  walled  in  by  inaccessible  barriers,  as  if  the  highest  moun- 
tains of  India,  Asia  and  Persia  had  surged  around  me  at  the 
little  village  of  Nazareth,  with  the  Wise  Men  of  the  East  hasten- 
ing down  from  their  summits  confirming  the  truth  of  the  per- 
sonal immortality  of  man.  Around  me  also  gathered,  like  an 
endless  pall  of  death,  dark,  ominous  and  forbidding  clouds  of 
error,  superstition  and  credulity.  Seized  by  fear  and  trembling 
lest  my  secret  became  known,  and  darts  of  persecution  fly  at 
me  from  friend  or  foe,  my  own  shadow  haunted  me;  I  felt 
ghostly  and  feared  onlookers  at  every  turn.  I  became  isolated 
from  the  world,  and  for  many  years  in  close  seclusion  searched 
for  every  scrap  of  ancient  legend,  every  record  of  Egypt, 
Persia,  Arabia,  Palestine,  Asia  and  India,  as  far  as  opportunity 
could  reach,  that  I  could  know  the  full  meaning  of  the  Nazarite 
injunction — "Search  the  scriptures"  for  the  purpose  of  his 
mission.  With  the  single  object  of  attaining  the  simple  truth, 
unstained  by  sophistry  or  scismatlc  interest,  I  found  beyond 
the  pale  of  doubt  all  that  Is  essential  in  the  teachings  of  Jesus 
of  Nazareth,  belief  in  the  personal  Immortality  of  man  and  the 
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moral  law,  deeply  embodied  in  the  religion  and  laws  of  all 
ancient  nations— in  China,  Japan,  India,  Egypt,  Greece,  Italy, 
Persia,  Arabia,  and  eminently  so  among  the  ancient  Aryans, 
Phoenecians,  Chaldeans,  Aramlans  and  Israelites.  In  all  the 
mythological  lore  of  the  Adepts,  Magi,  Witches,  Sorcerers, 
Seers,  Necromancers,  Astrologers,  Soothsayers  and  Magicians 
I  discovered  in  every  instance  the  moral  and  spiritual  ethics 
of  the  Illumined  Man  of  Nazareth.  For  fifty  years  I  reverently 
appeared  at  every  temple  of  worship  under  the  American  sun, 
and  with  kindly  and  brotherly  feelings  clasped  the  hands  of 
the  priests  and  preachers  of  every  sect,  cult  and  creed  under 
the  beneficent  dominion  of  Divine  Wisdom,  and  felt  pained  to 
hear  the  clergy  of  modern  times  defame  the  priests  of  Brahm, 
Boudha,  Isis,  Oslrus,  Ormuzd,  whose  creeds  enjoin  pure  thoughts, 
pure  words,  pure  deeds,  and  the  worship  of  one  God,  though 
passively  worshiping  subaltern  divinities.  Opprobrious  words, 
such  as  heathen,  pagan,  idolatry,  etc.,  seemed  to  come  in  bad 
grace  from  people  who  idolize  Jesus  and  His  apostles  and  a 
numerous  following  of  saints.  Though  Jesus  and  His  apostles 
and  all  saintly  men  and  women  should  be  idolized  for  their 
true  worth,  yet  because  the  most  ancient  are  partially  for- 
gotten, it  seems  in  bad  grace  to  cast  opprobrium  on  their  lives 
notable  for  zealous  piety  and  beneficent  example. 

Every  religion  known  to  man  crystalized  on  Divine  Omni- 
potence  and  personal  Immortality,  from  Brahminism  all  the 
way  to  the  Fetishism  of  Africa  and  Spirit-worship  of  American 
Indians.  Thousands  of  years  before  the  birth  of  Jesus  of 
Nazareth  the  same  light  of  life  that  illumined  Gallllee  had 
illumined  the  heart  pulsations  of  countless  millions  in  India, 
China,  Persia,  Egypt  and  the  vast  region  of  country  tributary 
to  the  Black  and  Caspian  seas,  and  in  the  unknown  millions 
of  prehistoric  civilization  of  the  western  hemisphere.  Will  the 
priest  in  the  present  cycles  of  time  aver  that  the  power  of  life 
and  mind  that  animated  the  most  ancient  people  was  not  the 
same  Divinity  that  animated  the  body  and  soul  of  Jesus — not 
the  same  God  to  whom  they  now  make  appeal?  Will  they 
aver  that  God  has  been  eternal  only  for  a  brief  time,  say  from 
Noah  and  Adam  till  now?  Shall  the  priests  of  this  age  travesty 
the  Deity,  making  Divine  Mercy  tardy  and  niggardly  toward 
ninety  per  cent  of  the  human  race  and  lavish  timely  benefits 
with  the  Christian  ten  per  cent  who  profess  to  serve  Christ 
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while  ignoring  his  example?  In  the  list  of  the  doings  of  Jesus, 
how  many  of  his  professed  followers  are  doing  the  work  He 
was  engaged  in,  healing  the  deaf,  blind,  lame  and  sick  In  the 
way  He  did?  Yet  they  have  occasion  to  cry  heathen,  pagan, 
idolarty,  toward  endless  millions  of  ancients  who  worshipped  the 
same  eternally  efficient  Deity  that  Jesus  of  Nazareth  com- 
mended. 

The  Light  of  Life  is  the  light  that  illumined  the  infant 
heart  and  soul  of  the  sublime  Essenean  Saviour  of  Nazareth, 
the  light  transmitted  through  Magian  inspiration  by  The  Wise 
Men  of  the  East,  from  Brahm,  Boudha,  Ahura,  Ormuzd,  and 
from  tlje  Elohlm  of  the  Semitic  races;  from  the  one  eternal 
conscious  Spirit  of  Compassion  that  Is  in  all  life  and  all  life 
in  it.  In  the  Aramlan  tongue,  "Biol,  Bloi,  lama  sabachthani," 
was  the  appeal  of  Jesus  in  his  dying  moment  to  Omniscient 
Power.  A  man  of  compassion,  a  faultless  man,  living  and 
acting  the  fullness  of  the  Jewish  moral  law.  He  was  a  victim 
of  Jewish  credulity. 

"I  am  the  light  of  the  world.  He  that  followeth  me  shall 
not  walk  in  darkness,  but  shall  have  the  Light  of  Life."  Whoso 
hath  eyes  that  see  and  ears  that  hear,  and  lists  to  the  expres- 
sion of  the  Inborn  Spirit,  is  in  touch  with  the  Infinite,  drinking 
from  the  fountain  of  eternal  life,  wherein  '1  and  the  Spirit  are 
one — It  in  me  and  I  in  It;"  wherein  each  form  of  life  saith  "I 
am  that  I  am." 

By  the  inspiration  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  the  Sublime  Saviour 
and  Oracle  of  God,— by  John  the  Baptist,  the  Revealer  of  the 
Spirit  of  Truth, — by  Saul  of  Tarsus,  the  Interpreter  of  Divine 
Law,  the  Light  of  Life  dispenses  with  every  religious  creed  of 
the  earth  and  proclaims  Science  the  true  Guide  and  Comforter 
of  Man.  In  domains  of  Science  the  Path  is  found  to  the  heal- 
ing of  every  ill,  to  the  erasing  of  every  sin,  to  the  cure  of 
every  evil,  to  the  work  of  living  faith,  to  the  humility  of 
oppression  and  relief  of  poverty,  to  the  death  of  antagonism  and 
the  life  of  amity.  Science  proves  all  things  and  conserves  the 
beneficence  of  its  work,  it  knows  the  finite  and  reveals  the 
infinite,  in  its  endless  circuit.  It  unveils  eternity,  in  its  con- 
sistence is  the  Immortality  of  man.  Let  neither  Pope,  nor 
Bishop,  nor  Priest,  nor  Layman  gainsay  that  the  universe  of 
mind  and  matter  is  revealed  in  science.  In  the  omnl-sclence  Is 
the  Light  of  Life. 
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The  Light  of  Life  is  in  expression;  each  thing  tells  what  it 
is — insects,  reptiles,  birds,  fishes,  plants,  trees,  streams;  moun- 
tains, man,  all  express  what  they  are.  Vestments  express 
utility;  and  more,  safety  of  contentment,  and  coats  of  many 
colors  express  inward  sources  of  beauty.  The  cast  of  features 
express  character,  eyes  and  voice  tell  if  angel  or  demon  is  in 
the  body.  The  Finite  is  eternal  expression  of  the  Infinite,  as 
objects  in  life  elude  computation,  or  as  mind  in  man  is  a 
symbol  of  God,  the  flow  of  thought  expressing  its  source.  In 
chemistry  the  elements  apprehended  are  expressive  of  kindred 
elements  in  the  universe;  each  breath  of  air  is  expressive  of 
unlimited  ether.  A  drop  of  water  is  an  ocean's  messenger  as 
surely  as  a  human  soul  is  a  messenger  of  God.  Look  into  the 
moral  feelings,  and  examine  clearly  the  tears  of  compassion, 
there  is  easily  found  expression  of  messianic  divinity.  Is  God 
a  designing  being? — the  mind  of  man,  emanating  from  its  native 
source,  as  also  all  animate  life  expresses  art-design — all  art 
work  appears  in  mind  before  it  is  expressed  in  matter. 

The  Light  of  Life  is  magnetic — all  life  is  magnetic.  The 
manifestation  of  all  spirit  is  magnetic — molecular  vibration  Is 
magnetic.  Electric  transmission  between  planets  is  dynamic — 
light  and  heat  are  dynamic  manifestations;  mind  is  hypnotic — 
the  organs  of  vision  are  hypnotic;  the  snake's  eye  charms  the 
bird.  The  efficient  Spirit  of  God  is  a  dynamic  affair— it  thrills 
the  universe  of  life  and  mind  with  its  swift  vibrations — its  polar- 
ity abides  in  every  atom  of  substance,  in  the  duality  of  life,  in 
the  biogenesis  of  man;  and  without  the  dynamic  principle  there 
is  no  life,  no  light,  no  universe,  no  God.  The  presence  of  Jesus 
of  Nazareth  was  magical,  His  touch  magnetic,  His  eyes  hypnotic- 
His  word  electric,  His  spirit  a  dynamic  affair.  Verily  the  elec- 
tric principle  pervades  the  universe.  The  words  of  the  first 
telegraph  message  were — ''What  a  wonderful  work  of  God!M 
Without  magnetic  power  no  priest  of  Christ  can  ever  work  the 
miracles  of  Jesus;  without  miracles  done  by  the  priest  his 
religion  is  a  delusion  and  mockery,  a  dead  faith. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


A   Man  With  a   Massage— Jesus  of  Nazareth  Appears. 

Had  I  not  a  message  of  vital  importance  to  convey  to  man- 
kind ft  Is  hardly  probable  that  I  would  have  asked  for  accept- 
ance  this  little  book  In  companionship  with  the  many  valuable 
volumes  of  biographical  and  historical  literature  with  which  the 
world's  great  libraries  are  crowded. 

Quite  early  in  life,  on  a  warm  day  in  May,  1857,  having 
lain  aside  the  stick  and  rule  for  a  short  time,  I  was  cutting 
cordwood  in  a  forest  about  three  miles  east  of  Grand  Rapids, 
Michigan.  That  day  I  had  fallen  a  large  beech  tree,  and  was 
cutting  the  body  into  five- feet  lengths,  to  be  used  for  fuel.  At 
12  o'clock  I  sat  down  upon  the  log,  sticking  my  ax  into  it  by 
my  right  side,  and  proceeded  with  my  usual  mid-day  repast 
My  lunch  basket  was  between  my  knees,  and  with  food  in  each 
hand  the  feasting  progressed  as  ordinarily  on  such  occasions, 
and  as  normally  as  I  ever  realized.  Some  dozen  or  so  minutes 
had  passed  in  this  manner,  when  suddenly  a  bright  halo  of 
yellowish  color,  oval  in  form  and  about  twenty  feet  broad,  formed 
in  front  of  me  some  six  or  eight  paces  to  the  south,  obscuring 
the  rays  of  the  sun.  Instantly  three  men  appeared  in  the  midst 
of  that  halo.  They  appeared  as  real  as  any  three  men  could  be, 
but  were  dressed  different  than  any  men  I  had  ever  seen  except 
In  pictures  in  similitude  of  Grecian  and  Roman  costumes,  those 
of  flowing  robes  with  girdles  and  gilt  embroidery.  It  was  a  very 
singular  scene,  and  so  much  out  of  the  ordinary  that  I  first 
thought  it  was  some  neighbors  in  disguise  for  the  purpose  of 
perpetrating  a  practical  joke,  and  I  mustered  my  humor  in  readi- 
ness to  ireet  them  in  that  line.  They  appeared  bright  looking 
and  intelligent,  and  conceiving  them  to  be  real  men  in  disguise, 
I  saluted  them: 

"Good  afternoon,  gentlemen." 

They  bowed  courteously,  and  responded,  the  central  one  of 
the  three  speaking  audibly— 
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"Good  evening,  sir." 

"You  appear  to  be  strangers  in  these  parts/'  said  I;  "may 
I  know  who  you  are,  and  the  object  of  your  visit?" 

"Yes/*  said  the  taller  and  middle  one,  "we  are  strangers 
here;  but  don't  feel  disconcerted,  as  we  mean  you  no  ill." 

He  spoke  in  plain  audible  English,  and  the  other  two  bowed 
pleasantly,  saying  "Good  evening." 

I  then  inquired:  "Will  you  please  tell  me  your  names?  your 
peculiar  dress  makes  me  curious  to  know  who  you  are." 

"We  are  of  a  people,"  responded  the  taller  man,  "who  lived 
many  centuries  ago,  you  reckon  time.  My  name  is  known  In 
religious  history  as  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  this  man  on  my  right  is 
known  as  Saul  of  Tarsus,  and  on  my  left  is  John  the  Baptist." 
The  other  two  audibly  assented. 

This  reply  made  me  feel  a  nervous  tremor,  and  to  give 
myself  reassurance  that  I  was  not  dreaming,  I  looked  about,  saw 
that  I  was  eating  my  lunch,  with  victuals  in  both  of  my  hands, 
the  axe  sticking  in  the  log  by  my  right  side,  the  trees  and  brush 
there  as  usual,  realizing  I  was  in  my  normal  condition;  and, 
there  the  three  men  were,  still  standing  before  me. 

"May  I  be  permitted  to  know  the  occasion  of  your  visit?"  I 
inquired,  "you  are  people  for  whom  I  have  always  felt  great 
respect  and  reverence.  Is  there  anything  you  desire  me  to  do, 
or  have  you  any  message  that  I  should  receive  at  this  time?" 

"Yes,"  said  Jesus;  "we  have  a  message  for  you;  we  desire 
of  you  to  perform  a  service  for  mankind;  as  you  see  us,  we 
are  men  like  yourself  and  other  men.  Tell  this  firmly  and  fear- 
lessly to  the  world." 

In  his  left  hand  Jesus  held  a  scroll,  which,  fully  unrolled, 
reached  near  his  feet.  It  was  sixteen  or  eighteen  inches  wide 
and  about  three  feet  long.  On  it,  in  large  plain  Roman  letters, 
was  what  he  pointed  to  for  me  to  read. 

"This  is  your  commission,"  said  Jesus.  "Read  it  carefully. 
We  have  chosen  you  to  write  the  relative  truth  of  history.  To 
know  our  careers  aright,  an  entirely  human  point  of  view  is 
essential.  To  properly  know  of  us  your  mind  must  be  absolved 
from  all  taint  of  superstition  and  credulity." 

"Can  you  tell  me  from  what  sources  I  will  be  able  to  procure 
data  of  reliable  information?" 

"From  Appolonius,  Philo,  Helllel;  from  Hillaire,  Euseblus, 
Gieke;  from  the  early  testimonies  so  far  as  they  comport  with 

24 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


reason,  and  no  farther;  also  from  the  traditions  of  Syria,  Persia, 
India  and  the  Coptic  races.  In  recent  time  we  have  guided  the 
pens  of  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  Victor  Hugo  and  Thomas  Car- 
lyle." 

"May  I  ask,"  said  I,  "how  far  I  can  trust  Christian  theology 
as  a  guide  to  truth,  as  a  light  in  the  true  way  of  life?" 

"It  is  light  to  the  stupid,  a  blind  to  the  learned/'  said  Jesus; 
"all  theologies  make  good  hearts  shudder  at  deeds  of  evil  under 
the  cloak  of  divine  mercy.  For  ages  religious  credulity  has 
swathed  the  human  race  in  blood,  fettered  by  an  arbitrary  belief 
in  mysterious  agencies.  In  my  name,  and  for  a  pretense  of 
divine  pleasure,  mutual  murder,  robbery  and  plunder  have  ruled 
and  enslaved  the  world.  Did  I,  or  did  my  apostles,  advise  or 
encourage  the  horrors  of  the  Catholic  Inquisition?  Under  that 
demonical  form  of  credulity  what  hateful  crimes  have  prevailed, 
in  Smyrnia,  Russia,  Italy,  Spain,  France,  Britain,  Peru,  Mexico, 
to  please  a  merciful  God! — What  horror!  What  pleasure  can 
a  good  heart  see  in  scenes  of  cruelty?  How  many  good  men, 
from  Polycarp  to  Bruno,  from  Servetus  to  Rogers;  how  many 
through  the  dark  terrors  of  the  inquisition,  at  Bartholomew,  at 
Smithfield,  how  many  of  best  and  purest  of  earth,  whose  mis- 
sions were  mercy  and  peace  and  mutual  help,  have  agonized 
to  death  in  fire,  by  sword  and  scaffold,  rocked,  jibbeted,  gul- 
lotined,  or  torn  limb  from  limb,  in  the  name  of  the  Merciful  One, 
and  in  the  interest  of  a  superstition,  misnamed  Christian  The- 
ology. My  message  for  you  is — Truth  has  lain  burled  in  supeiv 
stition  these  many  centuries;  it  is  for  you  to  boldly  remove  the 
stone  from  its  sepulcher.  Fear  not — we  will  not  fall  you  in 
the  task/' 

I  told  them  I  was  willing  to  do  the  work,  and  accept  their 
commission;  that  I  had  no  fear  except  in  my  lack  of  knowledge, 
and  asked  them  If  they  would  guide  me. 

Jesus  answered:  "You  will  grow  in  strength  and  knowledge. 
We  will  guide  you  till  the  work  is  finished.  What  is  true  and 
good  shall  appear  and  prevail  till  the  errors  that  have  har- 
rassed  and  tortured  mankind  are  fallen  to  decay.  Compassion 
Bhall  replace  cruelty." 

Childlike,  I  became  slesed  with  an  idle  curiosity,  and  in- 
quired:     "May  I  ask  for  information  if  there  is  a  God?"    I  had 
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for  long  felt  an  uneasy  eagerness  to  learn  something  of  the 
mysteries  of  life. 

Jesus  answered:  "Is  It  not  written  in  Divine  Law,  'ye  are 
gods?'  This  answer  must  suffice  till  the  Infinite  is  revealed 
to  all." 

Without  further  answering,  they  all  said  "Good  day/',  waved 
me  farewell  and  disappeared.  The  vision  was  gone,  and  I  still 
found  myself  in  normal  condition,  and  my  surroundings  Just 
as  they  were  before  the  strange  visitation.  The  three  men  and 
the  broad  golden  halo  disappearing  was  all  the  change  observ- 
able. I  felt  as  if  somewhat  transfixed  to  the  log  where  I  was 
sitting,  and  I  continued  to  look  in  the  direction  of  the  vision, 
thinking  they  might  return  and  give  me  more  information  and 
instructions.  They  did  not  return  at  that  time,  but  suddenly  my 
eyes  discovered  a  huge  black  snake  colled  upon  the  low  limb 
of  an  oak  tree  about  where  the  center  of  the  broad  halo  rested. 
Near  a  foot  from  the  head  of  the  snake  there  lay  crouching  on 
the  same  limb  a  red  squirrel,  slowly  approaching  nearer  and 
nearer  toward  the  snake's  mouth.  The  mouth  of  the  snake  was 
open,  and  his  tongue  was  playing  lively.  I  realized  It  was  a  case 
of  snake-charming,  from  the  nature  of  the  situation,  and  I  con- 
cluded the  sauirrel  was  soon  to  be  devoured.  At  this  juncture 
of  affairs  I  quietly  laid  my  victuals  in  the  basket,  carefully  took 
my  axe  out  of  the  log,  thinking  I  could  cut  a  pole  by  means  of 
which  I  could  make  a  stroke  that  would  play  havoc  with  the 
prospective  feast.  This  I  proceeded  to  do,  and  with  one  or  two 
heavy  blows  brought  the  snake  to  the  ground,  when  the  squirrel 
ran  up  the  tree.    I  then  crushed  the  snake's  head  with  my  heel. 

"Such  is  the  story,  truthful  to  a  letter.  I  was  then  Just  past 
twenty  years  of  age,  an  apt  student  in  universal  and  theological 
history,  versed  in  natural  philosophy,  a  close  observer  of  natural 
phenomena,  and  familiar  with  the  phases  of  magnetism  com- 
monly known.  I  felt  convinced  that  the  strange  visitors  were 
true  to  representation,  and  that  they  had  taken  advantage  of 
the  magnetic  aura  emitted  by  the  psychologic  pathos  of  the 
snake  in  which  to  make  their  forms  visible.  I  killed  the  snake, 
took  it  home  in  the  evening,  at  the  residence  of  James  McCrath, 
and  exhibited  it  to  my  neighbors.  It  measured  nine  Teet  and 
seven  Inches  in  length  and  nine  inches  around  its  body.  But 
I  told  no  one  of  the  visit  of  the  Saviour  to  me  in  the  forest 

Fifty-two  years  have  elapsed,  up  to  May,  1909,  since  the 
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foregoing  account  of  my  vision  was  experienced,  and  my  mes- 
sage has  not  yet  been  delivered.  That  it  is  a  matter  of  import- 
ance to  get  my  message  before  the  world  I  have  never  felt  a 
doubt,  that  some  one  in  some  time  should  promulgate  the 
Gospel  of  Reason  for  the  benefit  of  beclouded,  bedeviled  and 
robbed  humanity.  That  it  has  been  matured  and  urged  upon  the 
world,  it  would  be  idle  to  deny— by  Arlstottle,  Bacon,  Spencer, 
Lewes,  Emerson,  Carlyle,  Mill  and  a  great  host  of  ingenius 
writers.  That  science  and  moral  law  shall  replace  credulity 
among  mankind,  is  the  message  I  am  determined  to  convey  to 
the  world  in  this  book.  It  is  the  message  that  Moses  Imparted 
to  Israel  in  his  equality  of  landed  rights;  it  was  Plato's  message 
in  his  ideal  republic;  it  was  the  message  for  the  delivery  of 
which  Jesus  gave  up  his  life.  Bearing  this  message,  Gautama 
was  the  Light  of  Asia;  living  this  message,  Christ  is  the  Light 
of  the  World.  The  title  of  Christ's  message  is  Compassion,  for 
without  compassion  there  is  no  Christ,  no  Infinite  Good. 

Among  the  lessons  of  life  that  have  come  to  me  following 
the  utterances  of  my  visitors  as  recorded  in  this  chapter,  if 
there  is  any  one  lesson  beautifuler  than  the  others,  It  is  to  me 
a  logical  fact  that  aspiration,  coming  from  below,  meets  in 
harmony  with  inspiration,  coming  from  above.  Before  the  reader 
closes  this. book  he  will  have  read  the  words  of  the  messianic 
masters  as  they  now  speak  and  as  they  have  spoken,  in  the 
light  of  eternal  truth  washed  from  all  stains  of  error.  He  will 
learn  to  reason  from  circular,  or  eternal,  methods,  and,  with 
one  sample  as  evidence  of  its  kind,  he  will  easily  unveil  every 
mystery  that  has  clouded  the  minds  of  the  human  race. 

A  HAUNTED  BOY 

Many  times  before  the  visitation  of  Christ  I  had  been 
startled  by  mysterious  voices,  always  conveying  intelligence  of 
actual  importance.  My  occult  experiences  were  many  and 
varied,  seeming  to  have  lived  more  among  spirits  than  mortals. 

How  persistently  does  the  mind  of  man  pendulate  between 
the  past  and  the  future,  and  with  no  studied  purpose  or  inten- 
tion of  so  doing.  Is  it  not  something  of  an  indication  that  the 
human  mind  inherently  possesses  initial  qualities  of  omnipres- 
ence? Early  in  1855  I  arrived  at  the  city  of  Toledo,  Ohio,  and 
found  its  streets,  buildings  and  people  familiar  to  my  eyes,  as 
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if  I  had  grown  up  in  that  town.  Perhaps  in  my  former  trances 
I  had  tarried  there.  A  few  days  later,  on  arriving  at  Columbus, 
it  seemed  like  returning  home  amidst  intimate  associations. 
In  traversing  along  High  street  I  remember  of  being  in  a  smiling 
mood,  as  if  in  expectancy  of  meeting  school  companions;  and 
I  called  at  the  printing  houses  as  if  going  to  my  daily  task,  but 
to  meet  with  disappointment  in  not  being  recognized;  they 
didn't  seem  to  know  me,  though  I  felt  that  they  ought  to.  For 
a  week  I  searched  diligently  for  employment,  but  In  vain;  and 
starting  to  leave  the  city,  when  two  miles  in  the  country  my 
name  was  called  by  a  voice  from  the  air  which  said:  "Gk>  back 
to  the  Journal  office — they  want  you."  I  looked  around  in  sur- 
prise, but  no  one  was  in  sight.  The  voice  called  three  times 
audibly.  It  must  be  the  voice  of  a  spirit,  I  thought;  and,  turn- 
ing back,  I  went  to  the  Journal  office,  and  there  stood  the  fore- 
man, Charles  Center;  he  said:  "I  have  been  looking  for  you 
an  hour,  and  want  you  to  work  in  the  book  department/'  I 
assented,  and  was  soon  at  my  cases,  among  twenty  lady  com- 
positors. It  was  there  I  caught  my  first  inspiration  of  woman's 
influence  in  moulding  the  character  of  man.  Not  an  evil  thought 
or  feeling  found  any  room  in  me  during  the  months  I  worked 
among  those  girls.  My  lesson  was  well  learned,  that  the  purest 
relations  of  the  sexes  is  when  associated  together,  at  toil  or  in 
school,  when  girls  and  boys  are  hlbitually  on  their  best  be- 
havior. The  habit  of  good  morals,  once  fixed  in  youth,  will 
continue  on  through  life.  It  was  here  I  was  drawn  by  the  magic 
of  negative  attraction  into  the  inestimable  companionship  and 
permanent  love  of  Lizzie  Bisbee  and  Jennie  Swan,  who  were 
and  are  the  bright  morning  and  evening  stars  of  my  earthly 
pilgrimage. 

In  November  of  1855  I  bid  these  two  sweet  girls  and  all  the 
employees  of  the  Journal  establishment  farewell,  Including  the 
noble  editor,  Timothy  Bascomb,  who,  I  must  say,  with  deep 
affection,  took  a  fatherly  interest  in  my  welfare.  It  was  Mr. 
Bascomb  who  moulded  the  republican  party  and  all  it  stood  for 
in  the  state  of  Ohio.  In  after  years  he  represented  his  district 
in  congress.  On  bidding  him  farewell  he  handed  me  a  sheet 
of  stamps,  saying  I  must  write  a  letter  for  the  Journal  for  each 
stamp,  and  I  cheerfully  complied  with  a  series  of  letters  from 
the  national  capital,  continuing  on  into  the  following  years. 
Wishing  to  learn  an  object  lesson  of  human  slavery,  I  planned 
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for  myself  a  foot  journey  through  Virginia,  with  the  city  of 
Washington  for  my  destination.  The  conclusions  from  my  im- 
pressions were  that  slavery  should  be  abolished,  peaceably  if 
possible,  by  war  if  necessary.  While  I  saw  the  evils  of  slavery, 
I  also  saw  it  in  an  admixture  of  good — that  whatever  civilisa- 
tion the  African  attained  was  forced  into  him  through  the  slave- 
drivers*  whip  and  degenerated  by  amalgamation.  I  arrived  in 
Washington  Just  before  the  opening  of  the  stormiest  congress 
known  in  our  history. 

My  first  few  days  in  Washington  were  consumed  in  seeing 
everything  of  historic  interest,  the  halls  of  legislation,  the  White 
House,  the  patent  office,  the  arsenal  and  navy  yard,  Mount 
Vernon  and  the  cemetery  of  the  patriot  dead.  Franklin  Pierce 
was  president,  William  L.  Marcey  secretary  of  state  and  Jeffer- 
son Davis  secretary  of  war.  I  thought  Mr.  Pierce  a  very  ordi- 
nary man  as  I  saw  him  almost  daily  strolling  about  the  city. 
But  I  fancied  Mr.  Davis  the  most  worthy  personage  among  the 
administration  authorities,  perhaps  because  he  showed  me  more 
cordial  attention  at  the  White  House  levees  when  I  was  in 
attendance.  His  conspicuous  figure  on  military  reviews  was 
highly  impressive  to  a  young  man,  imparting  an  inspiration  of 
military  power  never  to  be  forgotten.  During  my  long  service 
in  the  Union  army  I  never  for  a  moment  forgot  that  my  greatest 
foe  in  war  was  a  peerless  citizen  in  peace  and  one  of  the  very 
brightest  and  ablest  of  American  statesmen.  Because  we  looked 
at  some  national  questions  from  adverse  points  of  view,  did  not 
and  should  not  divert  my  esteem  from  his  moral  and  intellectual 
merits. 

After  the  convening  of  congress  I  was  considerably  idle  for 
two  months,  during  the  contest  for  speaker,  which  resulted  in 
the  election  of  Nathaniel  P.  Banks.  I  put  in  my  time  at  the  Con- 
gressional and  Smithsonian  libraries,  where  I  made  many  valu- 
able acquaintances,  among  them  Professor  Joseph  Henry.  I 
also  wrote  a  book  that  brought  the  owner  over  a  million  dollars 
net  profit,  though  only  $45  to  myself.  It  was  the  Illustrated 
Catalogue  of  the  Patent  Office.  I  wrote  it  for  wages,  under  the 
hire  of  one  Albert  Hunter,  who  had  a  news  stand  in  the  patent 
office  entrance.  I  made  it  a  complete  catalogue,  and  in  the  space 
of  thirty  years  Mr.  Hunter  had  sold  over  3,000,000  copies,'  clear- 
ing forty  cents  on  each  copy.  He  was  really  selling  that  book 
about  forty  years,  commencing  with  coal-black  hair,  and  still 
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selling  my  work  when  his  curly  locks  were  white  as  snow. 
Probably  no  one  book  in  the  English  language,  except  the  Bible, 
ever  netted  so  much  money.  The  same  book,  with  occasional 
necessary  changes,  though  the  first  ever  written,  became  indis- 
pensable to  public  interest,  and  will  be  sold  daily  as  long  as 
the  patent  office  needs  a  catalogue.  It  was  written  by  my 
urgency  for  a  job  of  work,  and  in  no  sense  from  any  suggestion 
of  Mr.  Hunter.  I  have  often  regretted  my  stupidity  in  not  secur- 
ing a  royalty  on  the  publication  of  a  work  of  such  infinite  public 
Importance. 

During  my  sojourn  in  Washington  at  that  time  I  learned 
a  little  of  the  private  life  of  Mrs.  E.  D.  N.  Southworth,  worthy 
of  rehearsal  here.  Mrs.  Haney,  a  Catholic  Irish  widow  lady  of 
wealth  was  my  informant  On  a  rainy  November  day,  somewhere 
about  1850,  a  young  woman  dressed  and  veiled  In  black,  carry* 
ing  an  infant  of  only  a  few  days  old,  called  at  Mrs.  Haney's  resi- 
dence for  protection  from  a  heavy  storm.  Mrs.  Haney  took  her 
into  the  house,  stripped  off  her  wet  wraps,  and  by  her  kitchen 
fire  dried  her  clothing  and  made  her  and  the  babe  comfortable. 
On  Inquiry  Mrs.  Haney  discovered  that  the  young  woman  had 
recently  been  deserted  by  a  profligate  husband,  and  being  left 
without  money  or  friends  she  was  searching  for  a  place  of  refuge 
for  herself  and  babe.  After  giving  the  unfortunate  lady  food 
and  a  night's  rest,  Mrs.  Haney  gave  her  light  work  in  her  kitchen 
till  she  could  find  a  permanent  situation.  A  few  days  afterward 
Mrs.  Haney,  having  occasion  to  step  into  the  kitchen,  found  the 
woman  in  a  convulsion  of  sobs  and  moans.  Inquiring  the  cause, 
the  woman  handed  her  a  package  of  manuscript  of  a  half-written 
story  entitled  the  Deserted  Wife.  Mrs.  Haney  scanned  the  last 
pages,  blotted  with  tears,  and  her  own  tears  added  more  stains 
to  the  pages.  From  that  day  the  deserted  wife  was  transferred 
from  a  servant  to  a  guest  in  the  family,  and  Mrs.  Haney  secured 
the  publication  of  the  book  that  immortalized  the  name  of  Mrs. 
Southworth.  Mrs.  Haney  was  a  very  sympathetic  old  Irish 
lady,  and  would  always  burst  into  tears  when  relating  the  above 
incident.    Here  was  compassion  Incarnate. 

A  QUARRELSOME  BOY. 

As  my  father  was  a  mild-mannered  and  versatile  gentle- 
man, and  my  mother  a  paragon  in  mother-wit  and  good  humor, 
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I  can  only  attribute  my  irritable  temper  In  childhood  and  youth 
to  hostile  molecular  surroundings  at  my  natal  hour,  which 
assailed  my  life  incessantly,  with  stubborn  determination  to 
kill  me  in  the  germ.  I  really  think  some  credit  is  due  me  for 
resolutely  though  unconsciously  making  a  stubborn  fight  against 
the  universe  of  snow  and  ice  molecules,  and  to  come  off  victor 
in  the  combat.  It  was  a  matter  of  life  or  death  to  me,  that  of 
generating  resistatory  vibration  superior  to  the  molar  pressures 
of  snow,  wind  and  cold  environment,  quickening  my  blood  with 
a  rude  aaturnallan  taint  and  mercurial  heat.  This  is  in  line 
with  my  astrological  horoscope,  with  gestation  under  the  influ- 
ence of  Mercury  and  Saturn  and  birth  under  Jupiter  and  Venus. 
Be  this  as  it  is,  I  felt  like  fighting  everything  that  came  in  sight, 
boy,  man  or  beast. 

On  October  6,  1845,  when  I  had  passed  eight  years,  my 
people  moved  from  Niagara  county,  New  York,  around  the  lakes 
to  Grand  Rapids,  Michigan,  by  way  of  Chicago,  where  we  tarried 
three  weeks,  and  where  I  had  my  first  fight  in  the  west.  Lake 
street  was.  then  like  a  river  of  mud,  and  no  sidewalks,  and  only 
a  few  scattering  houses,  made  of  rough  boards,  in  the  town. 
Slabs  were  strung  along  the  sides  of  Lake  street,  necessary  to 
keep  pedestrians  from  miring  down.  The  next  morning  after 
our  arrival  I  was  standing  in  front  of  the  present  site  of  the 
Tremont  hotel,  when  a  large  boy  came  along,  throwing  mud  as 
a  pastime,  and  incidentally  slung  some  In  my  face,  when  I 
jumped  at  him  like  a  wildcat,  scratching,  mauling,  and  tumbled 
him  in  the  mud  till  he  cried  for  help. 

On  my  arrival  at  Grand  Rapids,  my  eyes  first  witnessed 
the  sore  distress  of  poverty.  Our  goods  were  unloaded  from 
the  steamboat  Paragon  (the  most  noted  river  steamer  in  Amer- 
ica) onto  the  sandy  banks  of  the  river.  There  were  ten  of  us, 
father,  mother  and  eight  children.  No  doubt  we  were  a  motley 
looking  set.  While  waiting  at  the  river  some  town  boys 
strolled  along,  and  one,  Israel  Smith,  nicknamed  "Bub,"  after- 
ward a  general  in  the  Union  army,  cast  some  slur  at  our  poverty- 
stricken  appearance,  when  instantly  I  hit  him  with  a  stone.  He 
resented,  we  clinched,  tumbled,  and  I  jammed  sand  in  his  mouth 
till  he  was  satisfied  to  quit.  I  will  say  this,  however,  that  Bub 
Smith  and  I  were  good  friends  for  several  years,  till  prosperity 
made  him  vain  and  puffed  up.  Another  boy  taunted  us,  and  I 
broke  his  nose. 
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I  soon  acquired  the  name  of  being  a  quarrelsome  boy,  and 
it  became  a  matter  of  general  interest  among  the  town  boys  to 
find  some  one  who  could  match  me  in  a  fight  Our  family 
shortly  moved  to  the  country,  but  I  found  it  convenient  to  get 
into  town  once  or  twice  a  week,  and  for  four  years  somehow  I 
became  embroiled  into  about  one  hundred  fights  a  year,  some- 
times for  a  penny,  at  others  to  lick  the  boy  who  dared  to  knock 
a  chip  from  my  shoulder.  As  a  matter  of  course  these  fights 
were  mostly  instigated  by  older  boys,  whose  aim  was  a  little 
exciting  fun.  The  common  remark  was  that  I  turned  black  in 
the  face  and  fought  like  a  demon.  Instinctively  I  had  learned 
the  art  of  parrying,  dodging  and  securing  a  central  hit,  on  nose, 
eyes  or  Jaw,  and  once  drawing  blood  I  soon  came  off  victor, 
never  losing  a  battle. 

At  the  age  of  fourteen,  a  period  of  human  life  when  a 
metamorphosis  of  folly  into  wisdom  usually  begins,  when  the 
greatest  radical  change  of  human  life  sets  in,  when  the  masculine 
gender  aspires  toward  favor  from  the  feminine  gender,  I  sud- 
denly turned  -my  face  against  violent  demonstrations.  Only  four 
quarrels,  almost  fatal  in  results,  have  I  ever  taken  part  in  since 
that  period — the  first  with  a  schoolmate,  John  McCrath,  who 
was  the  aggressor;  I  bit  him  in  the  fight,  making  a  life  scar 
on  his  side.  He  became  a  captain  in  the  army.  The  second 
with  Andrew  J.  Turner,  five  years  older  than  I  was  at  the  time. 
He  and  I  were  apprentices  at  printing  in  the  Eagle  office  at 
Grand  Rapids,  Michigan,  and  one  day,  in  frolic  he  daubed  my 
hair  with  printers'  Ink.  The  panther  in  me  became  savage;  a 
bloody  struggle  ensued,  causing  him  a  month's  critical  sickness 
under  the  care  of  physicians.  He  was  afterward  secretary  of 
state  in  Wisconsin. 

My  third  mature  life  quarrel  was  with  a  man  named  Ruther- 
ford, in  the  army  near  Corinth,  Mississippi,  in  1862.  A  practical 
joke  was  being  perpetrated  upon  him,  which  was  falsely  laid  to 
me,  when  he  rushed  at  me  with  a  drawn  revolver.  With  my 
left  arm  I  quickly  parried  the  shot,  and  dealt  him  a  heavy  blow 
in  the  face  with  my  right  fist,  peeling  his  forehead  and  break- 
ing his  nose.  He  was  laid  up  six  weeks,  and  I  was  sad  in 
that  time  lest  he  should  die.  He  recovered,  however,  and  made 
friendship,  but  was  killed  in  battle  the  next  year  at  Jackson, 
Mississippi. 

The  last  of  my  quarrels  was  with  a  printer  named  Guild,  at 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Omaha,  Nebraska,  in  1889,  who  drew  a  pistol  at  my  person, 
without  provocation  that  I  knew  of.  I  broke  his  nose  and  peeled 
his  forehead  with  my  knuckles.  He  was  laid  up  a  month.  I 
felt  a  good  deal  of  pity  for  him,  because  he  was  old,  and  I  now 
believe  his  assault  on  me  was  made  in  a  fit  of  alcoholic  delirium, 
though  not  at  the  time  in  a  state  of  intoxication. 

I  have  never  felt  that  my  fighting  proclivities  were  sinful, 
because  the  surrounding  universe  entered  into  hostilities  against 
me  when  I  was  little  and  defenseless.  It  flung  enow  and  cold 
and  boisterous  winds  into  my  baby  eyes.  Old  Boreas  was  un- 
merciful to  me  in  leading  his  infuriated  cohorts  of  crystallzed 
vapor  with  destructive  impetuosity  against  the  gemmation  of 
my  puny  soul.  My  battalions  were  fire-worshippers,  animate 
molar  vibrations,  the  antithesis  of  cold  rushing  to  battle  with 
torch  of  solar  rays,  swords  of  lunar  light  cutting  right  and  left; 
with  electric  sparks  and  magnetic  heat,  and  with  stuff  of  com- 
bustible fiber  and  lucifer  matches — with  all  these  powerful 
weapons  in  deft  hands,  and  lurid  gases  cracking  in  the  fire  places, 
the  snow-god's  armies  were  compelled  to  retreat,  and  his  legions 
gradually  melted  away,,  and  the  cltidel  of  my  life  was  saved 
from  capitulation.  Like  a  conquered  and  routed  enemy  the 
tempestuous  god  of  the  north  wind  continues  in  his  grudges  to- 
ward every  babe  born  of  woman.  I,  for  my. part,  will  always 
feel  hostile  to  coldness  and  cruelty — it  is  my  birth  mark;  and 
if  I  will  or  not,  it  is  my  inborn  nature  to  fight  against  chilly 
aggression,  in  whatever  form,  from  whatever  source,  to  the  end 
that  all  resistances  shall  match  the  forces  of  all  pressures.  I 
believe  Nature-Law  warrants  me  in  this  position.  I  cleave  to 
the  warmth  of  Compassion,  and  spurn  the  chill  of  Cruelty. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


A  Child's  Spiritual  Experience. 

In  August,  1843,  I  was  thrown  from  a  horse,  hitting  my  hips 
and  back  on  a  corduroy  roadway  near  the  Niagara  Falls.  I 
was  carried  home  as  dead,  but  was  resuscitated  by  mother.  I 
lay  helpless  over  seven  months.  I  remember  distinctly  to  this 
day,  1909,  at  the  age  of  seventy-two  years,  the  incidents  con- 
nected with  my  injuries. at  the  age  of  six.  My  mind  was  clear 
and  vigorous,  and  I  seemed  to  be  about  the  house  those  seven 
months  frequently  noticing  my  helpless  body  laying  on  Its  pallet. 
I  seemed  to  be  out  of  my  body,  and  sometimes  away  from  it. 
Several  years  afterward,  on  hearing  of  Spiritualism,  the  sug- 
gestion occurred  to  me  that  my  condition  in  that  sickness  must 
have  been  something  like  trance  and  clairvoyance;  for,  day  or 
night  visions  were  continually  passing  before  my  eyes,  as  though 
I  was  visiting  one  world  after  another,  and  seeing  all  manner 
of  different  people,  cities  and  habitations,  endless  in  number, 
and  observed  the  development  of  numerous  worlds,  in  all  stages 
of  formation,  from  whirling  nebula  to  solid  globes  and  their 
progress,  of  life,  primeval  storms,  gigantic  forests,  mammoth 
animals  and  the  advent  of  man.  In  after  years,  on  reading 
astronomy,  my  visions  all  came  to  me  again  many  times,  and  I 
perfectly  realized  that  I  had  visited  and  viewed  the  Copernican 
universe,  and  mingled  in  scenes  of  human  life  on  many  worlds. 
One  scene  is  as  clear  to  my  memory  as  if  it  occurred  but  yes- 
terday. It  was  a  rolling  sphere  of  prodigous  size,  and  all  over 
it  were  shooting  lurid  flames  and  smoke,  apparently  in  thou- 
sands of  places,  here  and  there  great  protuberances  rising  high, 
then  sinking  away.  Visions  they  were,  illusions  we  may  call 
them,,  but  all  the  knowledge  that  astronomy  has  unfolded  to  man 
is  very  meager  indeed  compared  to  what  I  saw  then  and  clearly 
remember  over  a  half  century  later  in  life.  In  all  those  won- 
derful pilgrimages  through  the  universe  it  seemed  that  some 
one  was  leading  me  by  the  hand,  talking  to  me  as  we  passed 
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from  planet  to  planet.  As  each  vision  ended  I  found  myself  in 
the  house,  and  dally  saw  mother  pick  up  my  little  body  and 
stand  it  on  end  against  the  loom  while  she  fixed  the  bed. 

In  the  spring  of  1847,  at  the  age  of  ten,  when  the  public 
mind  was  agitated  with  the  "Rochester  Knockings,"  our  family 
were  living  at  Grand  Rapids,  Michigan,  whither  they  had  emi- 
grated in  1845.  The  first  talk  about  spirits  roused  my  attention 
at  once,  as  my  visions  clung  to  my  memory*  and  I  was  keenly 
on  the  alert  to  know  what  was  transpiring.  Every  Saturday  I 
was  privileged  to  go  to  town  for  the  newspapers,  which  regu- 
larly gave  accounts  of  the  mysterious  doings  at  Rochester,  New 
York.  I  read  everything  in  that  line  with  avidity,  because  it  was 
like  news  from  home.  My  sister  Lucy,  aged  six,  had  died  about 
fifteen  months  before,  and  she  frequently  appeared  to  me  at 
night,  and  had  showed  me  a  grand  mansion  house,  with  mag- 
nificent groves  and  gardens.  She  led  me  through  many  enchant- 
ing scenes,  and  called  the  place  our  home.  Her  visits  to  me 
were  frequent,  and  all  pleasant  and  delightful  to  a  high  degree. 

My  brother  George  and  I  slept  up  stairs,  he  retiring  first, 
while  I  prepared  kindling  for  the  next  morning.  I  had  been  cry- 
ing when  alone  for  several  months  about  the  loss  of  sister  Lucy. 
When  starting  to  undress  for  bed  one  night  in  October,  1847, 
I  saw  her  come  near  me,  in  the  same  pink  dress  she  wore  while 
living,  her  bright  golden  hair  hanging  over  her  shoulders,  smil- 
ing and  extending  her  hand.  I  reached  my  hand  to  hers,  and 
lost  all  consciousness  except  talking  with  her  as  we  walked 
along  a  broad  avenue  in  front  of  a  mansion  house,  with  an  orna- 
mental fence  in  front,  of  white  metal  wire  and  posts  and  gilt 
ornaments.  She  said:  "This  is  our  home."  As  we  reached 
the  gate  it  opened  itself  automatically.  We  walked  on  to  the 
house  through  a  lawn  of  trees  and  flowers  in  bloom,  along  a 
meandering  path,  she  holding  my  hand;  and  going  up  five  broad 
steps  to  an  ample  porch,  she  said:  "John,  come  in,  and  I'll 
show  you  my  room."  As  we  approached  the  door  it  swung  open 
before  we  reached  it.  To  the  right  of  a  grand  stairway  I  saw 
several  carpenters  working  at  benches  in  a  very  large  room  to 
the  right,  which  she  said  would  be  the  parlor.  She  led  me  up 
stairs,  pointing  to  several  unfinished  rooms,  intended  for  pa 
and  ma  and  others  of  the  family,  saying  her  room  was  finished. 
Passing  along  «  broad  sky-lit  hall,  a  door  opened  on  a  beautiful 
room,  finished  in  pink  and  blue,  a  canopied  bed  and  gold  and 
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silver  ornamental  frame,  silken  lace  work  trapestry,  easy  chairs, 
dresser,  and  wall  pictures  of  birds  and  flowers.  "This  Is  my 
room,"  she  said.  As  we  passed  out  I  again  noticed  the  men 
at  work,  and  the  trees  about  the  yard  were  more  symmetrical 
and  thrifty  than  any  I  ever  saw,  and  many  birds  of  various  bright 
colors  were  flitting  about  and  singing  In  the  trees.  As  we  ap- 
proached the  front  gate,  again  It  swung  open,  and  Lucy  said, 
"Good-bye,  John — we'll  meet  again!"  and,  withdrawing  her  hand, 
I  was  unconscious  till  I  awoke  next  morning  In  bed  with  my 
clothes  on.  This  experience  was  twice  repeated  in  the  next  two 
nights,  when  I  was  so  greatly  frightened  and  agitated  about  It, 
that  I  told  mother  all  about  it,  which,  she  approved,  giving  me 
her  sympathy,  and  saying  that  she  also  had  dreamed  of  seeing 
Lucy.  At  that  time  I  knew  nothing  of  what  death  meant,  and 
only  thought  of  Lucy  as  away  from  home,  alive  and  well,  and 
wishing  her  back  to  stay.  But  mother  explained  the  mystery, 
though  it  seemed  hard  to  comprehend,  so  real  was  every  ap- 
pearance of  Lucy  In  her  new  home,  with  trees,  birds  and  flowers, 
and  men  working  about  the  house,  most  beautifully  made  of 
brick,  stone,  wood  and  glass,  as  real,  though  handsomer  than 
any  house  I  had  ever  seen.  Mother  explained  to  me  all  about 
the  spiritual  life  after  death,  and  when  the  Rochester  Knockings 
became  a  rage  I  was  deeply  anxious  to  learn  any  news  from  that 
source. 

Spiritualism  caught  my  childish  fancy,  and  as  I  had  re- 
hearsed my  visions  and  dreams  to  mother,  she  took  up  with 
them,  said  she  believed  they  were  true,  and  gave  me  great  en- 
couragement She  was  a  Baptist  all  her  life,  but  in  the  home 
wrangles  about  spiritualism  she  resolutely  took  my  part,  saying 
that  I  was  right;  that  she  had  many  remarkable  dreams,  and 
was  satisfied  that  the  dead  did  return  and  communicate  with 
their  friends.  She  died  In  1879  at  the  age  of  83,  firm  in  that 
faith.  One  of  mother's  dreams  is  worth  recording.  On  a  morn- 
ing in  1854  she  arose  crying,  saying  she  dreamed  of  the  death 
of  her  sisters,  Anna  Makepeace  and  Altana  Peck,  aged  84  and  72 
respectively.  She  described  the  death  scenes,  names  of  the  doc- 
tors and  relatives  In  attendance  at  each  house,  In  Jefferson 
county,  New  York,  and  what  was  said  at  each  scene.  This  my 
younger  sister  Martha  Instantly  wrote  out  in  full.  About  two 
weeks  later  mother  received  a  copy  of  the  Watertown  Journal, 
printed  in  mourning,  giving  full  accounts  of  the  deaths  and  lives 
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of  ti\e  two  sisters,  both  dying  on  the  night  of  her  dreaming,  and 
stating  the  facts  and  names  of  persons,  as  my  sister  recorded 
of  the  dream,  seven  hundred  miles  distant  in  Michigan,  and  no 
previous  communication  had  passed  between  them  for  nine 
years.  The  conveyance  of  the  particular  facts  of  this  dream 
necessarily  involved  the  exercise  of  knowledge  of  matters  as 
conveyed.  Now  who  conveyed  that  knowledge  seven  hundred 
miles  and  placed  the  same  in  a  fixed  form  upon  my  mother's 
mind?  There  is  only  one  logical  answer — invisible  intelligence, 
because  definite  knowledge  of  facts  can  never  be  conveyed  ex- 
cept by  intelligence  conscious  of  such  facts. 

SPIRITUAL  CONCEPTION  AND  BIRTH 

"What  in  the  world  is  the  matter?"  exclaimed  mother,  as 
father  came  rushing  in  the  house,  crying,  as  mother  said  after- 
ward, the  first  time  to  her  knowledge  that  he  ever  cried. 

"Poor  John  is  dead! — fell  from  the  load  of  hay  to  the  frozen 
ground!"  said  father;  "let's  hurry  and  get  him  in — maybe  we 
can  bring  him  to  life." 

They  both  rushed  out  to  *the  sleigh,  which  stood  at  the 
front  gate,  gathered  up  my  limp  body  and  carried  me  in  the 
house  and  laid  me  on  the  bed.  I  was  conscious,  but  helpless, 
and  heard  mother  sobbing  convulsively.  They  were  rubbing  me 
from  head  to  feet,  while  I  was  inwardly  struggling  for  utterance. 

The  time  was  after  dark  in  December,  1847,  when  I  was  ten 
years  old.  Father  was  hauling  a  load  of  hay  to  town  and  took 
me  with  him.  In  going  up  a  hill  I  slipped  off,  striking  the 
frozen  ground  on  my  head,  and  was  unconscious  while  my  father 
threw  off  the  load  of  hay  and  hauled  me  back  home.  I  think 
the  jarring  of  the  sleigh  over  the  rough  road  caused  my  pulse 
to  resume  its  vibrations.  Mother  got  the  camphor  bottle,  put 
some  in  my  mouth  and  rubbed  some  on  my  face. 

"O,  mother,  mother!"  was  my  first  utterance,  on  reviving. 
"O,  John,  John!"  she  exclaimed,  midst  crying  and  laughing,  in 
her  great  joy  at  my  revival. 

"John  prayed  when  he  struck  the  ground,"  father  said,  say- 
ing "Lord  have  mercy! — the  first  prayer  ever  heard  of  our 
family." 

"I'm  glad  of  that,"  said  mother;   "if  he  lives  I'll  make  a 
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preacher  of  him."     Meantime  she  had  put  my  feet  in  warm 
water,  and  was  feeding  me  pennyroyal  tea. 

I  gradually  regained  my  normal  condition;  the  older  boys 
had  put  the  oxen  back  to  their  stalls,  and  though  I  could  talk 
but  little,  I  remember  that  my  mind  was  deep  in  prayer,  till  lost 
in  sleep,  appealing  to  God  to  save  me,  and  promising  to  be  a 
good  boy  always.  I  thought  of  how  I  was  always  fighting,  try- 
ing to  lick  every  kid  in  the  neighborhood,  and  I  asked  God  to 
take  away  that  terrible  sin. 

Father  was  a  Deist  of  the  Voltaire  school,  and  though  mother 
was  a  Baptist  she  discreetly  kept  silence  on  religion,  and  she 
rejoiced  to  see  father's  heart  of  iron  melt  at  my  nearness  to 
death.  He  often  said  afterward  that  my  childhood  prayer  im- 
pressed him  deeper  than  all  the  sermons  he  ever  heard. 

For  some  time  in  all  my  wakeful  moments  I  felt  a  thrilling 
sensation  passing  downward  as  though  filtering  my  blood  from 
head  to  feet.  I  constantly  saw  vividly  as  in  imagination  the 
many  scenes  of  paradise  shown  to  me  some  weeks  before  by 
my  spirit  sister  Lucy.  It  seemed  like  a  realization  that  I  was 
more  a  spirit  than  mortal. 

At  school  I  was  recalcitrant  in  my  tasks,  was  the  victim 
of  constant  rebukes,  never  would  study,  but  invariably  surprised 
the  teacher  with  more  perfect  lessons  than  other  pupils.  Once 
glancing  over  the  assigned  lesson,  I  could  spend  most  of  my 
time  in  mischief  and  then  beat  them  all  at  the  recitations. 

After  my  dreadful  hurt,  and  long  deep-felt  pentinence,  I 
was  sure  never  to  be  bad  again,  and  I  was  glad  beyond  measure 
that  the  older  boys  stopped  picking  quarrels  with  me.  But  this 
angelic  state  could  not  long  continue,  with  my  cleansed  soul  still 
half-submerged  in  animal  environments.  My  half-death  and  new 
spiritual  quickening  and  rebirth  did  not  dispense  with  the  strong 
animal  forces  of  my  body,  which  only  waited  for  an  opportunity 
to  display  their  powers. 

In  early  spring  following  my  nearly  fatal  hurt,  when  all 
kinds  of  virility  return  from  winter  repose,  vivified,  refreshed, 
self-asserting,  when  passion  rises  to  dominion  over  the  moral 
susceptibilities  throughout  the  world,  in  the  springtide  of  physi- 
cal forces — it  was  at  this  time,  when  one  John  Fisk  struck  me 
in  a  fit  of  jealousy  over  a  school-miss,  and  instantly  I  gave 
him  such  a  licking  as  to  cause  a  perpetual  feud  between  his 
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family  and  mine — a  feud  that  only  the  death  of  both  of  us 
could  modify. 

I  sincerely  desire  to  impress  a  warning,  right  here  and 
always,  upon  the  minds  of  all  lovers  of  immortality  to  ever  keep 
close  guard  against  letting  the  sleuth-hounds  of  passion  have 
loose  reins  in  the  springtime.  It  is  then  when  animal  virility 
is  uppermost,  when  religious  back-sliding  is  most  prevalent, 
from  the  dominancy  of  animal  passions;  it  is  then,  more  than 
at  any  other  season,  that  the  devil  raises  hell  in  human  asso- 
ciations.   Think  of  it,  reader,  greatest  wars  set  out  in  spring. 

May  I  not  ask  the  indulgent  reader  to  note  what  appears 
to  me  as  true,  that  the  moral  and  spiritual  forces  in  man  revive 
and  obtain  dominion  over  the  animal  in  man  after  the  vernal 
period  of  each  year  has  ended?  After  midsummer  the  great 
moral  energies  of  the  world  are  released  from  the  bonds  of 
passion,  and  intellectual  culture  moves  on  toward  its  highest 
fruitions.  In  high  temperate  latitudes  passions  are  somewhat 
under  restraint;  but  how  little  is  passion  in  man  restrained  in 
low  tropical  countries — Central  America  and  southern  Asia  and 
southern  Europe — where  the  spiritual  and  moral  in  man  is  weak 
and  lechery  holds  perpetual  carnival. 

The  suggestion  is  very  impressive  to  me  that  the  aspiration 
for  heaven  and  spiritual  births  prevail  chiefly  where  winter 
consumes  what  summer  yields. 

WORDS  OF  A  NOTED  SPIRIT 

In  this  connection  I  desire  to  again  ask  the  indulgence  of 
the  reader,  this  time  concerning  the  weakness  of  my  life,  a 
tendency  toward  dreaming,  which  I  am  Inclined  to  attribute  to 
disease  caused  by  the  three  great  and  almost  fatal  hurts  men- 
tioned in  the  preceding  lines.  From  the  time  of  this  last  hurt 
to  the  present  day  all  my  sleeping  hours  have  been  punctuated 
with  visionary  climaxes;  some  of  warnings,  some  as  foreshadow- 
ing sickness,  accidents,  losses  or  misadventure;  others,  meet- 
ing and  conversing  with  dead  relatives,  friends,  and  occasion- 
ally interviews  with  persons  whose  names  stood  for  authority 
in  science,  religion  or  politics.  I  ask  the  reader's  kindly  in- 
dulgence in  these  matters,  feeling  that  I  can  reasonably  ask  it, 
being  led  through  an  eventful  career  by  a  long  concatenation 
of  singular  causes  culminating  in  many  unique  and  pertinent 
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results.  It  Is  largely  a  matter  of  opinion  that  in  dreams  the 
dreamer  takes  on  a  train  of  thought  on  which  the  mind  has  been 
engaged  while  awake,  like  continuing  the  solution  of  a  difficult 
problem  in  mathematics,  like  running  out  a  mechanical  prin- 
ciple or  like  following  the  natural  trend  of  a  social  complication. 
But  I  aver,  after  over  sixty  years  of  experience  in  somulent 
phenomena,  that  no  subject  of  my  dreams  was  a  continuation 
of  my  mental  burdens  while  in  a  wakeful  state;  but,  on  the 
contrasjk  the  web  and  woof  of  stuff  wholly  foreign  to  and  dis- 
connected with  my  wakeful  doings  and  cogitations.  Therefore, 
in  my  position  as  a  dreamer,  the  ego  in  me  was  the  recipient 
and  not  the  subject  or  the  projector  of  dream  impressions.  As 
an  instance  of  direct  recipiency  of  dream  impressions  I  recall 
a  dream  that  Impressed  my  mind  very  much  which  occurred  on 
the  night  after  my  arrest  at  Grand  Rapids,  Michigan,  for  a 
trance  exhibition  in  the  Baptist  church  of  that  city,  as  mentioned 
in  another  chapter.  As  a  matter  of  course  I  was  extremely 
worried  over  the  disgrace  of  the  arrest,  and  I  could  reasonably 
expect  to  see  any  sort  of  persons  in  my  dreams,  and  so  I  did; 
and  I  thought  nothing  strange  of  it  till  in  after  years — till  some 
thirty  years  afterward,  when  I  fell  to  obeying  the  injunctions 
of  a  man  I  saw  in  the  vision  of  that  night.  I  thought  he  was 
the  most  beautiful  man  I  ever  beheld;  and,  if  I  should  attain 
conscious  immortality  after  death,  and  if  I  should  meet  the 
same  man  after  the  elapse  of  aeons  of  ages,  I  would  recognize 
him,  so  perfect  and  indelible  was  the  impression.  He  appeared 
to  be  over  six  feet  tall,  very  sy metrical  in  form,  graceful  in 
motion,  straight  square  shoulders,  small  hands  and  feet,  clear 
white  complexion,  of  pink  tinge,  dark  auburn,  wavy  hair,  of 
Grecian  style,  full  long  beard  a  shade  lighter  than  the  hair 
clearly  lined  on  the  cheeks,  full  red  curved  lips,  aquiline  nose, 
•full  strong  chin  and  large  white  oval  forehead;  but  these  features, 
though  remarkably  striking,  were  faint  for  impression  com- 
pared to  the  most  entrancing  eyes  that  man  ever  beheld.  The 
browa  highly  arched,  curved,  heavy  and  nearly  black;  long  black 
lashes,  with  lids  large,  of  almond  form;  eyes  dark  blue,  but  so 
bright  as  to  appear  black,  seeming  to  represent  supreme  power, 
though  mild  as  the  eyes  of  a  child.  On  his  feet  were  leather 
shoes  of  amber  color  with  gold  buckles,  full  breeches  of  woven 
cloth  and  outer  stripes  of  silver;  vestment  of  orange  colored  silk 
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and  silver  buttons,  and  over  all  a  mantle  of  pale  yellow,  of  wool 
and  silk,  trimmed  with  scarlet,  and  gold  and  sapphire  ornaments, 
which  I  took  for  emblems,  were  pendant  from  his  breast.  In  his 
hand  he  carried  a  shepherd's  staff  of  ebony  with  the  crook  and 
image  of  a  dove  of  carved  gold.  I  marveled  at  such  a  presence! 
I  felt  his  authority!  This  is  more  than  man,  was  my  impulse! — 
nay,  a  good  man,  or  what  man  should  be,  I  thought! 

'Is  this  the  Christ?*'  I  said,  as  if  aloud  in  the  dream. 
"Nay,  my  son;  I  am  not  Jesus,  the  Holy  One! — I  am  Saba,  an 
humble  shepherd.    I  am  sent  from  heaven  to  guide  the  lost  into 
the  true  life." 

"Aye,  aye,"  said  I;  "the  resemblance  is  great;  I've  seen  the 
Christ.  He  was  a  heavier  man,  larger  form  and  different  dress. 
I  follow  his  lead — in  earth  I'm  lost;  no  friends  or  fixed  abode. 
Will  you  also  be  my  guide?  I  yearn  to  know  the  good  and  true 
way  of  life." 

"You  shall  find  the  way  from  this  dark  world  to  the  Light 
of  Life!— First,  search  the  Scriptures,  the  wisdom  of  experi- 
ence." 

"But  of  you,  Saba,  I  find  no  mention  in  the  Holy  Word;  or. 
does  it  refer  to  Sabath?"  I  inquired. 

"The  scripture  you  have  seen  is  but  a  fragment,  as  a  chip 
from  a  rock.  Would  you  know  who  wrote  the  tablets  in  times 
beyond  the  flood,  who  formed  the  zodiacal  disc,*  who  named  the 
days,  weeks  and  months,  and  calendared  the  solar  cycle?  Would 
you  know  the  home  life  of  the  Wise  Men  of  the  Bast,  their  lives 
of  peace  and  love  and  brotherhood,  their  laws  of  equity,  their 
habits  of  amity,  their  progress  In  literature,  art  and  science, 
their  architecture,  fabrications,  husbandry  and  commerce,  then 
search  the  sources  of  magian  inspiration!  Would  you  know  the 
origin  of  astrological  calculations,  the  foundation  of  astronomical 
knowledge,  would  you  know  the  primary  literature  on  numerical 
methods,  you  will  seek  the  records  of  a  race  governed  by  Father 
Zab,  the  benevolent  king,  and  his  righteous  son,  Nebu,  which 
flourished  prior  to  the  dominion  of  Babylon,  prior  to  the  pyra- 
mids, prior  to  the  Chaldean  kings — you  will  seek  the  Akkad 
records,  the  Akkad  Scriptures,  the  Akkad  sciences  and  restore 
what  is  lost  to  the  Babylonian  text." 


♦  Archeology  traces  the  Zodiac  to  the  ZaMans  of  date  prior  to  Its  use  In  any 
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"It  is  my  desire  to  know  the  way  to  goodness  and  truth/' 
said  I;  "tell  me  if  your  staff  is  a  symbol?'* 

"A  true  symbol  of  Akkad  life/'  he  replied;  "the  staff  means 
helper,  and  symbolizes  man  in  a  state  of  brotherhood.  The 
crook  holds  the  staff  from  falling;  it  holds  the  soul  of  man  to 
the  Most  High;  the  dove  signifies  dominion  of  peace." 

"Tour  words,"  said  I,  "make  me  despise  the  miseries  of 
earth — let  me  go  with  you  and  see  it  no  more!" 

"Nay,  nay,  my  son;  pursue  the  task  assigned  by  the  Holy 
Christ!  Much  pleasure  and  ceaseless  joy  will  attend  your  work — 
no  joy  so  great  as  moral  victory!'* 

"You  speak."  said  I,  "of  Akkad  Scriptures;  I  am  confused 
in  what  you  say;  I'll  search  to  find  it  all;  but  have  you  no  word 
to  set  me  on  the  way?" 

"A  word  will  do — read  well  the  Book  of  Sirach,  and  learn 
the  lofty  virtue  of  humility.  It  also  is  a  fragment  of  Akkadian 
lore,  but  fits  so  well  its  place  that  it  alone  will  lead  to  every 
homogeneous  part."* 

At  the  last  word  the  vision  vanished,  and  I  was  suddenly 
aroused  by  the  din  outside  of  tramping  hoofs  and  rattling  wheels 
of  early  morn. 

APPROACHING  SCIENTIFIC  THEOLOGY 

The  latter  half  of  the  nineteenth  century  of  the  Christian 
era  is  more  notable  for  intellectual  progress  than  any  other 
period  of  time  in  the  history  of  civilization,  doubtless  from  the 
fact  of  the  permanent  removal  of  more  barriers  in  the  way  of 
Intellectual  liberty.  In  this  period  international  commercial 
reciprocity  was  secured;  papal  power  over  Mexico,  France  and 
Germany  removed,  and  placed  in  check  over  Italy;  surfdom 
abolished  in  Russia,  and  slavery  extinguished  in  North  and 
South  America;  more  inventions  patented  than  in  all  time  pre- 
ceding; new  chemistry  fairly  established  as  a  physical  science; 
American  Indians  reclaimed  from  savage  life  and  settled  down 


♦  Both  the  Christian  and  Mohametan  religions,  the  two  most  powerful  agents  in 
modern  times,  one  two  thousand  years  old  and  the  other  over  twelve  centuries  old, 
are  of  Shemitie  origin,  varying  f ron  Accadianmonotheism  only  in  a  few  unimportant 
details  of  excescive  vows,  rites  and  ceremonials,  and  in  the  practice  of  a  number  of 
genuflections.  The  principal  dialect  spoken  by  the  primitive  inhabitants  of  Babylon 
was  the  accadian,  in  which  brick  legends  of  the  earliest  kings  are  inscribed,  and  of 
which  we  possess  grammers,  dictionaries  and  reading  books,  with  Assyrian  transla- 
tions annexed.— Report  of  the  British  Archeological  Society. 
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with  crowns  of  glory— Tennyson,  Bulwer,  Hugo,  Dumas,  Emer- 
son, Holmes,  Beecher,  Alcott,  Parker,  Proctor,  Spencer,  Darwin, 
and  an  endless  following.  It  was  a  very  ancient  poet  who 
feared  science  would  rob  poetry  of  its  charms  by  dispelling 
elves,  ghosts  and  fairies;  but  Byron,  Shelly,  Burns,  Shakespeare, 
who  sipped  nature's  nectar,  were  not  less  in  imaginary  than 
Chancer,  Milton  or  Daute,  who  reveled  among  elves  and  demons. 

Scientific  theism — theology  based  strictly  upon  logic,  belief 
in  God  because  mind  resides  in  nature  evidently  prior  to  man, 
both  personal  and  elemental  because  nature's  manifestations 
are  organic  and  inorganic,  has  been  a  doctrine  concerning 
God  of  long  and  steady  growth.  It  was  taught  by  Sakyamunl  in 
India  and  by  the  Sabbanians  in  Mesopotamia  along  with  ideas 
of  universal  evolution,  some  fifty  centuries  before  the  Christian 
era,  by  a  method  of  rendering  a  reason  for  every  declaration; 
four  centuries  before  Christ,  Socrates  expressed  the  desire  that 
men  should  learn  to  explain  everything  by  pure  reason  alone; 
Plato  believed  in  God  because  he  proved  Its  existence;  and 
Jesus,  evidently  a  pupil  of  the  great  Hillel.  and  an  adept  in 
occult  science,  proclaimed  the  generative  and  plural  idea  in 
the  Godhead,  father  representing  the  male  principle  of  genesis. 

The  thoughtful  student  will  perhaps  recognize  the  fact  that 
every  idea  of  God  or  relation  of  mind,  and  every  idea  of  funda- 
mental truth,  from  the  remotest  religious  antiquity  to  the  pres- 
ent time,  have  depended  for  interpretation  upon  physical  con- 
ceptions, physical  metaphors  and  the  methods  of  physical  sci- 
ence; that  the  canonized  teachers  of  soul  existence  have  in- 
variably drawn  upon  natural  phenomena  for  arguments  in 
support  of  their  respective  faiths;  that  every  theological  struc- 
ture is  erected  upon  the  evidence  of  natural  pnenomena.  He 
will  also  recognize  that  the  aim  and  end  of  science  is  to  in- 
terpret and  utilize  nature  by  the  powers  of  pure  reason.  In 
such  recognition  he  may  clearly  observe  that  the  trend  of  re- 
ligious sentiment  in  enlightened  ages,  stripped  of  the  gloss  of 
anthropmorphism  and  credal  sophistry,  has  not  diverged  essen- 
tially from  that  of  philosophy  and  deductions  of  scientific  in- 
vestigation. 

So  far  as  science  has  made  progress  in  verifying  its  claims 
it  is  a  knowledge  of  nature,  of  the  operations  of  law  in  nature, 
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as  concerning  the  phenomena  of  life  and  mind  in  matter,  and 
the  phenomena  of  matter  itself;  and,  as  what  is  designated  as 
God  is  the  primal  source  of  life  and  mind  and  their  potencies 
and  possibilities;  therefore,  so  far  as  science  is  a  knowledge 
of  nature  it  is  a  knowledge  of  God.  If  God  is  the  whole  of  soul 
and  substance,  and  men  are  parts  of  that  whole,  they  surely 
have  direct  business  concerning  their  status  in  that  whole,  as 
much  so  as  each  molecule  is  concerned  as  to  its  status  in  an 
apple.  My  business  with  God  is  direct,  urgent,  imperative — I 
have  no  time  to  dilly-dally,  banter  and  parly  with  Peter  about 
his  pence,  immaculate  conceptions,  and  other  red-tape  follies, 
but  go  about  my  business  with  the  Groat  I  Am  as  I  would  go  to 
a  bank  to  get  a  check  cashed.  The  flounces  and  filagrees  of 
priestcraft  are  illy  suited  to  direct  scientific  methods;  as  Prof. 
Henslow  says:  ^Science  has  found  herself  compelled  to  secede 
from  the  cramping  toils  of  the  creative  hypothesis  and  to  take 
up  that  of  the  evolution  of  living  things  as  better  explaining 
natural  phenomena."  It  is  this  evolution  that  brings  us  in 
direct  mental  friction  with  all  there  is  in  the  universe.  We  all 
look  at  the  beauty  and  sublimity  of  nature,  and  unitedly  see  the 
handiwork  of  God — the  operation  of  law — regardless  of  what 
may  have  been  our  former  prejudices  or  religious  bias.  In 
viewing  nature  we  are  in  the  presence  of  the  Divine  Being, 
whose  other  name  is  ONE,  whose  simple  worship  unifies  the 
human  race  in  brotherhood.  Suppose  we  lay  aside  every  vestige 
of  traditional  credulity,  the  stories  about  those  antiquated  saints 
and  all,  we  still  have  left  us  men  and  women,  the  ecstacy  of 
civil  society,  God  in  Its  glory  and  all  the  life  and  mind  in  the 
universe.  Suppose  we  lay  aside  the  creeds  over  which  men 
have'  quarreled  for  centuries,  we  still  have  left  something  bet- 
ter, a  religion  in  which  the  world  is  at  peace,  a  theology  which 
present  God  in  all  Its  majesty  and  beauty,  in  the  loving  kindness 
of  nature's  wonderful  works.  We  learn  fellowship  from  the 
waving  grain,  each  stalk  a  help  and  protection  to  all,  and  all 
sustalners  of  each;  we  learn  the  beauty  of  love  from  mated 
birds  and  the  tenderness  of  animals  to  their  young,  mirth  from 
capering  lions  at  play,  contentment  from  the  grazing  herds,  joy 
from  the  songs  of  birds  and  the  desire  for  immortality  from 
loving  one  another,  and  praise  God  for  every  benefit. 

If  science  disrobes  theology  of  its  garnishment  of  super- 
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stitfon — its  saints  credulities  and  mysteries — it  weaves  for  it  a 
more  comely  robe,  fairer  than  monkhoods  and  tiaries,  vestments 
of  beautiful  colors,  purple,  emerald  and  scarlet,  with  golden  em- 
bossment, bedecked  with  diamonds,  sapphire  and  amethyst.  If 
it  was  made  hideous  by  imps,  demons  and  ghouls,  it  is  now  made 
a&mirable  by  the  assurance  that  all  souls  are  safe  in  the  flat 
of  uniform  law.  In  place  of  the  illusions  removed,  it  is  em- 
bellished with  gladdening  realities.  A  modern  naturalist  well 
Bays:  "If  God  be  the  ruler  of  the  universe,  the  laws  of  nature 
are  the  laws  by  which  it  is  ruled,  and  a  knowledge  of  these 
laws  are  therefore  a  knowledge  of  God.  If  there  is  other  un- 
revealed  truth  about  God,  a  known  truth  is  not  thereby  dis- 
turbed, save  that  deeper  investigation  may  sift  it  closely  from 
corrupting  admixture.  What  other  real  communion  with  God 
is  there  than  the  study  of  natural  science?  Such  study  em- 
braces more  than  a  mere  collection  of  facts,  however  veritable. 
It  means  a  conception  of  laws  and  relations  of  things  much 
more  than  information  about  phenomena." 

It  may  be  asked,  "Are  not  traditions,  assertions,  opinions, 
antique  writings,  declarations,  litanies,  rituals,  chants,  emblems, 
etc.,  a  part  of  nature,  at  least  a  part  of  the  universe,  and  en- 
titled to  consideration  in  any  complete  scheme  of  knowledge?"  ' 
There  is  a  scrupulous  utility  in  scfence  that  arranges  and 
classifies  all  things,  opinions  and  assertions  as  such,  and  evi- 
dence of  ancient  customs,  ideas  and  practices  find  their  places 
in  appropriate  classification,  and  like  arrow-heads  and  battle- 
axes,  found  on  upturned  furrows,  serve  to  complete  the  history 
of  human  development  through  its  various  stages  of  growth  from 
rude  barbarism  to  civilization.  But,  as  flint  arrow-heads  and 
stone  axes  are  'superceded  by  more  effective  Instruments,  so 
opinions  and  assertions  which  were  forcible  in  rude  periods  of 
human  life  have  little  effect  in  rivalry  with  demonstration  and 
logic.  They  properly  belong  to  the  classified  fossils  of  museums, 
more  curious  than  useful.  As  it  would  be  folly  to  hunt  with 
slings  and  arrows,  with  Winchesters  and  shotguns  at  hand,  so 
it  is  folly  to  continue  oplnuated  credulity  in  the  face  of  demon- 
strated truth.  A  spurious  theology,  like  counterfeit  money,  may 
be  as  acceptable  as  the  genuine  to  those  ignorant  of  the  situa- 
tion, but  as  soon  as  the  learned  refuse  to  accept  it  the  news  of 
the  deception  spreads  and  the  deluded  army  of  votaries  break 
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ranks,  or  mutiny  as  did  people  in  France  at  the  downfall  of 
papal  supremacy. 

Ignorance  is  the  parent  of  fear,  and  through  both  the  human 
nace  has  been  shuffled  about  as  slaves  to  religious  taxation. 
If  it  were  known  that  the  theology  which  has  lashed  men  down 
was  largely  spurious,  and  that  God's  laws  are  good  and  strong 
and  uniform,  and  every  soul  is  safe  in  the  arms  of  an  Indulgent 
and  merciful  Father,  as  Jesus  declared,  and  as  science  has  re- 
vealed, the  millions  of  money  sacrificed  on  the  altar  of  credulity 
would  vastly  enhance  the  comfort,  happiness  and  social  enjoy- 
ment of  mankind.  Every  one  has  an  ideal  of  happiness,  and 
an  inborn  will,  feeble  or  strong,  to  attain  that  ideal,  though 
crude  nature  is  a  mighty  confronting  obstacle.  In  a  work  on 
Natural  Theology  we  read:  "Man  wants  comfort  and  happiness, 
and  with  his  Inborn  will  essays  to  make  the  struggle  to  over- 
come nature  for  their  attainment,  and  each  step  in  knowledge 
helps  him  in  his  undertaking.  Each  perfected  art  or  scientific 
accomplishment  helps  remove  obstacles  and  procures  efficient 
resources.  In  proportion  to  his  knowledge  of  measuring  and 
mastering  his  resources  his  confidence  is  established,  and  what 
otherwise  were  alarming  obstacles  become  easily  mastered.  We 
are  hurled  through  the  air  fifty  miles  an  hour  on  railroads,  and 
repose  comfortably  because  the  forces  set  in  motion  are  ac- 
curately measured,  and  the  powers  exercised  are  superior  to 
obstacles.  Were  the  forces  less  certain  and  the  measurement 
inaccurate,  fear  and  uneasiness  would  replace  confidence  and 
quiet  The  sailor  trusts  to  the  open  sea  because  he  knows  he 
is  well  matched  against  tide  and  tempest,  having  calculated  to 
successfully  meet  the  dangers  to  be  encountered.  To  each 
human  undertaking  belongs  its  appropriate  knowledge  upon 
which  the  personal  equanimity  and  repose  of  mind  largely  de- 
pend. It  is  the  requisite  knowledge  of  the  relation  in  which 
human  life  stands  with  the  universe,  and  the  means  by  which 
mankind  may  secure  satisfactory  adaptation  to  it  We  must 
bring  nature  into  our  service,  for  no  man  is  a  cheerful  worker 
if  he  thinks  the  forces  of  nature  are  battling  against  him/' 

The  adherent  of  tradition  may  urge  that  nature  in  a  gen- 
eral sense  1b  cold,  exacting,  forbidding  and  uncharitable,  and 
would  afford  a  poor  substitute  for  the  Christian  religion  of 
love,  faith  and  charity.    Allow  this  to  be  true  of  nature  below 


46 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


man,  and  in  man  below  civil  cultivation;  but  nature  in  the  sense 
recognized  by  science  includes  human  nature,  and  therefore 
includes  all  the  love,  pity,  faith,  hope  and  chartiy  existing  in 
the  human  family.  If  belief  in  the  supernatural  was  wholly 
abandoned,  these  qualities  would  still  be  left.  God  would  still 
be  the  source  of  benefits,  of  love,  mercy,  compassion. 

Having  in  other  chapters  of  thts  work  portrayed  the  im- 
portance of  the  physical  branches  of  science  generally,  we  will 
here  make  brief  reference  to  the  inestimable  value  of  chemical 
analysis,  specially  in  the  domain  of  fermentation,  because  it  is 
the  fundamental  basis  of  life,  and  draws  the  human  vision 
nearest  to  Divine  activity  in  tangible  matter.  Ancient  alchemy 
regarded  digestion  as  a  series  of  fermentations,  and  the  evi- 
dence of  chemical  analysis  confirms  the  conjectures  of  the 
ancients.  Seed  germination  only  begins  at  the  approach  of  the 
fermenting  degree  of  heat,  and  growth  continues  only  in  warmth 
sufficient  to  stimulate  decomposition.  Experiments  of  Pasteur 
demonstrate  that  the  different  phenomena  of  digestion  only 
occur  within  certain  limits  of  temperature,  and  that  all  those 
phenomena  are  characteristic  of  fermentation;  that  all  ferments 
are  of  organic  origin,  and  arise  from  living  microscopic  beings, 
animal  or  vegetal  infusoria,  and  whether  these  ferments 
emanate  from  digestion  or  cells  in  seeds,  they  are  the  work  of 
life,  wherein  Divine  energy  is  displayed  in  its  generative  fac- 
tors. It  Is  thus  in  the  study  of  fermentation  that  the  chemist 
is  brought  into  close  contact  with  the  rudimentary  units  of  life. 

Pasteur  also  demonstrates  by  the  clearest  verified  experi- 
ments, that  the  Infusorial  corpuscle  or  molecules  of  germinal 
fecundity,  digestion,  fermentation  and  putrefaction  exist  In  the 
air,  distinguished  as  vital  ether;  that  the  air  we  breathe,  and 
which  surrounds  and  fills  a  world  with  life,  entering  into  every 
-vital  tissue,  abounds  with  microscopic  beings. 

Priority  of  vital  and  psychic  principles  is  attested  by  the 
microscopic  monads  of  Pasteur,  the  vital  ether  of  Lebnitz,  and 
the  organic  molecules  of  Buffon.  What  is  this  priority  of  life, 
omnipresent  in  the  air,  operating  with  designated  purpose,  other 
than  Divine  design  in  activity?  While  infinite  millions  of  living 
vibrios  enter  into  the  development  of  animal  organisms,  yet 
other  infinite  millions  of  vital  spores  are  constantly  in  readiness 
to  destroy  every  animate  form  as  the  tide  of  life  recedes.    Since 
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the  discovery  of  the  danger  of  sporadic  elements,  surgery  has 
been  greatly  improved,  causing  surgeons  to  hurriedly  protect 
wounds  from  contact  with  the  air  to  prevent  the  ingress  of  the 
spores  of  putrefaction,  by  impermeable  coatings  or  antiseptic 
dressings.  When  life  has  retreated  by  slow  degrees  from  all 
parts  of  an  organised  being,  says  Ferdinand  Papillon,  and  death 
has  fully  possessed  the  subject,  and  dried  up  all  springs  of  its 
activity,  the  work  of  putrefaction  begins.  Its  work  is  to  unmake 
the  body,  to  dissolve  its  materials.  The  workmen,  infusorial 
spores,  identified  as  the  same  fellows  who  labor  in  fermentation, 
go  straightway  to  their  assigned  task  of  decomposing  it,  of  tear- 
ing it  down,  that  the  materials  may  be  converted  into  new  life. 
They  reduce  it  into  liquids,  gases,  solids,  in  fit  shape  to  return 
into  the  Divine  workshop  whence  new  life  is  incessantly  issuing. 
Living  spores,  moisture,  air  and  heat  go  at  their  tasks  in  unison, 
like  armies  in  war,  and  perform  them  with  diligence,  and  make 
no  delays  until  they  are  completed.  These  vibrios  penetrate  the 
skin  and  enter  the  nostrils  and  ears,  crawl  into  the  small  ducts, 
creep  through  the  blood,  and  are  soon  wriggling  into  all  the 
organs  of  the  body.  Presently  they  swarm  into  vast  masses, 
and  albuminous  matter  escapes  in  feted  gases;  fixed  salts  and 
alkalies  are  released;  fats  are  oxidized,  and  when  all  their  work 
Is  done  the  workmen  vanish.  In  air  deprived  of  germs  this  could 
not  have  been  accomplished.  To  check  such  putrid  fermentation, 
and  insure  the  preservation  of  animal  and  vegetal  substances  in 
their  integrity,  the  only  means  Is  to  prevent  access  of  the  spores 
which  destroy  them,  or  kill  the  spores  as  fast  as  they  approach. 

The  immense  growth  of  work  and  decay,  of  life  and  death 
on  the  earth  in  all  time,  is  effected  by  living  spores,  which  are 
in  the  breath  of  life,  as  if  in  performance  of  official  duty,  per- 
vading air,  vapor  and  water.  They  swarm  through  the  blood  in 
health,  swim  in  every  fermenting  vat,  crowd  into  every  act 
of  digestion  and  assimilation  of  food,  are  guests  at  every  ban- 
quet and  attendants  at  every  funeral.  Their  existence  and  as- 
signed duties  in  Divine  economy  are  evident,  and  science  has 
also  made  it  evident  that  they  are  given  to  periodic  sprees  and 
predatory  depredations  in  the  shape  of  epidemic  diseases,  and 
the  means  of  checking  their  rapacity,  preventing  the  origin  and 
spread  of  cholera  and  other  infectious  maladies,  is  known  to 
science  and  in  process  of  application.     If  the  knowledge  of  in- 
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fusorial  life  shall  have  been  disseminated  by  science,  and  the 
miseries  resulting  from  plagues  of  every  kind  shall  have  been 
relieved  by  the  instrumentality  of  scientific  knowledge,  then 
surely  the  true  Comforter,  the  Messiah  of  Science,  has  come  to 
dwell  among  men. 

If  through  chemistry  man  has  penetrated  the  mystery  of 
Divine  activity,  if  through  astronomy  the  majestic  grandeur  of 
the  universe  is  revealed,  if  through  mathematics  and  mechanism 
beneficent  energy  blesses  the  human  race  with  happiness,  if 
through  reason  and  liberty  peace  and  tranquility  prevail  among 
nations,  if  through  psychology  the  clouds  of  religious  supersti- 
tion are  dispelled  and  a  loving  Divinity  honored,  then  traditional 
credulity  is  replaced  by  the  religion  of  science,  and  a  dynamic 
instead  of  an  anthropomorphic  Deity  sits  enthroned  in  the  uni- 
verse. 


Dementatlon — Mind  is  strictly  a  matter  of  growth,fertilized 
by  culture,  by  mental  substance;  by  neglect  degeneration  sets 
in.  Mental  degenerates  are  obvious  all  around  us — often  the 
highest  educated,  among  the  various  professions,  in  law,  medi- 
cine, art,  science,  literature — degenerate  lawyers,  statesmen,  ju- 
rists, doctors,  preachers,  on  every  hand  dropping  away  like  all 
other  litfe  under  neglect.  Verily,  culture,  self-culture,  is  the  only 
savior  of  mind,  the  only  criterion  of  excellence. 


The  Electric  Universe — The  author  of  the  Light  of  Life  is 
often  asked  what  is  his  belief?  and  the  only  answer  is — Faith  in 
the  Electric  Universe;  that  electricity  prevades  the  entire  sub- 
stance, of  spirit,  mind,  life  and  matter;  that  the  word  substance 
embraces  all  there  is,  all  ether  and  all  planets,  and  the  forms  of 
life  on  every  planet;  that  both  light  and  heat  in  connection  with 
planets  are  of  electric  origin,  and  not  from  solar  flame  as  some 
astronomers  suppose;  having  visited  the  sun  and  numerous  other 
planets  during  accidental  death,  is  reason  for  this  conclusion. 


Banquet  of  the  Gods — All  who  will  let  them  wash,  away  evil 
from  their  blood  and  enter  the  paradise  of  Good,,  where  mirth 
and  joy  abound  and  feasts  are  spread  by  glad  and  fairy  hands 
for  all  who  come,  and  wine  from  the  Infinite  Alchemist  is  sipped 
with  gleeful  lips;  where  music  and  dancing  revives  the  heavy 
heart,  and  prince  and  peasant  in  equity  rejoice.  Come  to  the 
gardens,  groves  and  esplanades  of  the  new  earth  made  beautiful 
and  illumined  by  the  Light  of  Life. 

49 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


CHAPTER  IV. 


Light  of  Life  in  8crtpture. 

Environed  by  the  secret  Order  of  Essenes  Jesus  of  Nazareth 
.voiced  the  spirit  of  divine  law  in  man  as  a  social  being;  he  also 
voiced  the  temporal  working  of  divine  law  in  man  as  an  immortal 
being;  and  he  cited  the  historical  validity  of  an  indwelling  Spirit 
of  Truth — The  Law — as  found  in  The  Scriptures  then  in  posses- 
sion of  the  Hebrew  people.  The  Order  of  Essenes  had  no  creed 
other  than  the  moral  commandments  of  the  Jewish  scriptures 
and  instinctively  abiding  fraternity— compassion — charity.  The 
works  of  the  Essenes  all  tended  to  overcome  evil  with  good,  all 
helpful  to  each  other,  all  prompted  by  the  Inward  Divine  Spirit, 
all  doing  the  works  of  the  Elohim  in  whom  they  dwelt,  all  the 
sons  and  daughters  of  Elohim.  The  Essenes  cured  all  manner 
command.  By  them  the  deaf  were  made  to  hear,  or  by  mental 
command.  By  them  the  deaf  were  mad  eto  hear,  the  blind  to 
see,  the  lame  to  walk,  the  dead  resuscitated,  leprous  blood 
cleansed,  and,  according  to  the  indubitable  historical  evidence 
of  Philo.  Josephus,  Eusebius,  Hillaire,  Gieke,  and  many  reputable 
Christian  authorities,  they  worked  innumerable  miracles  which 
did  create  general  wonder  and  astonishment. 

The  Essenes  were  exceedingly  merciful  to  all  animal  life, 
as  they  vowed  to  certain  verity  that  the  Spirit  of  Compassion 
inspired  all  life — that  the  opposite  of  compassion  was  the  enemy 
of  life,  hurt,  hate,  disease,  misery,  pain,  sin,  Satan,  as  they  freely 
cited  in  their  Zend  scriptures.  It  is  the  very  truth  that  the 
works  of  Jesus  were  the  exact  works  done  by  theEssenes  hun- 
dreds of  years.  It  is  equally  a  verity  that  the  Essenes  held 
communion  with  spirits,  cultivated  entrancement,  heard  spirit 
voices,  saw  visions  and  interpreted  dreams.  It  is  also  a  verity 
that  they  were  experts  in  astrology,  versed  in  parables,  and 
highly  schooled   in   allegorical   interpretation   of  the   spiritual 
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significance  of  all  natural  objects,  and  could  readily  extend  a 
knowledge  of  the  corporal  world  into  infinite  expanse,  as  the 
expanse  of  the  mustard  seed  ,  or  the  lump  of  leaven.  The  Essence 
looked  within  to  find  God,  and  acted  outwardly  the  inward  in- 
spiration, and  were  known  by  their  work,  and  thus  personified 
the  Spirit  of  Truth — divine  Incarnations,  sons  and  daughters 
of  God,  God  manifest  in  the  flesh.  How  different  this  form 
the  various  insoherent  creeds  of  the  Christian  churches,  which 
often  crucify  Compassion  in  their  strife  for  worldly  prestige 
and  power.  Verily  no  priest  of  Christianity  is  a  follower  of 
Jesus  who  omits  to  do  the  works  of  the  Holy  Christ,  to  heal 
disease,  comfort  distress,  and  work  miracles,  for  the  Spirit  God 
is  still  daily  present  in  the  universe. 

In  the  visions  of  Hennas  the  Law  of  God  is  variously  per- 
sonified in  forms  of  life,  symbolizing  the  universal  presence  of 
the  divine  spirit,  as  the  Bssenes  did  in  calling  themselves  the 
sons  and  daughters  of  God,  and  the  human  body,  in  which  the 
Law  was  in  evidence,  the  Temple  of  God.  Hermas  saw  the  Law 
pervading  the  Universe,  entering  all  vital  forms,  including  the 
generative  duality  of  Father  and  Mother,  Son,  Daughter,  God  the 
indwelling  and  compassing  first  principle,  and  heard  a  voice 
saying:  "I  am  the  Law,  the  Light  of  Life  in  the  world,  and  all 
substance  publishes  my  decree,  that  none  may  err." 

The  Essenes  distinguished  the  difference  between  the  letter 
and  spirit  of  the  Law,  and  compared  it  to  a  living  animal — the 
senses  evil  unless  controlled  by  the  spirit;  the  senses,  the  letter, 
tended  to  evil,  death,  while  the  instinct,  the  spirit,  tended  to 
good,  life.  The  inspiring  spirit  invokes  life,  while  lusts  prompt 
killing.  The  spirit  seeks  safety,  in  bird,  beast,  man.  In  hiding 
under  its  mother's  wing,  the  spirit  of  the  little  chick  says: 
"Thou  shalt  not  kill."  The  Law  is  constantly  published,  in  the 
wolf  that  flees  to  its  den,  by  the  fox  in  its  hole,  by  man  in  house 
or  fort,  by  trees  In  their  bark,  by  all  life  shielding  itself  from 
hurts  and  destruction.  In  the  Spirit  of  all  life  is  graven  the 
Divine  Law,  "Don't  disturb  or  corrupt"  , 

The  Essenes,  regarding  disease  as  an  enemy  of  life  and 
knowing  running  water  to  be  an  antidote  for  disease,  resorting 
to  It  for  necessary  use  it  was  adopted  as  an  emblem  of  purity, 
and  finally  as  a  religious  and  moral  rite  and  spiritual  metaphor — 
the  Law  in  the  finite  co-relating  with  the  infinite  water  of 
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eternal  life.  They  compared  the  feeling  of  water  baptism  with 
the  feeling  of  entrancement,  which  they  called  spiritual  baptism, 
and  which  in  modern  times  would  be  called  hypnosis  or  mes- 
meric influence. 

To  have  a  clear  and  reliable  understanding  of  ancient  re- 
ligious literature  one  certain  fact  must  be  recognised  and  not 
overlooked,  and  that  is  that  it  was  a  custom  among  the  Hebrew, 
Egyptian,  Chaldean,  Persian  and  Grecian  philosophers  to  give 
voice  and  wisdom  to  both  animate  and  inanimate  objects.  The 
writings  of  Homer,  Virgil,  Bsop  and  most  of  the  ancient  poets 
display  the  habit  of  giving  voice  and  personality  to  objects  of 
vision  and  imagination.  Largely  Hebrew  writings  are  of  familiar 
cast,  drawing  voices  and  sayings  out  of  beings  supposed  to  peo- 
ple the  air,  inscribing  what  angels  and  invisible  gods  are  saying 
to  the  writers.  At  Troy,  Homer  had  the  atmosphere  swarming 
with  dietles,  counseling  with  either  side  of  the  conflict  and 
fighting  like  gladiators.  The  Lord  and  his  angels  and  Belsebub 
and  his  angels  were  active  counselors  and  participants  in  the 
military  operations  of  Israel;  and  Bsop  ingeniously  set  all  the 
animal  world  to  gabbling  metaphysics  and  mother-wit  And 
whatever  value  may  attach  to  the  Apostolic  Record  it  is  evi- 
dently true  that  Jesus  gave  both  corporal  and  spiritual  meanings 
to  objects  used  to  illustrate  his  ideas,  speaking  allegorically,  In 
parables:  "All  these  things  spake  Jesus  unto  the  multitude  in 
parables;  and  without  a  parable  spake  he  not  unto  them."  To 
Jesus  matter  was  taken  to  symbolize  mind. 

There  was  one  peculiar  symbol  in  Bssenes  ethics  that  char- 
acterized The  Law  as  The  8on  of  Man,  meaning  matter  and 
spirit,  in  which  the  Spirit,  speaking  with  the  vocal  organs  of 
Jesus,  said:  'Except  ye  eat  of  the  flesh  of  the  Son  of  Man  and 
drink  his  blood  ye  have  no  life  in  you;  whoso  eateth  of  my  flesh 
and  drinketh  my  blood  hath  eternal  life.  This  Is  that  bread  that 
cometh  down  from  heaven;  not  as  your  fathers  did  eat  manna, 
and  are  dead;  he  that  eateth  of  this  bread  shall  live  forever." 
Taken  as  a  parable,  uttered  by  the  Spirit  of  Truth,  mystery  van- 
ishes instantly. 

Then,  wantonly  omitttng  to  perform  the  marvelous  work  of 
Compassion  done  by  the  Essenes  and  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  in  their 
miraculous  removal  of  disease  and  death,  in  their  magical  dis- 
sipation of  Satanic  suffering,  in  relief  of  the  downtrodden  and 

62 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


comforting  the  mournful,  in  the  abolition  of  oppression,  in  this 
wanton  omission  can  any  priest  of  Christ  discover  life  in  the 
faith  of  his  creed?  Verily,  verily,  the  Scripture  of  the  Saviour 
saith,  "Faith  without  works  is  dead!"  There  is  nothing  but  the 
dry  husks  of  sophistry  in  any  cult  of  religion  without  its  moral 
and  spiritual  features.  Without  the  proof  of  personal  immor- 
tality any  religion  is  like  the  play  of  Hamlet  with  the  character 
of  Hamlet  omitted. 


Vampires — As  the  dark  and  poisonous  vampire  of  supersti- 
tion goes  away  in  mist,  the  Light  of  Life  exposes  to  view  the 
charnelhouse  of  law  whose  walls  are  already  tottering  from  rot- 
ting foundations. 


False  Gods. — The  positive,  or  masculine  hypothesis  of  OM 
eliminates  compassion  from  the  universe.  In  the  worthship  of 
positive  Om,  Mammon  hath  run  riot  over  the  earth;  kings  and 
vassals,  masters  and  servants,  tyrants  and  victims,  sin  and  pain 
are  engendered  in  the  worship  of  objective  Gods.  By  the  worship- 
ers of  a  He  God  the  pitiful  Christ  was  murdered,  the  innocent 
burned  and  slaughtered; and  now,  right  now,  both  religion  and 
law  are  like  wolves  In  sheeps'  clothing,  plotting  for  pelf  in  he 
guise  of  innocence.  Verily,  without  compassion  there  are  no 
gods  whatever;  and,  without  equity  there  is  no  justice  in  law 
—only  mythical  demons  in  religion  and  tyrants  in  law. 


What  is  Truth? — (Jet  in  rapport  with  God,  and  It  (not  He  or 
She,  as  the  unlearned  call  It)  will  tell  the  truth,  that,  I  am  that 
I  am:  I  am  crystalization,  electric,  magnetic,  hexagonally  and 
tetragonally  manifest  from  my  dynamo  that  abides  in  every  star. 
Electrogen  prevades  all  ether,  vibrates  in  the  heart  of  every 
form  of  life,  beats  in  every  pulsation,  a  light  that  shineth  in 
darkness;  verily.  It  is  the  Light  of  Life. 


Inspiration. — Inspiration  cometh  from  above,  from  the  In- 
finite ether  between  the  stars.  It  reciprocally  meeteth  and  vi- 
brateth  with  inspiration  coming  from  below.  Vibration  is  mag- 
netical,  electrical,  material,  emotional  and  spiritual  substance: 
omniscience,  all  science  all  knowledge,  all  apprehension,  nil 
wisdom,  hath  abiding  in  infinite  eternal  ether,  and  abideth 
in  all  material  substance,  in  atoms,  in  all  crystals,  in  all  min- 
erals, in  the  serpant*s  hiss  in  the  lew  of  Wne  in  the  songs  of 
birds  and  verily  in  the  sinner's  piteous  prayer  and  the  wails 
of  misfortune.  Into  all  forms  of  life  the  Electrical  Elohim 
inspirationally  injects  the  magic  elixir  of  compassion.  What 
cult  is  so  stupid  as  in  one  iota  to  ignore  the  insplraton  of  God? 
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CHAPTER  V, 


The  Prophesy  of  8clence. 

As  the  masters  in  experimental  knowledge  have  given  as 
the  doctrine  of  Evolution,  based  upon  both  physical  and  mental 
facts,  citing  past  and  present  data  as  Indicative  of  future  activ- 
ity, and  having  attained  control  of  nearly  every  institution  of 
secular  instruction,  the  query  arises,  Has  not  a  scientific  the- 
ology, or  a  system  of  moral  and  social  ethics  based  upon  the 
sciences,  become  necessary  to  the  progress  pf  Intellectual 
culture?  Evolution  itself  is  a  doctrine  of  prophesies  that  go 
through  the  universe,  past  and  future,  reading  and  interpreting 
the  immanent  meaning  of  things,  telling  of  all  things  done  and 
foretelling  all  things  to  come — and  what  are  its  prophesies?  Does 
it  illumine  the  path  of  life  with  any  better  light  than  the  revela- 
tions and  teachings  of  the  older  doctrines? 

In  every  period  of  the  world's  development  new  fountains 
of  knowledge  and  prophesy  have  been  opened— opened  generally 
by  the  eminently  learned  who  had  stepped  aside  from  prevail- 
ing custom  and  proverbial  opinion,  as  Buddha  broke  away  from 
the  Brahamins,  as  Christianity  cleft  from  the  mountain  of  Juda- 
ism or  as  Voltaire  rebelled  against  Catholicism.  There  was  the 
Egyptian  ideal  wellspring  of  nature-worship  and  immortality,  the 
Brahmin  fountain  of  spiritual  symbols,  the  Parsee  fountain  of 
social  order,  the  Buddhist  fountain  of  charity  and  duty,  the 
Helenic  fountain  of  emotion  and  passion,  the  Islam  fountain  of 
power,  the  Platonic  fountain  of  reason,  the  Confucian  flow  of 
wisdom,  the  Aryan  flood  of  inspiration,  the  Galilean  well  of 
eternal  life,  and  the  Voltairean  tide  of  intellectual  liberty. 
Romanism  smote  one  rock  of  religious  influx,  the  revolt  of 
Lutherlsm  another;  but  of  all  fountains  of  prophesy,  two  only 
have  flowed  deepest,  broadest,  most  sweeping  and  perpetual — 
the  analistlc  Monotheism  which  streamed  from  the  pyramids  of 
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the  Nile,  passing  into  the  erudition  conveyed  by  the  children  of 
Israel  from  the  schools  of  Egypt  and  disseminated  over  Europe; 
the  other,  and  greatest,  the  scientific  Theism,  or  Evolution,  the 
fountain  of  experimental  knowledge,  discovered  by  Archimedes 
and  Artstottle,  and  kept  flowing  by  the  inventive  genius  of  the 
Galileos,  the  Newtons,  the  Herschels,  and  augmented  by  the 
Humboldts,  the  Darwlns,  the  Agassis  and  the  Tyndalls.  Egypt, 
the  nursery  of  art  and  letters,  gave  Israel  her  divinity,  her 
statutes  and  the  moral  law;  Greece,  the  cradle  of  logic  and 
science,  gave  the  entire  world  the  key  of  truth,  the  key  to  verified 
phenomena.  To  Archimedes,  to  Plato,  to  Arlstottle,  to  Coper- 
nicus, Galileo,  Newton,  Herschell,  Humboldt,  Darwin,  Agassis, 
Spencer,  Hoecitel,  Tyndall,  to  those  who  have  verified  the  habits 
of  nature,  the  civilized  world  is  indebted  for  the  foundation 
principles  of  Evolution  as  a  scientific  religion,  for  a  new  social 
bond  and  worship  in  which  immanent  truth  is  separated  from 
opinion,  for  all  that  science  has  done  and  all  that  it  prophesies. 
They  appear  as  the  true  prophets,  the  true  revelators  of  things 
in  which  Humanity  or  Divinity  are  concerned,  the  seers  into 
the  invisible  workings  of  the  supreme,  eternal  law,  the  record- 
ing angels  of  Divine  acts.  They  open  the  gates  of  knowledge, 
so  that  all  can  see  what  the  stars  are  doing  and  what  they  will 
do,  turn  the  powers  of  earth  and  air  into  general  utility,  anni- 
hilate distance,  bridge  over  space,  and  banish  the  fear  of  perdi- 
tion with  the  means  of  health,  comfort  and  happiness.  As  ignor- 
ance, poverty,  slavery,  disease  and  crime  smote  the  human  race 
with  fears  of  continued  annoyance  and  torment,  so  Intelligence, 
wealth,  freedom,  health,  comfort  and  safety  awaken  mankind 
into  a  new  light  of  hope,  of  assured  security  and  happiness. 
They  who  hope  in  the  light  of  science  have  no  fear  of  what  the 
future  has  in  store  for  them,  or  how  inevitable  law  will  deal 
with  minds  separated  from  corporal  organism.  To  one  wholly 
conscious  of  law  death  has  no  sting,  the  grave  no  terror. 

Science  is  the  greatest  of  prophets;  its  visions  penetrate 
and  its  arts  reveal  the  mysteries  of  nature;  it  travels  safely 
through  the  universe  with  the  celerity  of  light;  it  goes  to  the 
stars,  returns,  and  tells  their  story;  it  carries  illumination  into 
the  bowels  of  earth,  it  looks  through  all  living  forms  with 
clairvoyant  eye,  it  traverses  the  beds  of  ocean  and  sea,  it 
walks  through  mountains  as  if  they  were  vapor;  it  comes  back 
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from  its  many  journeys  richly  laden  with  Divine  treasures  spark- 
ling like  diamonds  as  gifts  to  gladden  the  hearts  of  men,  and 
entertains  its  friends  with  rehearsing  the  wonderful  events  of 
its  journeylngs.  It  relates  the  thrilling  narrative  of  the  earth's 
primal  pilgrimage,  as  translated  from  Divine  inscriptions  on 
plates  of  gold,  copper,  silver  and  tables  of  stone;  it  publishes 
the  beautiful  romances  of  the  starry  firmament,  and  makes  a 
plaything  or  an  instrument  of  utility  of  the  solar  ray;  handles 
the  shocking  thunder  and  the  fierce  lightning  with  ease  and 
safety,  turning  them  to  inestimable  benefit;  garners  into  the  lap 
of  humanity  manifold  blessings  unknown  to  races  blinded  by  the 
dogmas  of  superstition. 

Regardless  of  the  sayings  and  rulings  of  former  religions, 
regardless  of  priestly  influence  or  church  power  over  states,  re- 
gardless of  papal  edicts,  the  clamor  of  monkhoods,  clerical  pro- 
test or  race  infatuation,  human  intelligence  has  learned  to  be- 
lieve in  and  to  trust  and  declare  by  the  predictions  of  science — 
learned  to  have  faith  in  figures,  in  chemical  and  structural 
analysis,  in  steam  engines,  crucibles,  telescopes,  electric  ma- 
chinery and  the  potency  of  dynamite. 

Science  has  winnowed  the  truths  of  the  universe  from  the 
chaos  of  error,  from  the  mists  of  illusion  and  the  chaff  of  ignor- 
ance. Like  chaff  from  wheat,  opinionated  credulity  must  blow 
away  while  the  winnowing  is  going  on,  that  pure  static  and 
kinetic  knowledge  may  be  determined  and  fixed  on  mind.  By 
science  all  obstacles  are  overcome,  palaces  readily  constructed, 
food  and  clothing  evolved  like  magic,  evil  and  disease  cast  out 
by  its  word,  comfort  and  enjoyment  assured.  Whatever  the 
thought,  whatever  the  emotion,  whatever  the  social  tendency,  in 
every  extremity  men  lean  upon,  strictly  rely  upon  and  act  by 
the  edicts  of  science,  religiously  espousing  the  newly  revealed 
faith  of  evident  truth.  They  have  drank  the  refreshing  waters 
of  a  new  fountain  of  prophesy,  have  breathed  the  pure  air  of  its 
oasis,  bathed  in  its  healing  springs,  eaten  its  delicious  fruit,  felt 
its  calming  and  wholesome  influence,  and  realized  the  infinite 
blessings  bestowed  on  and  in  store  for  the  human  race.  It  has 
conquered  the  dangers  of  the  ocean,  it  removes  mountains, 
bridges,  seas,  smooths  highways,  moistens  the  desert  places, 
makes  our  paths  the  paths  of  peace.  As  social  beings,  its  lamp 
lights  us  on  the  way  to  harmony.    It  is  the  guide  of  health,  and 
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gratifies  all  desires.  Men  open  their  vaults  and  purses  to  sci- 
ence, with  fullness  of  faith,  and  trust  thousands  to  her  fulcrums, 
triphammers,  batteries  and  engines,  while  pennies  are  dropped 
in  the  missionary  box,  so  vastly  greater  Is  faith  in  evident 
fact  than  in  dreambooks  and  monkhoods;  80-ton  guns  rather  than 
prayer  books  are  the  greater  civilizer  to  Ethiopia  and  Feeji. 
Men  know  that  science  has  come  to  rule  the  world,  that  its 
biasing  light,  its  insuperable  power,  its  unconditional  command, 
will  do  more  in  a  day  to  awaken  men  from  the  stupor  of  bar- 
barism than  psalm-singing  can  accomplish  in  ages;  that  the 
flash  of  a  cannon  is  more  effective  to  frighten  cannibals  from 
their  savage  feast  than  threats  of  spiritual  torment;  that  a  few 
pounds  of  gunpowder  will  Insure  better  behavior  on  the  Pacific 
islands  than  all  the  rehearsals  of  antiquated  miracles. 

With  the  progress  of  knowledge,  habits  of  thought  have 
changed,  different  from  antiquated  ecclesiastical a  methods.  As- 
tronomy has  superceded  astrology  concerning  the  solar  system, 
alchemy  is  replaced  by  chemistry,  and  geology,  botany,  and 
physiology  have  their  testimony  concerning  organic  develop- 
ment and  structural  dissolution.  The  Mosaic  theory  of  creation 
is  passed  by  as  a  mythical  tale,  the  bodies  of  saints  were  left 
to  decay,  sticks  are  not  subject  to  animation,  the  law  of  gravita- 
tion is  perpetual,  cause  is  equal  to  effect.  What  matters  it  to 
the  future  weal  or  woe  of  the  human  soul,  whether  the  six-day 
creation  theory  is  untrue,  or  whether  a  miracle  is  impossible; 
whether  the  body  of  Jesus  arose  after  the  third  day,  or  whether 
it  decayed  like  other  bodies?  Superstition  has  confessed  many 
of  its  errors — that  the  earth  is  of  indefinite  age.  that  planetary 
evolution  Is  not  subject  to  suspension,  that  the  laws  of  central 
gravity  and  chemical  affinity  are  uniform,  and  to  confess  that  the 
idea  of  immaculate  conception  is  an  evidential  absurdity  becomes 
a  consistency  in  keeping  with  the  enlightenment  of  the  present 
century. 

The  enlightened  eye  Is  turned  toward  science,  averted  from 
pew  and  pulpit,  watchful  for  revelations  that  overshadow  the 
di  mpast;  it  hails  the  investment  fo  new  ideas  with  new  lan- 
guage. Peering  into  the  past,  it  sees  the  hideous  forms  of  re- 
ligious persecution,  of  slavery  and  despotism,  war,  pillage  and 
rapine;  turning  to  the  present,  the  horizon  gleams  with  promises 
of  universal  beneficence.    It  sees  the  sons  and  daughters  of  toil 
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arrayed  with  beauty  that  the  kings  and  queens  of  olden  time 
would  envy.  It  sees  refined  and  ecstatic  amusements  replacing 
the  crude  and  vulgar  pastimes  of  former  ages;  in  place  of  the 
ravages  of  strife,  pestilence  and  famine,  a  universal  holiday  of 
health,  plenty  and  prosperity  Invites  the  vision;  in  place  of  tha 
plodding  poverty  of  feudal  servitude,  a  dispersion  of  wealth  by 
the  increase  of  individual  capability.  To  the  eye  of  culture  there 
is  no  dread  vision  of  approaching  calamity,  no  warning  of  spirit- 
ual catastrophe,  the  immutability  of  law  sustaining  all  things 
throughout  eternity,  as  secure  and  continuous  in  every  future  as 
in  every  past.      , 

The  continuity  of  law,  heralded  by  prophets,  seers  and  sages, 
is  definitely  attested  by  reason  and  manifold  experiment,  whose 
record  is  an  interpretation  of  the  secret  meanings  of  material 
and  mental  phenomena.  As  phenomena  symbolises  motion  pro- 
billty,  force,  life,  will,  destiny,  the  necessary  correlation  Involves 
an  illumined  interpretation  of  whatever  concerns  mind  while 
reading  the  laws  of  matter,  rendering  a  scientific  theology  as 
essential  to  human  culture  as  a  demonstrated  cosmogony;  the 
genius  of  the  crucible  and  dissecting  knife,  of  the  telescope  and 
engine,  unless  thought  ceases,  adopts  its  inquiry  in  infinity; 
life  instinctively  shudders  at  abruption,  and  loves  nothing  sig- 
nificant of  ending.  In  the  scientific  vew  of  nature  there  is 
no  beginning  or  ending,  but  succession,  each  type  of  life  par- 
ticularly and  perpetually  repeating  its  former  self.  Life  has 
eyes  and  ears  and  realizes  the  reverberations  of  all  things,  and 
detects  quickly  a  discordant  note,  or  the  falsity  of  anything  or 
thought  whose  position  is  not  correspondent  with  the  ever- 
lasting chant  of  regeneration. 

The  continuity  of  law  has  something  more  than  a  dead  mean- 
ing to  astronomy,  geology,  anatomy  and  chemistry — a  warm, 
vital,  emotional,  thinking  meaning,  which  thrills  and  charms  with 
ecstacy  the  flow  of  human  feeling.  All  science,  like  music, 
must  take  on  life,  entering  into  and  vivifying  thought  and 
emotion,  associating  and  harmonizing  parts  to  whole,  and  the 
soul  of  man  will  not  only  see  but  feel  the  meaning  of  all  nature's 
symbols,  as  paraded  in  the  morning  and  evening  glory  of  life. 
There  is  a  subsistence  of  all  things  upon  all  other  things,  bodies 
feasting  upon  bodies,  minds  feasting  upon  minds  ,emotions 
in   all   the   feasts — as   millions   drink  from   a   stream   whose 
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feasting  upon  emotions,  and  the  oppulence  of  nothing  is  lost 
volume  is  undiminished,  so  the  elements  of  mental  and  material 
fertility  flow  forever  at  full  tide.  How  many  millions  of  minds 
have  waxed  strong  from  the  thoughts  of  Plato  Spinoza,  Bacon? 
How  many  hearts  fed  from  the  emotions  of  Byron,  Burns, 
Moore?  How  many  thirsty  souls  satiated  from  the  dreams  of 
Dante,  Bunyan,  Milton;  through  many  milleniums  so  much 
feasting,  so  much  flow  of  virility,  yet  till  the  full  influx  of 
science  has  the  world  awaited  for  the  relishes  of  adaptation  of 
all  parts  of  the  grand  universe  to  all  other  parts,  enjoyed  in  the 
delightful  paradise  of  unveiled  mystery. 

Says  Swedenborg,  "Science  has  ushered  into  our  social 
life  the  grandeur  of  nature  in  all  her  loveliness;  in  the  place 
of  withered  traditional  theologies,  yielding  only  dry  catechisms, 
and  escaping  from  the  vestry  of  verbs,  texts  and  prayer  books, 
we  find  ourselves  in  the  parks  and  groves  of  life's  holiday,  with 
music,  dancing  and  sporting  a  part  of  true  worship — a  religion 
that  thinks,  laughs,  feasts;  and  turned  on  every  side,  fitting 
every  phase  of  life,  one  picture  is  as  fair  as  another;  fitting 
every  condition  of  life  and  dignifying  every  circumstance.  Not 
visiting  the  world  diplomatically  once  a  week,  but  daily  and 
hourly,  at  home,  at  shop,  In  temples,  hall  or  fields,  always* 
genial,  always  wise,  calling  all  votaries  to  their  best  condition; 
at  birth,  through  life,  at  death,  showing  the  continuity  of  law 
into  whatever  future  the  worshipper  is  ushered/ 

To  my  Spencerian  brethren  who  have  floundered  on  the  for- 
bidding rocks  of  inscrutibility  of  Infinite  Being,  it  is  In  line  of 
poetic  justice  to  them  to  note  that  their  methods  of  search 
reveals  to  others  the  truths  they  failed  to  apprehend — that  a 
true  knowledge  of  the  relative  is  inerrantly  a  knowledge  of  the 
absolute— that  a  full  knowledge  of  nature  reveals  whatever 
there  is  in  nature;  and,  nature,  being  all,  beyond  which  there  is 
nothing.  So  far  as  we  have  not  a  knowledge  of  nature  we  are 
deficient  in  knowing  all,  and  in  blind  discouragement,  in  despair, 
we  falteringly  say  what  we  do  not  know — say  this  or  that  is 
inscrutable;  say  God  is  unknowable;  say  the  Infinite  is  incom- 
prehendable.  If  evolution  is  compassing  a  full  knowledge  of 
nature,  its  cult  would  fail  in  purpose  if  it  excluded  or  halted  at 
anything  included  in  the  universe,  be  it  life,  mind  or  what  2s 
termed  matter,  statically  or  kinetically.     Statically  are  things 
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show  being,  Hike  snow  crystals,  seeds,  iee,  rock,  consciousness; 
kinetically,  all  things  show  motion,  transition,  like  heat,  moist- 
ure, Tapor,  germination  of  seeds,  growth,  decomposition,  emo- 
tion, cognition,  cogitation;  in  the  mustard  seed  was  static  truth, 
in  its  unfolding  and  bird-songs  was  kinetic  truth — interior  to 
both  the  invisible  principle,  Invisible  to  sensation,  but  visible  to 
the  invisible  eyes  of  mind,  and  the  invisible  eyes  of  emotion. 
Pain  and  compassion  are  both  invisible  to  the  senses,  yet  both 
see  and  understand  each  other,  however  aided  by  the  senses 
in  apprehension,  but  the  relief  of  pain  is  prompted  by  invisible 
feeling,  sympathetic  vibration. 

Why  is  feeling  the  highest  criterion  and  final  registry  of 
truth?  Is  it  because  feeling  is  more  omni-science  than  experi- 
ment, and  is  universally  the  censor  of  finite  exploitation? 
Though  logic  cover  the  earth,  like  mantles  adorned  with  emer- 
alds and  amethyst,  what  is  the  state  of  man  without  invisible 
compassion  that  pardons  each  foe? — whose  invisible  eyes,  ears 
and  touch  apprehend  error  and  bid  it  halt!  Let  us  gather  up 
and  classify,  kind  with  its  kind,  the  elements  of  the  manifesta- 
tion of  compassion,  feeling,  pity,  and  all  the  tears  ever  shed 
in  agony,  and  all  the  emotions  of  joy  flowing  from  conjugal, 
filial  and  parental  love,  and  all  the  beautiful  garlanded  flowers 
of  friendship;  and  let  the  gathering  be  through  aeons  of  ages 
of  time,  and  render  to  all  their  true  evidential  value,  as  care- 
fully as  the  chemist  has  analysed  and  classified  the  forms  and 
elements  of  ponderable  substance,  and  with  unmistakable  cer- 
tainty the  invisible  spiritual  eye  of  life  sees  and  knows  its  God! 

The  Light  of  Life,  In  proclaiming  that  science  has  come  to 
rule  the  world,  has  deeper  significance  than  that  which  what  is 
now  known  as  science  stands  for  today;  it  signifies  the  reve- 
lation of  all  truth  in  the  regions  of  the  infinite,  as  succeeding 
chapters  of  this  book  will  determine;  and,  not  theology  alone, 
will  be  called  upon  to  revise  its  many  creeds,  but  science 
itself,  in  its  pride  of  eternal  verity,  will  be  driven  to  tear  away 
many  a  bulwark  from  false  hypotheses.  Science  at  present 
balks  at  the  query  of  what  is  in  nature,  failing  to  interpret 
the  life  and  mind  that  perpetually  flows  out  of  nature.  Does 
not  man,  being  in  and  out  of  nature,  in  life,form,  mind,  emotions, 
feelings,  compassion,  reasoning,  designing,  tell  the  inerrant  truth 
as  to  what  Is  in  nature?    Was  not  all  art  design  in  mind  before 
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it  appeared  in  matter  Was  ever  bouse  or  snip  built  before  its 
mental  concept?  Verily,  a  tree  is  known  by  its  fruit  not 
guessed,  but  positively  known;  so  the  gods  are  unmistakable  by 
their  manifestations.  Is  a  god  compassion?  Tell  what  any 
being  is  without  compassion! 

Light  of  Life  stands  first  in  verity  for  all  scientific  process, 
and  without  it  all  is  nescience  and  apprehension  is  not  It 
stands  for  all  there  is,  all  substance,  mind  and  matter,  in  eternal 
past — eternal  present — eternal  future — the  eternal  blending  and 
unity  of  finite  with  infinite.  Science,  to  embrace  and  interpret 
nature,  shall  embrace  all  there  is  in  the  universe — mental  and 
emotional  as  well  as  corporeal  nature.  Science  fails  in  its  mission 
if  failing  to  trace  emotion  from  its  flow  to  its  source,  and  to 
classify  and  interpret  its  varied  meanings.  What  phenomena 
in  nature  of  such  potential  and  inestimable  value  to  man  as 
compassion?  Who  can  perceive  of  God  or  Christ  without  com- 
passion? In  inner  light  of  compassion  we  see  unmistakably  the 
divine  nature  of  Jesus  of  Nasareth.  And,  in  spite  of  the  blind 
hate  and  craft  of  bigotry  and  bloody  war,  the  angel  Compassion 
is  alert  to  comfort  the  erring  victims.  A  soft  answer  turneth 
away  wrath,  and  the  demon  hate  flees  at  the  sight  of  com- 
passion. 

What  stupid  inanity  this?  What  balking  and  stumbling 
at  the  gateway  to  infinity — the  cosmic  philosopher,  the  man 
of  science,  doubting  the  evidential  value  of  compassionate  phe- 
nomena! The  unlearned  do  not  doubt;  the  victims  of  bloody 
hate  do  not  doubt;  rescued  outcasts  do  not  doubt;  and  the 
humblest  minds,  with  piercing  insight,  plainly  observe  the  prev- 
alence of  compassion  among  the  various  classes  of  birds  and 
beasts  in  their  care  for  progeny.  They  observe  the  source  in 
the  flow.  The  child,  chic,  cub,  whelp,  tiny  serpents,  the  new- 
born of  all  sensate  life,  all  pile  up  limitless  verification  of  obvious 
fact,  amounting  to  axiomatic  truth,  of  the  real  continuity  of  com- 
passionate mother-love.  In  fact,  more  invariant  evidence  than 
that  collected  in  establishing  chemistry  as  a  positive  science. 

The  outsight  of  the  corporeal  senses  of  man  has  revealed 
a  knowledge  of  the  physical  world;  but  it  is  the  vital  insight 
of  the  mind,  the  emotions,  feelings,  of  compassion,  that  leads  to 
an  inerrant  knowledge  of  God.  God  or  Christ  without  compas- 
sion radiating  in  every  form  of  life  is,  from  the  evidence,  a 
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false  postulation  and  a  lifeless  issue  in  the  light  of  science. 
The  perpetual  tears  of  compassion  are  invariantly  evidential  of 
Eternal  Good.  It  was  the  surging  waves  of  compassion  that 
washed  away  the  peonage  of  Mexico,,  the  serfdom  of  Russia, 
and  the  slavery  of  America.  It  is  the  science  of  compassion 
that  opens  the  gates  of  Paradise. 

Take  compassion  out  of  the  world  and  what  is  left?  Take 
it  from  the  kings,  and  Herods  and  Neros  are  comparatively  good; 
take  it  from  animals,  and  they  devour  their  kind;  take  it  from 
religion,  and  hope  is  dead;  take  it  from  God,  and  there  is  no 
God.  By  unerring  Inner  light,  the  light  of  life  that  shlneth  in 
darkness,  which  material  science  fails  to  apprehend,  the  light 
in  which  reason  abides  in  tranquility,  the  light  which  Illumines 
the  realms  of  eternity,  wherein  no  objective  shadow  is  cast — in 
this  unerring  Inner  light  all  the  good  of  earth,  the  Messiahs  for 
the  public  good,  stood  erect  before  the  world  as  exemplars  of 
compassion.  Through  the  inner  light  of  compassion  an  inerrant 
knowledge  of  God  is  attained,  the  white  unstained  hand  of  the 
angel  emotion  making  the  final  registry  of  truth,  and  deftly 
drawing  aside  the  mystic  veil  from  entrance  to  immortality. 
Without  compassion  happiness  is  not,  and  the  word  Paradise  but 
a  hissing  misnomer.  , 


Over  three  millions  of  prisoners  on  this  earth,  with  crime 
branded  on  their  foreheads,  and  blight  graven  in  their  hearts, 
were  hypnotized  by  the  Satanic  words— -"Mere  mortality  don't 
save!" 


Take  no  thought  of  what  ye  shall  eat  or  what  ye  shall  drink, 
but  use  all  things  as  not  abusing  them,  neither  coerce  any  one 
regarding  holy  days,  for  God  regardeth  all  days  with  equality 
in  all  time. 


Six  strenuous  nasal  inspirations  and  six  alternating  moments 
of  passive  rest  generates  the  electric  spark  that  dally  releases 
the  causes  of  evil  and  unfolds  the  Infinite  in  the  Finite  form  of 


Light  of  Life  lifts  the  curtain  from  every  mystery  that  eon- 
fronts  the  mind,  and  verily  it  scales  every  ugly  wall  erected  by 
religion,  or  that  has  baffeled  the  insight  of  reason  and  science. 
It  leads  men,  women  and  children  safely  across  the  valleys  of 
death  Into  the  beautiful  homes  of  eternal  peace  and  happiness. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 
Born  In  a  8now  Bank. 

"You  was  born  in  a  snow  bank!"  was  the  ejeculation  of  a 
stranger,  as  he  sat  in  my  office  on  a  Sunday  morning  in  No- 
vember, 1895.  I  had  seen  the  gentleman  before,  but  we  had  no 
acquaintance.  I  was  in  the  real  estate  business,  located  in  the 
Kuhlman  building,  at  No.  13  Broadway,  Oklahoma  City.  As  he 
entered,  introducing  himself  as  Holcomb,  he  said  he  frequently 
saw  me  at  church,  and  suggested  we  go  together,  as  he  under- 
stood I  was  single  like  himself;  to  which  I  assented.  After 
talking  and  laughing  a  short  time  he  dropped  his  eyes  in  silence 
for  a  few  moments,  when  he  suddenly  uttered  the  words  above 
written. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  I  inquired.  "What  joke  is  this  you 
are  up  tor* 

"There  is  no  Joke  about  it/'  replied  Mr.  Holcomb,  'It's  the 
truth.  I  see  the  whole  affair.  I  see  your  father  lifting  your 
mother  from  a  wagon  and  carry  her  into  an  old  log  house,  with 
neither  door,  windows  or  floor,  midst  a  heavy  snow  storm.  I 
hear  your  mother  moan  with  pain.  Several  children  are  going 
in  shivering  with  cold.  I  see  your  father  hurrying  in  with  hay 
and  bedding.  He  covers  your  mother  over  with  bankets,  and 
rustles  fuel,  and  starts  a  fire  by  striking  his  knife  on  a  stone. 
The  snow  pours  in  from  every  side,  and  late  that  night  you 
was  born  under  two  feet  of  snow!' 

"Well,  well!"  said  I,  "you  surely  have  a  vivid  imagination, 
or  if  joking  I  fail  to  see  the  climax.  Really  there  is  no  particle 
of  truth  in  it" 

"Tes,  indeed,  it  is  literally  true,  whether  you  know  of  ft 
or  not,"  affirmed  Mr.  Holcomb. 

Church  time  was  noticed,  and  we  attended  the  Baptist 
church,  after  which  he  dined  with  me  and  came  again  to  my 
office.  He  related  to  me  many  instances  of  what  he  termed 
clairvoyant  visions,  which  had  invariably  turned  out  to  be  true, 
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and  suggested  that  some  of  my  people  might  inform  me  of  the 
event 

"Well,"  said  I,  "jron  are  a  very  mysterious  person  for  a 
business  man.  But  your  startling  talk  has  refreshed  my  mind 
of  overhearing  my  father  and  mother  talk  over  the  same  event 
when  a  child  of  ten;  but  their  task  had  not  been  in  my  mind 
when  a  child  of  ten;  but  their  talk  had  not  been  in  my  mind 
for  over  fifty  years.  Now  I  remember  how  mother  cried  while 
telling  about  it.  I  always  believe  that  a  mother  in  tears  is 
seldom  if  ever  guilty  of  conscious  falsity." 

This  gentleman,  Charles  H.  Holcomb,  has  been  well  known 
as  a  staunch,  honest,  practical  business  man  of  good  standing 
among  the  people  of  Oklahoma  City  for  some  sixteen  years,  and 
continues  the  proprietor  of  a  grocery.  He  is  also  well  known 
as  a  man  of  pure  moral  life.  As  we  parted  that  afternoon  he 
said  with  some  emphasis,  'Tes,  you  was  really  born  in  a  snow 
bank." 

Having  been  schooled  through  my  early  life  in  the  tenets 
of  scientific  atheism,  in  close  touch  with  old  and  recent  authori- 
ties, it  was  extremely  difficult  for  me  to  perceive  potential  con- 
sciousness in  priority  to  the  generative  principle  in  growth. 
Every  phase  of  analytic  and  synthetic  deduction,  including 
psychology,  with  the  physical  sciences,  shed  no  light  whatever 
on  my  forlorn  and  hopeless  mind.  Tyndall  breaking  the  mag- 
netic bar  at  his  lecture  in  Manchester  demonstrated  infinity  of 
principle,  that  the  visible  points  accurately  to  the  invisible  inva- 
riably—that all  potentiality  abides  in  matter— carrying  with  it 
the  eternal  circuit  of  growth  and  decay,  endless  appearing  and 
disappearing  of  each  genus  of  life.  But  when  I  met  a  priest  of 
any  cult  my  feeings  rushed  out  to  him  in  deep  heart  throbbing 
anxiety — a  phenomena  overwhelming  all  material  knowledge  to 
my  apprehension.  This  mighty  surging  tide  of  emotion  baffled 
me,  challenging  science,  logic  and  understanding,  and  I  chal- 
lenged ether  and  all  the  stars  for  light  on  my  darkness. 

Tes,  I  was  born  in  a  snow  bank!  I  simply  make  this  remark, 
not  because  such  a  birth  is  unusual  or  important,  though  it  is 
probably  the  only  Incident  of  the  kind  that  ever  transpired  on 
our  planet  among  civilized  people,  but  because  it  was  really  my 
birthmark,  causing  me  to  dread  snow  and  ice,  and  my  feelings 
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to  recoil  from  everything  pertaining  to  a  northern  latitude,  and 
all  kinds  of  chilling  associations. 

To  be  born  in  a  snow  bank  is  perhaps  the  most  inhospitable 
entrance  into  the  scenes  of  life  possible  for  the  mind  to  con- 
template without  severe  shuddering,  and  if  my  associations  with 
human  beings  have  appeared  ironical  and  chilling,  the  cause  of 
it  appears  to  me  should  be  attributed  largely  to  the  fact  that 
when  I  was  a  tiny  and  delicate  infant  only  an  hour  old,  I  was 
lying  helpless  under  a  deep  drift  of  snow  rather  than  ascribe 
my  irritable  temper  and  caustic  peculiarities  to  parental  bias,  for 
mother  was  of  a  singuarly  mild  and  even  disposition,  and  a 
most  excellent,  affectionate  and  noble-minded  woman,  and  father 
was  a  man  of  great  moderation  and  patience,  and  withal  one  of 
nature's  true  noblemen,  philosophic  in  turn  of  mind,  genial  to  a 
high  degree,  kind,  generous  and  provident. 

The  event  of  my  transition  from  monad  to  man  transpired 
in  formal  culmination  about  9  p.  m.,  February  19,  1837,  at  Pekin, 
New  York,  on  the  farm  of  a  gentleman  named  Crosier,  in  a 
deserted  and  floorless  log  school  house  which  the  owner  had 
used  several  years  for  a  sheep  feed.  My  father's  name  was 
Shadrach  Hubbel  Evarts,  and  his  father,  David  Evarts,  a  man 
of  literary  attainment,  was  a  school  master  in  New  York  City 
during  his  mature  life.  My  mother's  maiden  name  was  Eunice 
Plumb,  of  Watertown,  New  York,  and  her  relatives,  the  Plumbs 
and  Browns,  were  people  of  more  than  ordinary  military  dis- 
tinction. She  often  prided  herself  of  making,  when  a  miss,  the 
dress  coat  worn  by  General  Jacob  Brown,  while  chief  in  com- 
mand of  the  United  States  army  and  navy,  among  the  first  to 
hold  that  distinguished  position  after  Washington  resigned  his 
commission.  My  grandfather,  Nathaniel  Plumb,  served  as  an 
officer  through  the  Revolutionary  War,  and  at  the  close  of  hostili- 
ties settled  on  a  farm  near  Sacket's  Harbor,  New  York. 

The  way  my  peculiar  birth  came  about  was  as  follows:  In 
the  uncertain  weather  of  February,  1837,  my  parents,  with  five 
children,  packed  up  and  moved  from  Batavia  to  Pekin,  a  dis- 
tance of  some  forty  miles,  arriving  about  dusk.  My  father  bad 
been  engaged  to  take  charge  of  Flanders'  grist  mill  at  that 
place.  There  being  no  other  house  ready  to  occupy,  and  mother 
complaining  of  labor  sickness,  and  as  a  heavy  snow  storm  had 
set  in,  the  urgency  of  shelter  compelled  them  to  camp  in  the 
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old  log  school  house.  The  fireplace  was  there,  bat  the  doors, 
windows,  floor  and  chinking  were  gone.  Straw  was  procured  in 
haste  on  which  to  lay  the  feather  bed  in  the  midde  of  the  dirt 
floor  and  mother  was  hurriedly  laid  thereon  and  covered  with 
quilts.  A  fire  was  soon  built,  teams  cared  for,  supper  impro- 
vised, meantime  a  deep  snow  had  fallen,  with  a  fierce  north 
wind  drifting  in  through  the  chinks  of  the  house.  In  spite  of 
efforts  to  keep  the  snow  out,  by  nine  o'clock  that  night  I  was 
struggling  for  .recognition  of  the  rights  of  life  under  a  depth  of 
two  feet  of  snow,  with  God's  furious  wind  antagonising  my  frail 
body  from  every  side  till  late  in  the  following  day  with  tem- 
perature below  sero.  No  physician  but  nature  was  present  on 
that  sad  occasion,  and  mother,  dear  soul,  with  her  own  deft 
hands,  and  in  darkness,  drew  a  yarn  from  the  coverlid  and  tied 
and  cut  the  navel  string.  My  honest  mother  is  authority  for 
this  account,  and  she  said  it  was  strange  to  her  that  I  lived  at 
all,  and  that  I  never  cried  at  birth  or  in  childhood. 

With  such  an  experience  at  birth — crystallsation  all  around 
me,  to  make  the  first  continuous  impressions  through  my  eyes — 
it  would  be  amazing  singular  if  my  further  touch  with  the 
universe  is  not  in  line  of  crystallsation  as  the  primary  mode  of 
cosmic  motion.  It  was  very  kind  indeed  of  the  Monadic  Di- 
vinity to  inform  me,  without  conscious  suffering,  by  impres- 
sion of  the  paradise  of  cosmic  origin — that  dynamic  modes  of 
motion  are  inherent  in  the  genesis  of  life.  Did  I  not,  or  did  I, 
learn  instinctively  of  the  snowflake,  the  lesson  of  primary  form- 
ation? 

If,  as  is  averred  by  George  Henry  Lewes,  feeling  is  the  final 
criterion  of  truth,  then  in  my  connection  with  a  snow  bank  at 
birth,  did  I  not  have  a  touch  of  the  sense  of  universal  certitude? 

Albeit,  as  if  by  an  umbilical  train  of  divine  inspiration,  my 
senses  from  childhood  were  in  magic  touch  with  every  object 
in  nature,  interpreting  habits  of  vital  motion  as  perfectly  true 
of  every  individual  form  of  life.  I  saw  no  mystery  anywhere; 
and  as  I  grew  up,  took  things  as  they  are,  as  I  find  them  true  to 
life,  discovering  the  ages  of  trees  from  annual  rings,  diverse 
forms  from  seeds  of  their  kinds,  leaves,  limbs,  trunks  and  roots 
as  symbols  of  individualized  things,  and  before  I  was  ten  years 
of  age,  though  unschooled,  I  could  point  to  natural  signs  as 
explanations  of  every  phenomena. 
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A  TRIP  THROUGH  THE  UNIVERSE. 

At  the  age  of  six  years,  on  a  farm  near  Niagara  Falls,  I  was 
thrown  from  a  horse,  striking  my  hips  on  a  corduroy  roadway, 
which  caused  me  to  lay  prostrate  for  seven  months,  unable  to 
bend  legs,  arms,  neck,  or  body  during  that  time.  My  parents 
despaired  of  my  recovery-  My  whole  form  was  so  paralysed 
from  head  to  foot,  that  to  move  me  at  all  was  simply  to  roll 
me  over  or  raise  me  on  end  like  a  stick  of  wood;  but  In  all  this 
ailment  I  suffered  no  pain  until  a  boil  appeared  at  the  Junction 
of  my  legs,  which  continued  to  form  and  break  annually  for  five 
years,  during  which  time  I  gradually  recovered  and  attained 
fairly  good  health. 

My  father  and  mother  were  accustomed  to  chastise  their 
children  for  misconduct,  but  only  scolded  me  a  little  occasionally, 
and  tenderly  told  me  to  try  and  be  good  as  best  I  could,  for  they 
feared  to  whip  me  as  I  had  laid  so  long  on  the  verge  of  death. 
This  mercy  from  them  inspired  me  with  deep  filial  love,  even 
though  they  were  frequently  ironical,  in  manner  toward  me. 
Mother  told  me  that  at  the  age  of  three  I  fell  from  a  high  rail 
fence  one  morning  and  was  carried  in  as  dead;  that  she  rubbed 
me  into  life,  in  tears  and  prayer,  and  rocked  me  incessantly 
for  several  days  and  nights  to  keep  me  alive.  I  always  wor- 
shipped mother  tenderly,  lovingly;  no  god  could  merit  more 
worship;  it  would  be  cruel  Ingratitude  in  me  not  to  worship 
my  mother  on  earth,  or  as  a  saint  in  heaven.  Though  she  was 
the  wittiest  and  most  mirthful  woman  I  ever  saw,  I  always  felt 
certain  that  she  never  sinned  in  thought,  word,  or  act,  during 
her  entire  life  of  eighty-three  years.  She  was  a  beautiful  singer, 
of  sweet,  melodious,  trained  voice  of  great  compass,  knew  all 
the  popular  songs  and  hymns,  and  young  and  old  were  charmed 
with  her  music.  Her  reading  was  of  wide  range,  versed  in  his- 
tory, theology,  philosophy,  and  literature,  and  of  perfect  memory, 
She  was  always  right  in  politics,  because  her  conclusions  were 
based  on  sympathy  with  the  unfortunate.  Is  not  sympathy  with 
the  lowly — compassion — the  only  true  basis  for  right  political 
and  religious  principles?  I  dare  say  the  highest  wisdom  of  earth 
answers  yes.  My  first  political  ideas  were  formed  at  the  age 
of  ten,  on  seeing  the  tears  streaming  from  mother's  eyes  while 
reading  "Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  when  that  story  was  first  pub- 
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llshed  in  a  paper  entitled  The  National  Bra,  printed  tn  Washing- 
ton. 

LOVE  PROMOTING  INTELLECT. 

That  love  is  the  inspiring  genius  of  Intellectual  culture  I  am 
wholly  convinced,  after  a  vast  and  enthralling  experience  of 
several  infatuations,  off  and  on  for  fifty  years,  of  the  sweetest 
ecstacy  known  to  a  human  being.  My  first  love  spell  began  with 
Helen  Robinson,  both  of  us  aged  seven,  at  school  near  Niagara 
Falls.  She  was  a  beautiful  child,  large  black  eyes,  black,  curly 
hair,  clear,  white  skin,  and  rosy  cheeks.  She  was  afterward  the 
reigning  belle  of  Niagara  county*  Our  eyes  met  fatally  on 
sight.  I  can  remember  to  this  moment  the  awful  thrilling, 
magic  force  that  agitated  me  as  our  eyes  met  the  first  day 
at  school.  We  were  seated  on  the  same  bench  some  dozen  feet 
apart,  and  we  both  gradually  wriggled  along  the  seat  toward 
each  other,  and  meeting  we  locked  arms  and  kissed  so  loud 
that  the  whole  school  was  convulsed  with  laughter,  teacher  in- 
cluded. I  don't  remember  of  ever  being  kissed  before,  had  no 
thought  of  it,  and  it  must  have  been  a  blind  spasmodic  act  with 
both.  My  older  sister  took  me  away  instantly,  when  I  cried,  and 
she  gave  me  a  cake.  Her  sister  did  likewise  with  her,  and 
took  her  to  another  seat.  We  crawled  behind  the  desks,  and  in 
a  few  minutes  I  had  my  mouth  to  hers,  and  both  eating  cake 
from  each  other's  mouths.  To  prevent  confusion  in  school 
the  teacher  sat  us  together,  and  compelled  us  to  swap  bites  of 
cake  in  the  same  way  as  punishment.  This  we  instinctively  en- 
Joyed,  knowing  no  better  till  the  older  ones  shamed  us  out  of  it. 
For  a  year  we  were  uneasy  to  be  together,  and  her  sweet  face 
was  in  my  mind  all  the  time,  and  we  walked  together  and  talked 
love  on  every  occasion,  when  finally  we  were  separated  by  my 
removal  to  Michigan.  For  seven  years  in  my  western  home  my 
mind  and  heart  and  dreams  were  all  of  her,  with  her  image 
always  before  me,  which  roused  me  to  aspire  to  noble  man- 
hood, and  then  possess  my  peerless  idol.  At  school  I  was  greedy 
to  learn  everything,  that  she  would  think  me  greater  than  all 
others.  At  work  I  aimed  to  surpass  my  elders;  at  play  I  was 
moody  and  quarrelsome.  Books  I  would  devour  till  driven  to 
other  duties.  The  beautiful  Helen  filled  my  soul,  and  all  my 
feelings  were  far  away  in  her  distant  home.    If  I  caught  a  fine 
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fish,  her  image  appeared;  if  I  saw  a  rose,  I  wished  it  in  her  hand; 
if  I  gathered  berries,  there  she  was  in  my  mind,  wishing  her 
to  eat  them;  if  I  wrestled  or  jumped,  wished  she  could  see  my 
skill;  if  I  declaimed,  O,  if  she  could  only  see  me,  so  superb. 
Proud?  Prouder  than  Antony  of  the  queen  of  Egypt.  Ambitious? 
Ah,  to  know  everything,  that  Helen  would  say  "How  wise  in 
thought,  how  noble  in  action." 

The  fatal  age  of  fourteen  at  last  arrived,  when  a  new  In- 
spiration that  comes  unawares  to  every  youth,  came  to  my 
poor  innocent  heart  and  shattered  the  hope  I  had  deemed 
eternal.  The  first  day  at  the  village  school,  arrayed  in  my 
neatest  dress  in  fond  memory  of  the  Idolized  one,  another  pair 
of  black  eyes,  peering  over  her  book,  met  my  own  at  a  near 
range.  They  were  the  eyes  of  Alzina  Comstock,  beautifully  shel- 
tered by  arched  brows,  wavy  black  hair,  natural  curls,  and  skin 
ivory  white.  Deep  pink  cheeks,  a  matchless  swanlike  neck  and 
pretty  plump  hands,  together  with  her  easy  graceful  figure,  as  I 
saw  her  arrive.  All  these  charms  conspired  to  render  my  mind 
and  feelings  totally  oblivious  to  any  other  human  being.  It  was 
only  the  lapse  of  a  few  moments  when  a  feeling  to  which  I  was 
then  a  total  stranger  agitated  my  whole  being,  and  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life  my  upper  teeth  caught  on  to  my  under  Up,  and 
I  noticed  the  same  in  herself.  To  think  of  Helen  I  could  not,  or 
did  not,  till  after  my  class  was  called  in  another  room,  when 
her  sweet  image  appeared  in  all  her  beauty.  I  pleaded  the  gods 
to  witness  my  Innocence  of  duplicity,  and  to  hold  me  in  eternal 
loyalty  to  my  first  and  only  love.  But  continually  the  new  eyes 
and  bright  image  insistently  filled  my  inward  vision,  only  to 
vanish  a  moment  and  come  .again.  Returning  to  Alzlna's  pres- 
ence, thinking  naught  of  but  purest  loyalty  to  Helen,  as  guie- 
less  as  a  child,  I  unconsciously  drank  the  nectar  distilled  in 
the  paradise  of  passion  to  compass  my  captivity.  We  were  at 
the  age  when  conjugal  love  doubly  augments  the  thrill  of  the 
emotions  with  passional  charms  whose  serpentine  coils  soon 
entwine  and  pinion  their  victim.  Under  her  enchantment  for 
five  years,  I  was  blind  to  all  other  charms.  The  poets  were 
exhausted  for  metaphors  fit  to  symbolize  the  divinity  of  her 
graces,  which  carried  me  home-like  among  the  classics.  I  delved 
in  philosophy  to  transcend  all  possible  rivals;  I  should  master 
law,  physics,  logic  and  rhetoric,  and  lead  in  debates,  to  make 
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her  feel  my  importance.  Work  I  did  with  untiring  teal,  with 
puree  too  slim  on  which  for  love  to  build  a  hope,  though  I  had 
gained  much  knowledge  of  value  and  mental  adornment,  poor 
Alsina  allied  herself  to  one  below  her  merits,  and  soon  died  by 
drowning,  where  in  deep  ocean  my  idol  was  destroyed  by  sharks 
and  entosoa.  Twenty  years  later  Helen  was  a  maiden  lady, 
teaching  a  village  school  in  her  native  state. 

Intervening  the  beautiful  and  divinely  pure  episode  with 
Alsina,  there  was  a  higher  cast  of  love  Infatuation  that  crossed 
my  horizon  in  Washington,  where  I  was  pursuing  the  typo- 
graphical art  This  occurred  with  Miss  Mary  Henry,  aged  six- 
teen, one  year  younger  than  myself,  the  daughter  of  Joseph 
Henry,  the  venerable  and  scholarly  president  of  the  Smithsonian 
institute,  with  whom  I  was  privileged  with  cordial  and  intimate 
soclali  relations  in  1856-56,  with  the  honor  of  being  escort  to 
the  daughter,  repairing  at  times  to  lectures,  levees  and  recep- 
tions. While  my  love  for  Miss  Henry  was  purely  based  on  the 
highest  moral  and  intellectual  affinities,  I  always  felt  that  she 
was  my  brightest  ideal  for  a  true  conjugal  companion.  I  ven- 
erated and  almost  worshiped  her  father,  who  sad  me  into 
scientific  research,  and  I  regarded  her  mother  with  infinite 
esteem,  and  betook  myself  to  reading  the  sciences  with  hearty 
zest.  Mary  was  a  very  beautiful  light  blond,  with  deep  blue 
eyes,  cheeks  like  roses  abloom,  and  she  would  have  really  been 
my  finest  mascot  for  an  ideal  intelectual  career.  Vivacious  to  a 
high  degree,  she  presented  me  to  her  companions  in  Washing- 
ton society,  when  Franklin  Pierce  was  president,  and  among 
them  was  one  fatal  introduction,  the  beautiful  Miss  Kate  Chase, 
the  awful  charm  of  whose  dark  eyes  so  captivated  me  as  to 
partly  unfix  my  attachment  to  Miss  Henry,  though  only  tem- 
porary. My  sentiment  for  Miss  Chase  was  of  essential  value, 
as  her  father  was  a  great  jurist,  and  I  felt  Inspired  to  cultivate 
a'  knowledge  of  political  affairs  worthy  of  her  great  father's  re- 
spect. I  have  often  thought  since,  if  I  had  persisted  in  winning 
Miss  Chase's  favor,  I  would  have  made  her  a  better  husband 
than  Sprague,  and  a  nobler  lover  than  Conkling.  To  this  day, 
when  I  read  politics,  the  beautiful  image  of  sweet  Katie  Chase 
is  before  me  as  a  delightful  being  of  rare  worth,  whose  mis- 
fortunes I  deeply  mourn;  and  when  I  read  science,  which  has 
occupied  my  attention  very  much  for  over  forty  years,  I  never 
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have  failed  to  think  with  angelic  tenderness  of  the  sweet  and 
talented  Mary  Henry,  who  I  am  informed,  has  passed  fifty-eight 
years  of  single  life  busy  with  scientific  interests.  I  deeply  covet 
immortality  and  the  precious  privilege  of  meeting  Mary  in 
heaven. 

I  have  another  exceedingly  sweet  love  affair  that  Inspired  a 
wonderful  amount  of  intellectual  culture — it  was  a  triune  love — 
Miss  Lizzie  Blsbee,  Miss  Jennie  Swan,  loving  companions  at  Col- 
umbus, Ohio,  and  myself.  Miss  Swan  was  the  daughter  of  one 
of  Ohio's  ablest  and  most  noted  judges  of  the  supreme  court 
of  that  state.  Miss  Blsbee,  when  only  sixteen,  was  editor  of 
the  Ohio  Alliance,  organ  of  the  state  temperance  associations. 
She  was  a  girl  of  extraordinary  talent  as  a  writer,  and  a  re- 
markably versatile  scholar  for  her  age.  She  and  I  were  deeply 
enamored,  both  earnestly,  with  the  intention  of  marriage,  but 
without  making  a  positive  engagement,  as  I  always  fancied  I 
was  too  poor  to  give  her  a  suitable  home.  After  leaving  them  at 
Columbus  in  November,  1866,  our  trinity  kept  up  a  loving  and 
aspirational  correspondence  for  some  five  years,  when  I  went 
to  Illinois,  where  at  Aurora,  I  fell  into  a  blind  infatuation  with 
Miss  Helen  Niles,  a  beautiful  and  accomplised  lady  of  fifteen 
years.  I  became  so  deeply  enwrapped  with  her  overflow  of 
affection,  so  fervently  demonstrated,  that  I  was  powerless  to 
say  marriage  to  either  Miss  Lizzie  Blsbee  or  Miss  Jennie  Swan. 
This  sad  mixed  pickles  love  affair  started  with  Miss  Niljes  in 
1860;  the  tangled  skein  with  Lizzie  gave  way  by  her  demanding 
marriage,  or  that  she  would  accept  another  offer.  I  was  still  too 
poor.  She  then  married  an  English  banker  and  went  to  reside 
in  London.  Miss  Jennie  lived  single  a  long  time,  and  somehow 
I  lost  our  correspondence  while  in  the  army  five  years,  during 
the  Civil  War.  I  returned  from  the  war  to  marry  Miss  Niles, 
but  meddlesome  relatives  broke  off  the  tovingest  match  the  gods 
ever  smiled  upon,  and  she  lived  single  till  over  thirty,  attaining 
a  weight  of  three  hundred  pounds.  She  was  a  fine  scholar,,  of 
noble,  pure  heart  and  mind,  and  inspired  me  to  write  many 
verses  that  went  the  rounds  of  the  American  press.  There 
never  was  a  word  or  thought  of  discord  between  us,  and  our 
love  will  go  with  us  in  full  measure  into  all  the  eternity  that 
we  may  inherit.  She  it  was,  the  loving,  inspiring,  beautiful  Helen, 
who  filled  my  heart  with  the  "right  Promethean  fire/'  and  gave 
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my  mind  a  quicker  insight  to  grasp  and  hold  in  my  hand,  and 
enlightening  my  mind  to  unravel,  the  tangled  skein  of  universal 
principles.  She  finally  married  a  farmer  after  living  single  so 
long,  then  fell  on  the  ice  with  her  great  weight,  and  broke  her 
limb.  Why  it  is  that  misfortune  has  followed  so  many  of  my 
idols  I  never  have  been  able  to  discern.  Perhaps  they  failed 
to  find  worshippers  who  would  kneel  at  their  feet  and  Imprint 
holy  kisses  upon  their  hands,  the  highest  and  subllmest  honor 
that  a  good  man  can  bestow  upon  a  noble  woman. 


Make  it  rain,  where  ye  want,  when  ye  want,  all  ye  want — 
nothing  to  hinder  except,  beadle-eyed  preachers,  mutton-headed 
conrgesses,  stool-pigeon  senators  and  giggling  presidents.  Plant 
the  old  castaway  cannon  of  our  brutal  wars  ten  or  twenty  miles 
apart  in  arid  districts  of  America,  fire  them  simultaneously 
when  rain  is  desirable,  and  moisture  follows  in  abundance,  worth 
millions  of  money  annually  to  farmers,  costing  comparatively 
only  a  trifle. 

Inhale  ON5  through  the  nostrils  and  in  retention  exercise, 
exhaust  through  the  month  and  rest.  Six  repititions  releases 
poisons  from  the  body  and  insures  vigorous  health.  Daily  ob- 
servance cleares  disease  from  the  human  race. 


Whatever  ye  ask  in  reason  of  Omni  Science  It  that  shall  ye 
recleve— be  it  rain,  or  health,  or  immortality;  however,  be  not 
unmindful  that  the  wages  of  sin  is  death. 


Is  any  religious  creed  with  Christ?  If  not,  then  false  pre- 
tention is  confronted  with  the  church  taxation  of  twenty  centu- 
ries of  tainted  extortion,  amounting  to  billions  of  ill-got  gain, 
enough  to  provide  the  poor  of  this  world  with  fairly  good  homes. 
If  a  creed  is  with  Christ  it  will  be  physician  to  the  sick,  feed  the 
hungry,  revive  the  dead,  eliminate  evil,  cure  the  deaf,  dumb  and 
blind,  and  not  fill  the  world  with  crime  by  advising  people  that 
"mere  mortality  don't  save."  Every  creed  has  preached  that 
''mere  mortality  don't  save"  for  a  thousand  years,  and  the  earth 
is  flooded  with  crime.  By  winking  at  iniquity  how  can  a  creed 
profess  to  be  consistent  with  Christ?  Verily,  verily,  "Faith 
without  works  is  dead." 


Spiritualism  is  a  belief  in  conscious  immortality,  and  every 
priest,  preacher,  minister  and  pastor  of  every  church  in  every 
nation  is  therefore  a  spiritualist  in  fact.  Whoso  denyeth  this 
denyeth  Christ,  who  talked  with  Moses  and  Ellas  who  were  dead, 
and  whoso  mocketh  spiritualism  is  a  mocker  of  both  God  and 
Christ. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

Pursuit  of  Occult  Knowledge. 

In  the  spring  of  1867,  at  Grand  Rapids,  Michigan,  I  com- 
menced the  attendance  of  spiritual  circles  in  quest  of  evidence 
that  the  soul  of  man  continues  in  conscious  existence  after  death 
of  the  body.  While  always  feeling  a  lively  desire  for  immor- 
tality, knowing  the  proclivity  of  man  to  exaggerate,  imagine  and 
dwell  on  the  wonderful  and  illusory,  I  was  quite  disinclined  to 
accept  as  fact  anything  not  thoroughly  verified  by  experience. 
I  had  read  the  writings  of  Swedenburg,  Davis,  De  Holbach,  Ed- 
munds, Halre,  Senator  Talmadge  and  others,  concerning  the  re- 
appearance of  departed  human  beings,  but  could  not  content 
myself  to  accept  as  true  anything  that  appeared  to  credulity 
almost  wholly  and  to  reason  so  very  little.  I  could  find  nothing 
in  science  or  inductive  philosophy  to  encourage  me  in  a  belief 
in  immortality,  on  the  contrary  everything  to  baffle  and  bewilder 
me  in  the  entertainment  of  such  an  idea. 

I  attended  the  circles  with  regularity  every  Sunday  evening. 
From  the  first  my  hands,  in  spite  of  resistance,  were  vibrated 
with  great  energy,  and  on  some  occasions  I  fell  into  semi- 
unconscious  spells.  On  one  occasion  at  church  I  fell  into  sound 
sleep  or  trance,  and,  as  my  friends  told  me  afterward,  com* 
menced  a  discourse  by  permission  of  the  preacher.  Rev.  L.  M. 
Woodruff,  whereupon  one  of  the  officers,  the  sheriff  arrested  me 
and  lugged  me  off  to  jail.  Though  I  was  released  without  be- 
ing locked  up,  at  the  preacher's  request,  it  afforded  me  a  lesson 
from  which  I  concluded  that  a  church  was  a  very  poor  place 
In  which  to  study  the  ways  of  God  and  his  holy  angels.  It 
flashed  upon  my  mind  just  then  that  the  Divine  Teacher  of 
Gallilee  was  arrested  and  killed  at  the  instigation  of  church 
officials,  and  for  doing  nothing  worse  than  preaching  the  gos- 
pel of  love,  peace  and  good  will  to  men.  This  was  my  first 
religious  experience,  and  it  needs  no  affirmation  that  it  was  as 
chilly  an  affair  as  my  first  introduction  to  the  people  of  earth. 
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I  felt  as  if  religious  people  were  mostly  devils  and  if  the  spirit 
world  contained  friendly  folks  I  would  seek  their  company. 

Two  years  later  I  was  teaching  a  country  school  twelve  miles 
west  of  Springfield,  Illinois.  One  of  my  old  school-fellows, 
John  Littlefield,  was  studying  law  with  Abraham  Lincoln  and 
William  Herndon.  Becoming  acquainted  with  Mr.  Lincoln,  I 
found  he  was  a  regular  attendant  at  spiritual  circles,  held  most- 
ly at  the  residence  of  Prof.  Worthen,  the  state  geologist,  and 
in  my  attendance  there  I  felt  that  I  was  in  very  good  company. 
Three  nights  before  Mr.  Lincoln's  nomination  for  president  he 
attended  a  spiritual  cicle  in  Chicago,  where  a  young  lady  trance 
medium  told  him  that  he  would  be  nominated  and  elected  presi- 
dent, and  re-elected,  but  not  live  to  serve  out  his  second  term. 
This  statement  was  published  in  a  Chicago  paper  the  day  be- 
fore his  first  nomination.  While  Mr.  Lincoln  took  verv  little 
part  in  religious  discussions,  his  general  conversation  on  such 
matters  showed  plainly  that  he  was  a  believer  in  the  claims  of 
spiritualism. 

From  Springfield  I  went  to  Aurora,  Illinois,  early  in  the  year 
of  1860.  There  I  found  numerous  spiritualists,  among  them  Dr. 
Bartlett,  the  foster-father  of  Andrew  Jackson  Davis.  At  Bart- 
lett's  residence  I  witnessed  six  musical  Instruments  flying  slow- 
ly in  all  parts  of  his  large  parlor,  in  light  sufficient  to  see  every 
object,  without  human  contact,  playing  finely  several  tunes, 
which  were  sung  to  by  the  audience.  In  a  lecture  there,  of  L. 
K.  Coonley,  he  prophesied  the  war  of  the  rebellion,  and  that 
it  would  be  a  struggle  of  five  years  of  great  slaughter,  ending 
with  the  destruction  of  slavery.  He  said  that  I  would  be  in  that 
war,  which  I  did  not  believe,  as  I  was  a  professed  non-com- 
batant since  I  quit  fighting  at  the  age  of  fifteen.  But  a  year 
later  I  enlisted  in  the  army  at  Aurora,  Illinois,  in  an  inde- 
pendent company  organized  specially  as  Fremont's  body  guard. 
Angel  visits  proving  few  and  far  between,  spiritualism,  on 
account  of  its  unpopularity,  led  me  into  a  state  of  painful  isola- 
tion, and  I  could  only  find  congenial  diversion  for  my  over- 
wrought mind  and  sentiments  in  the  domain  of  inductive  phil- 
osophy. I  at  once  equipped  myself  with  the  books  of  some 
of  the  best  up-to-date  writers,  such  as  Emerson,  Carlyle,  Paine, 
Volney,  Voltaire,  Lewes,  Max  Mueler,  and  some  works  on  the 
physical  sciences.     I  entered  into  Nature  study  with  untiring 
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seal,  converting  every  moment  of  spare  time  into  the  gather- 
ing  of  data  of  verified  phenomena.  For  four  years  or  more 
I  wrote  much  from  the  point  of  view  of  scientific  method,  my 
writings  occupying  the  Philosophical  Department  of  the  Herald 
of  Progress,  a  large  weekly  paper  published  in  New  York  by 
A.  J.  Davis.  In  that  series  of  articles  I  undertook  to  cover 
the  doctrines  of  Evolution,  comprising  evolution  as  growth  and 
involution  as  decay,  equalizing  them  as  axiomatic  facts  in  Nature 
phenomena — integration  and  disintegration  abiding  at  the  basis 
of  all  vital  activity.  I  learned  from  chemistry  that  all  com- 
pounds are  susceptible  to  decomposition,  as  self-evident  as  any 
other  proposition  in  science.  I  desired  to  know  what  the  God 
was  doing  in  the  universe  and  how  things  were  done.,  if  in 
reality,  there  was  any  momentum  in  Nature  other  than  cold 
and  heat  vibrations.  I  undertook  to  ask  every  animate  and  In* 
animate  thing  to  give  me  a  faithful  revelation  of  its  condition 
and  meaning.  I  challenged  every  thing  to  speak  out,  and  re- 
late its  story;  in  my  blind  fury  to  make  things  speak  I  would 
beat  my  own  face  till  it  bled  because  it  was  too  stupid  to  an- 
swer my  questions.  I  sought  biology  for  interpretation  of  life 
and  its  issues,  to  learn  the  processes  by  which 

KDying  vegetables  life  sustain, 

Life  dissolving  vegetates  again." 
I  brought  Leibnitz,  Linneus,  Heckle,  Helmholtz  and  Car- 
penter to  my  assistance  in  pursuit  of  first  principles,  of  monads 
and  germs,  and  contented  myself  with  the  idea  that  monads 
aspired  to  germs  and  germs  aspired  to  nature  life;  that,  in  or- 
der to  keep  in  equilibrium,  as  many  monads  were  going  back 
home  as  there  were  venturing  abroad— as  many  abortions  as 
there  are  fuU  developments — as  many  half-grown  fallen  and 
shriveled  apples  as  the  ripe  fruit;  that  only  the  mature  seed 
enters  the  field  of  reproduction,  while  the  Immature  seed 
returns  to  monadic  essences,  the  quintaessentia  so  much 
spoken  of  by  Spinoza.  In  this  sort  of  study  the  suggestion  pre- 
sented itself  that  whatever  law  is  true  of  matter  is  also  true 
of  mind,  as  both  are  Inseparably  and  reciprocally  associated  in 
development.  So  I  carried  the  doctrine  of  equilibriums  into 
the  mental  and  spiritual,  and  the  query  arose,  on  the  doctrine 
of  equilibriums,  if  there  are  not  as  much  annihilation  of  mind 
as  there  is  of  immortality;  and  carrying  the  same  logic  into  the 
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Qualities  of  mind,  there  is  as  much  hell  as  there  is  heaven,  as 
much  rot  as  growth,  as  much  pain  as  pleasure  throughout  the 
domains  of  life.  This  is  strictly  in  line  with  Plato's  doctrine  of 
Antithesis,  and  I  could  find  no  literature  equal  to  the  Book 
of  Job  yielding  consolation  in  my  dark  and  perilous  struggles 
for  knowledge. 

'If  a  man  die,  shall  he  live  again,"  was  asked  in  the  Book 
of  Job—  14;  14. 

The  same  question  might  pertinently  be  asked  of  water 
— if  it  disappears,  will  it  reappear?  The  answer  involves  a 
contingency — if  the  proper  amounts  of  the  same  identical  oxy- 
gen and  hydrogen  that  disappeared  should  be  recombined,  then 
the  same  identical  water  reappears.  But  suppose  a  deficiency 
of  either  the  oxygen  or  the  hydrogen,  then  there  is  no 
reappearance  of  the  identical  water  from  the  water  that 
disappeared;  hence,  the  saving  of  each  of  the  elements  in 
proper  identical  proportions,  and  their  recombination,  is  essen- 
tial for  the  salvation  of  water.  Relying  thus  upon  a  material 
metaphor  for  a  spiritual  illustration  the  truth  of  man's  immor- 
tality becomes  contingent  upon  the  saving  of  the  factors  consti- 
tuting the  soul  and  spiritual  form.  If  those  factors  are  not  in  a 
state  of  preservation  at  mortal  death,  how  can  there  be  any 
co-operating  mind  and  spirit,  as  the  essentials  for  the  mortal 
to  put  on  immortality  are  unconserved  and  the  unconscious 
monad  is  all  there  is  left.  So  I  leave  the  query  to  stand — does 
not  immortality  depend  upon  the  development  and  organic 
harmony  of  mental  and  spiritual  qualities?  The  Ego,  the  human 
individualized  conscious  Deific  Monad,  attains  salvation  through 
combined  mental  and  spiritual  development.  When  a  monad 
develops  to  a  conscious  being  it  is  a  mere  matter  of  choice 
whether  it  enters  healthy  growth  and  immortality  or  reck- 
lessly goes  to  rot  and  hell,  or  annihilation  in  the  unconscious 
seed  of  the  soul. 

"Except  ye  are  born  again  ye  cannot  inherit  eternal  life." 
There  is  no  more  reasonable  statement  of  sctnetiflc  fact  than 
this,  from  the  Moral  Teacher  of  Nazareth.  It  comforts  with 
recognized  facts  in  chemistry  and  vegetal  and  animal  physi- 
ology; In  chemistry,  that  each  Identical  substance  generates 
from  Its  own  kind  in  quality,  gold  to  Itself,  magnesia  to  itself, 
sulphur  to  Itself,  galena  to  itself,  coal  to  itself,  iron  to  itself; 
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In  biology,  each  thing  is  generated  after  its  individual  kind,  the 
beech  from  the  beech,  the  oak  from  the  oak,  the  sparrow 
from  the  sparrow,  the  dove  from  the  dove.  If  Physi- 
cal metaphors  are  worth  anything  to  illustrate  modes 
of  invisible  activity,  in  extenuation  of  law  as  of  universal 
uniformity,  then  it  becomes  a  logical  fact  that  every  spiritual 
entity  is  generated  from  spiritual  factors,  and  is  rightly  and 
scientifically  named  spiritual  birth.  Perhaps  none  but  those 
who  have  experienced  religious  ecstacy  can  fully  have  a  realisa- 
tion of  what  a  spiritual  birth  is,  when  the  whole  man  or  woman 
rises  up  out  of  the  slime  of  passion  and  is  washed  through  and 
through  from  head  to  foot  with  the  thrilling  currents  of  mag- 
netic showers,  and  the  person  feels  cleansed.  Shall  we  not  say 
that  in  such  operations,  when  one  rises  above  and  looks  down 
upon  and  hating  sin,  the  immortal  spirit  is  born? 

Dreams  and  visions  may  be  illusory  and  of  little  or  no  signi- 
ficance generally,  but  when  they  picture  real  facts  they  are 
perhaps  as  true  sources  of  knowledge  as  any  others.  When 
I  enlisted  in  the  army,  at  Aurora,  Illinois,  on  July  2,  1861,  I 
promised  my  dear  friend  Miss  Helen  Niles  that  I  would  write 
her  as  many  letters  as  she  would  answer.  Until  I  was  mustered 
out  on  March  20,  1866,  we  exchanged  letters  of  a  very  affec- 
tionate character,  neither  of  us  making  any  delay  that  could 
be  avoided.  On  every  occasion  of  Miss  Niles  writing  to  me 
I  had  a  very  clear  dream  of  being  with  her  in  conversation  and 
of  seeing  her  hand  me  a  letter.  I  noted  Ihe  date  of  each  dream, 
and  found  that  all  the  hundred  or  more  letters  she  wrote  were 
written  on  the  dates  of  my  dreams,  and  invariably  at  night. 
There  was  probably  never  a  purer  affection  vibrating  between 
two  mortals  than  between  us  during  that  long  period.  I  returned 
to  Aurora  in  May,  1866,  and  called  to  see  Miss  Niles.  She  had 
grown  from  a  young  school  girl  to  a  really  beautiful  lady  of 
eighteen,  accomplished  in  music  and  refined  in  person.  After  the 
affectionate  greeting  and  tears  of  joy,  usual  on  the  occasion 
of  the  return  of  a  veteran  Union  soldier,  I  said: 

<  Helen,  I  am  here  to  claim  you  for  my  bride!  Will  you  be 
mine?" 

"Yes,  John,  I  will,"  she  replied,  as  we  grasped  hands;  "that's 
what  I  wanted  you  to  say  for  a  long  time!" 

Just  before  leaving  New  Orleans,  on  being  mustered  out 
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of  military  service,  I  dreamed  of  our  marriage,  and  had  pur- 
chased some  jewelry  for  the  prospective  event,  among  which 
was  a  solid  gold  ring,  which  I  placed  with  kisses  upon  her 
finger. 

Every  little  event  of  interest  regarding  us  during  the  pre- 
ceding five  years  was  forcasted  in  dreams,  definitely  as  they 
transpired.  Till  then  and  several  months  later  I  believe  that 
no  two  happier  hearts  lived.  But  in  my  protracted  absence  while 
preparing  for  her  a  suitable  home,  some  meddlesome  neighbors 
and  relatives  broke  up  what  I  had  hoped  would  be  a  happy  mar- 
riage. Tears  flowed  freely  for  some  time,  till  another  affinity 
appeared,  when  my  record  of  five  long  years  of  love  and  war 
was  closed  and  sealed,  and  never  opened  except  in  the  fore- 
going lines. 

In  October,  1862,  just  after  the  battle  of  Corinth,  Mississippi, 
I  had  a  very  remarkable  dream,  in  which  the  entire  seige  of 
Vicksburg  was  forecasted  eight  to  nine  months,  the  siege  lasting 
forty-seven  days.  This  dream  I  related  to  my  mess-mates,  who 
gave  continuous  recognition  of  the  dream  in  the  successive  inci- 
dents attending  that  long  and  desperate  battle,  as  detailed  in 
another  chapter.  I  appeal  to  the  best  judgment  of  great  com- 
manders— that  It  is  not  in  human  wisdom  to  give  the  details  of 
a  great  battle  eight  or  ten  months  before  its  occurrence,  but 
in  this  case  of  prevision  it  was  impossible  for  my  own  mind 
to  play  any  part  whatever,  as  neither  myself  or  any  of  my 
comrades  had  ever  been  near  Vicksburg  nor  knew  anything 
whatever  about  the  topography  of  its  location. 

PSYCHOLOGIC  SUBVENTION. 

"Glad  to  see  you  return,  Captain  Evarts;  your  smiling  face 
compares  ill  with  our  sad  stomachs;  where  did  you  dine?"  was 
the  inquiry  of  Lieutenant  Robinson,  formerly  an  attache  of  the 
Boston  "Banner  of  Light" 

"Yes,  Evarts,  give  an  account  of  yourself;  clear  gone  on 
the  charming  daughter  of  Judge  Hahn,  feasting  high,  while  we 
grow  thin  on  an  empty  larder,"  ejaculated  Captain  Oscar  Jack- 
son, who  stood  six  feet  four  in  his  stockings  and  weighed 
scarcely  one  hundred  and  forty. 

"By  the  horn  spoons!"  chimed  Major  Mitchell,  "not  a  pica- 
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yune  in  our  club,  not  even  a  crust  for  dinner,  this  night  we  feast 
on  water.    Such  is  a  soldier's  life  in  New  Orleans." 

"They  who  live  well,  feast  well;  they  wno  feast  well,  live 
well.  This  a  parable  of  mine,"  said  Evarts.  "If  I  have  loved 
well  I  have  lived  well  and  received  the  Father's  blessing.  If 
you  have  loved  ill  you  have  Hved  ill,  because  your  sins  have 
found  you  out." 

'That  parable  has  both  a  spiritual  and  temporal  signifi- 
cance/' responded  Robinson;  "it  reminds  me  of  a  spiritual  meta- 
phor, somewhere  in  oriental  lore,  that  'whomsoever  asketh  in 
love  for  a  thing  desired  shall  receive  from  the  Father  of  Love 
the  full  measure  of  his  desire.'  Tou  will  find  this  saying  in  the 
Book  of  Zab." 

By  this  time  the  club  room  was  filled  with  graceful  curling 
clouds  of  perique  smoke  from  a  dozen  pipes.  Lieutenant  Robin- 
son apostrophised  eloquently  on  Elijah  being  fed  by  ravens,  how 
that  Christ  fed  four  thousand  with  "seven  loaves  and  a  few 
small  fishes/'  with  plenty  to  spare?  Why  not  Divine  Power  have 
pity  on  us! 

"Yes,"  said  Evarts,  "I  have  read  those  stories,  but  never  saw 
them  put  to  the  test.  What  do  you  say,  boys,  if  we  put  them 
to  the  test  tonight?    I'll  call  on  Zab  for  a  miracle," 

"Agreed,  agreed!"  was  the  general  response,  and  at  Robin- 
son's suggestion  a  magnetic  circle  was  formed,  to  furnish  the 
Lord  of  the  Zabian  Hosts  with  facilities  for  conveying  the  one 
great  need — food  and  plenty  of  it. 

After  an  hour's  silent  sitting,  with  no  encouragement  from 
occult  potentialities,  Captain  Evarts,  to  inspire  a  little  hope 
into  the  stomachs  of  the  hungry  officers,  broke  silence  and  said: 

"What  we  need  most  pressingly  is  plenty  of  money,  and  if 
faith  in  God  can  remove  mountains,  then  why  not  convey  money 
to  us  sufficient  for  our  needs?" 

"All  right,"  said  Jackson;  'let's  appoint  Evarts  our  ambas- 
sador to  God  to  get  what  money  we  need  till  payday  arrives." 
"I  accept  the  agency/  responded  Evarts,  "and  I  hereby  will 
that  the  God  of  our  Aramiac  ancestors  send  me  $600  by  9  a.  m. 
tomorrow;  our  sore  need  is  certainly  worthy  of  any  good  god's 
attention — people  like  us,  fighting  the  country's  battles,  on  river 
water  alone! —it  is  simply  preposterous.  In  the  presence  of 
these  witnesses  I  plead  with  and  command  the  good  god's  of 
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Mars,  Venus  and  Jupiter,  In  the  name  of  Zab,  the  Beautiful 
Man  of  Aecadia,  to  lay  $500  into  my  hands  at  the  appointed  time; 
this  is  my  wiUv  settled,  determined  and  irrevocable !" 

Most  of  our  club  then  refilled  their  pipes  with  the  delicious 
perique,  and  soon  afterward  all  were  gone  to  bed  hungry. 

The  next  morning,  after  guard  mounting,  Captain  Jackson, 
Lieutenant  Robinson  and  myself  were  taking  a  stroll  on  the 
levee  along  the  Mississippi  river  near  the  Tureau  building,  lower 
part  of  New  Orleans,  when  a  little,  weazen-faced  old  man,  a 
French  Jew,  called  to  me  from  a  shop  door,  some  thirty  steps 
away.  I  left  my  companions  on  the  levee  for  awhile  and 
responded  to  the  old  man's  call.  He  asked  me  in,  and  inquired 
if  some  of  the  officers  did  not  wish  to  borrow  money. 

"Yes,"  I  replied;  "I  would  like  to  borrow  a  little,  and  give 
you  good  interest — how  much  have  you  to  lend?" 

"Some  five  or  six  hundred  dollars,"  he  said,  with  a  French 
accent  to  his  speech. 

I  at  once  agreed  on  borrowing  $500,  and  called  the  other 
officers  to  the  shop,  to  let  them  see  that  the  gods  I  had 
propitiated  had  come  to  my  call.  I  felt  deeply  agitated  at  so 
strange  an  event  and  I  said  to  them:  "Divine  Providence  has 
chosen  this  French  jeweler  through  whom  to  place  in  my  hands 
$500."  I  at  once  wrote  a  note  for  same  at  ten  per  cent  interest, 
took  the  money  and  went  away  rejoicing  at  8:30  o'clock  that 
morning  in  fervent  thanks  to  the  Gods,  and  love  for  the  Mes- 
siah of  Aecadia. 

I  would  not  have  been  more  surprised  if  George  Washington 
had  dropped  down  from  the  skies  and  performed  the  same  act, 
as  I  had  never  seen  the  Frenchman  before,  nor  heard  of  his 
existence.  I  afterward  boarded  with  him  and  made  love  to  his 
pretty  daughter.  Our  love  was  purely  platonlc,  however,  and 
frankly  with  no  idea  of  marriage. 

Our  club  from  then  on  enjoyed  good  living  till  the  next 
payday.  If  any  of  the  aforenamed  comrades  are  living  they  can 
attest  to  the  simple  truth  of  the  preceding  statement  Not  one 
of  us  had  any  idea  of  the  possibility  of  borrowing  a  dollar  At 
that  time  in  New  Orleans.  This  Incident  transpired  about  Jan- 
uary first,  1864,  and  all  present  were  officers  in  the  First  United 
States  Cavalry  Corps  d'Afrique,  the  organisation  of  which  regi- 
ment I  commenced  in  October,  1863,  at  New  Iberia,  Louisiana. 
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Had  It  not  been  for  the  merest  circumstance  of  casually 
whiling  away  my  time  over  an  old  cyclopedia  during  dull  and 
monotonous  intervals  of  military  service,  very  likely  I  should 
never  conceived  the  idea  of  appropriating  the  name  of  Zab  for 
one  of  the  titular  characters  of  a  philosophical  book.  And  had 
it  not  been  for  the  remarkable  occurrence  I  have  just  faithfully 
recorded  it  is  probable  the  name  and  its  relations  to  primitive 
civilization  would  have  been  forgotton  and  never  recalled.  It 
had  always  become  my  habit  to  venerate  anything  preserved 
from  the  ancients,  thinking  that  merit  must  have  something  to 
do  with  literature  long  and  carefully  treasured,  and  I  would 
hesitate  frequently  before  condemning  as  absurd  any  piece  of 
writing  concerning  people  whose  life  and  languages  had  lapsed 
into  oblivion.  I  had  seen  the  law  of  central  gravity  clearly 
pictured  in  Shakespearean  drama*  written  a  century  before  the 
time  of  Newton,  and  found  the  doctrine  of  evolution  elaborately 
illustrated  in  Buddhist  literature,  in  Ecclesiastes,  in  the  philoso- 
phy of  Aristottle  and  other  Grecian  writers,  and  I  had  learned 
to  exercise  patience  and  consideration  over  most  any  pretension 
of  prehistoric  import.  80,  on  reading  about  the  Pre-Adamic 
Za^ians;  how  the  Zodiooal  chart  originated  among  their  astrolo- 
gers; how  that  they  were  a  race  famous  for  skill  in  the  arts 
and  the  varied  use  of  tools;  how  that  they  were  the  only  dis- 
tinctive white  race  cited  in  Shemitic  history,  and  which  lived 
under  written  as  well  as  common  laws;  how  that  they  were 
pointed  to  by  the  Israelites  as  a  peculiar  people — this,  and  what 
traces  I  could  find  of  them  in  general  history,  caused  me  to 
feel  deeply  impressed  with  the  study  of  philology,  especially 
in  the  direction  of  the  antediluvian  people  who  flourished  in  a 
state  of  social  culture  centuries  before  the  building  of  Ninnevah 
and  Babylon,  and  to  whom  is  traced,  through  the  dispersion  of 
the  twelve  tribes  of  Israel,  the  civilization,  language  and  wis- 
dom now  enjoyed  by  the  white  races  of  mankind. 

For  some  months  previous  to  the  incident  recorded  in  the 
foregoing  lines  I  had  retired  as  early  as  possible  every  night 
endeavoring  to  become  a  Magi  by  lying  in  a  level  position  on 
my  back  with  extended  limbs  and  closed  eyes.  Though  I  fol- 
lowed the  practice  persistently,  turning  my  mind  to  Inward  con- 
templation tor  three  to  live  hours  at  a  time,  yet  no  apparent 
results  followed,  except  repeatedly  dreaming  of  meeting  a  med- 
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lum  sized  man  of  fair  complexion  and  red  hair  and  beard,  who 
said  he  was  one  of  the  Zabian  race,  named  Zab  after  his  grand- 
father of  the  same  name;  that  his  grandfather  was  a  patriarchal 
governor  of  a  country  bordering  on  the  Caspian  Sea  and  extend- 
ing westward  to  the  river  Euphrates;  that  the  country  was  very 
rich  in  productions,  the  people  of  fair  complexion  and  skilled 
in  the  manufacture  and  use  of  tools;  that  when  he  was  about 
thirty  years  of  age  a  great  army  from  the  east  invaded  their 
land,  seizing  property  of  great  value,  committing  many  depre- 
dations and  driving  away  many  thousand  head  of  cattle— that 
his  grandfather  then -called  all  the  young  men  to  his  castle  and 
sent  them  out  on  the  borders  for  protection,  when  a  short  time 
later  another  army  of  invaders  captured  him  and  put  his  soldiers 
to  the  sword;  that  he  was  among  the  slain;  and  a  year  later 
his  grandfather  died  in  capltivity  at  the  site  of  the  city  now 
known  as  Teheran. 

I  put  little  stress  upon  those  dreams  at  the  time,  as  I  had 
dreams  of  more  immediate  importance,  such  as  forecasting  bat- 
tle scenes  which  proved  literally  true.  But  in  later  years  my 
Zabian  dreams  have  taken  a  revival,  and  only  regret  that  means 
are  lacking  for  me  to  pursue  an  extensive  study  of  that  remark- 
ably progressive  and  intelligent  though  unfortunate  race,  which 
in  its  dispersion  over  the  world,  carried  the  light  of  philosophy 
to  Greece,  Phoenecia,  Palestine,  Syria,  Egypt  and  western 
Europe.  Soon  after  getting  the  $500  aforementioned  the  spirit 
Zab  appeared  in  my  dreams  again,  smiling  cordially,  and  said: 
"An  Akkad  Magician  directed  the  loan  of  that  money/' 

The  "Book  of  Zab/*  referred  to  by  Lieutenant  Robinson,  I 
have  never  been  able  to  find,  and  I  lost  the  memorandum  he 
gave  me  in  reference  to  it.  I  am  confident,  however,  it  was 
among  some  apochraphal  publications  of  an  old  German  book 
concern  in  New  York. 

In  August,  1863,  after  having  a  chaffing  discipline  of  over 
two  years  as  a  private  soldier,  I  began  to  yearn  for  release 
from  the  unpleasant  task  of  serving  under  officers  who  had 
all  along  failed  to  recognize  in  me  a  fit  person  for  promotion, 
though  they  had  generally  called  on  me  to  perform  the  clerical 
work  of  the  company.  At  this  time  I  was  chosen  adjutant  of  a 
battalion  of  cavalry  commanded  by  Major  James  Grant  Wilson, 
who  was  a  genial  fellow  of  literary  aspirations,  and  claimed  to 
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be  a  near  kinsman  of  Sir  Christopher  North.  One  morning  I 
awoke  from  a  dream,  in  which  I  met  my  brother  George,  who 
was  a  member  of  the  Tenth  Missouri  cavalry,  and  who  was  killed 
a  few  months  before  in  a  fight  with  the  Confederates  at  Tus- 
cumbia,  Alabama.  In  that  dream  he  told  me  to  write  to  Gen- 
eral Banks,  who  was  then  commandant  of  the  Department  of 
the  Gulf  with  headquarters  at  New  Orleans.  He  advised  me  to 
urge  General  Banks  to  order  the  organization  of  a  regiment  of 
colored  cavalry  by  making  choice  selections  from  the  many  thou- 
sands of  negroes  that  were  being  then  recruited  at  New  Orleans 
for  military  service,  and  in  my  request  ask  for  a  commission. 
The  dream  deeply  impressed  me  to  write  such  a  letter  which 
I  did  at  once,  and  showed  it  to  Major  Wilson,  telling  him  that 
in  the  event  of  such  an  organization  there  would  be  a  fine 
opportunity  for  his  promotion  to  the  rank  of  colonel.  The  sug- 
gestion pleased  him,  and  within  two  hours  he  was  in  the  presence 
of  General  Banks  with  my  letter.  In  Masonry  they  were 
brothers.  General  Banks  at  once  approved  my  proposition  and 
issued  me  a  commission  as  First  Lieutenant,  with  orders  to 
enlist  colored  men  for  the  First  United  States  Cavalry  Corps 
d'Afrlque.  Lator  on  Major  Wilson  was  commissioned  colonel 
of  the  same  regiment,  and  detailed  as  an  Aide  d'Camp  for  Gen- 
eral Banks. 

I  will  leave  it  for  the  reader  to  say  how  much  this  incident 
is  a  matter  of  psychologic  subvention.  I  have  simply  made  an 
accurate  report  of  it  without  color  or  extenuation,  as  I  have 
and  will  of  every  remimiscence  in  this  book.  As  for  myself,  I 
have  always  felt  sure  that  had  it  not  been  for  the  appearance 
of  my  brother  in  the  dream  and  his  suggestion  I  should  not 
have  risen  from  the  menial  position  of  a  private  soldier  to  that 
of  a  man  of  authority,  with  my  compensation  increased  from 
sixteen  to  one  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  a  month.  I  really  felt 
to  thank  God  for  this  spiritual  intercession. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 
Dominion  of  Love  In   Man. 

It  having  been  the  bent  of  my  mind  to  cause  my  feet  to 
wander  considerably  about  the  globe,  I  visited  and  tolled  in  many 
cities  of  many  states.  When  reading  Fouriers  social  Ethics  I 
was  strongly  impressed  with  the  notable  passage,  that  "attrac- 
tions are  proportionate  to  destinies/'  and  with  another  passage, 
that  each  enlightened  man  finds  but  one  female  affinity  in  a 
community  of  a  thousand  people.  These  sayings  of  Fourier 
tallied  closely  wjth  my  own  experience.  Whenever  I  entered 
a  new  town  I  was  careful  to  arrive  with  my  heart  free  from 
female  entanglements,  as  near  as  possible,  and  almost  Inva- 
riably I  made  the  delightful  discovery  that  each  town  of  one 
or  two  thousand  population  afforded  me  at  least  one  girl  who 
responded,  unreservedly  to  my  affectlonal  emotions,  and  whose 
love  and  mine  generated  that  enthralling  ecstacy  and  Joyful 
infatuation  which  true  lovers  feel,  but  seldom  have  the  language 
to  describe.  I  always  dreaded  to  tarry  long  in  a  large  town,  on 
account  of  the  awful  consuming  misery  of  the  extreme  emotional 
agitation  invariably  resulting  from  great  fondness  for  several 
girls  at  the  same  time  in  the  same  locality.  Thus  I  guided  my 
destiny  under  restricted  attractions. 

I  was  pensively  ruminating  in  the  foregoing  manner  over 
the  possible  infelicity  awaiting  me  in  a  coming  of  hateful  pur- 
gatorial bondage,  when  a  sharp  clicking  of  the  door  bell  an- 
nounced the  arrival  of  my  confidential,  though  critical  friend, 
Billie  Waynick. 

'Take  a  sea  Waynick;  listen  to  what  I  have  written,  old 
boy;  lovers,  you  know,  are  always  allowed  the  comfort  of 
soliloquizing  over  the  joys  and  sorrows,  laughter  and  tears,  of 
my  five-score  or  more  of  the  sweetest  Infatuations  ever  known 
to  mortal.  Pity  'tis,  dear  Billie,  that  you  fret  and  worry  over 
the  troubles  and  heartaches  of  loving  only  one,  and  that  one 
a  half  shattered  affinity :H 


84 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


" Worse  than  that,  old  duffer;  we  quarreled  today,  and  she 
left  me  never  to  return.  This  is  the  third  time  the  same 
event  happened  in  a  year;  it's  just  awful — I'd  rather  die  than 
have  her  leave  me!     But  the  devil  take  her  now.' 

"Take  a  cigar,  Billie.  I  wager  the  wine  it'B  a  sad  case  of 
love,  jealousy,  and  worn-out  appreciation  on  both  sides.  A 
childless  marriage  seldom  endures  for  long." 

"Better  love  and  be  deceived  than  never  love  at  all,"  re- 
sponded Waynick. 

"Ah,  yes,"  said  I;  "but  poor  consolation.  Better  quit  while 
love  is  warm  than  await  deception's  storm.  Better  love  without 
a  wife  than  rush  blindly  into  strife.  Better  strike  our  passions 
down  than  rob  our  loves  of  glory's  crown." 

'That  may  be  good  philosophy,"  said  Waynick,  "but  bad 
verse,  and  unpardonable  cruelty  to  your  hundred  disappointed 
hearts  yearning  for  happiness.  It  seems  to  me  demoniacal  to 
win  the  confiding  heart  of  a  girl,  then  cast  her  away.  With 
due  respect  to  your  own  feelings  as  between  us,  I  want  to  say 
that  no  hell  can  be  hot  enough  for  a  man,  who  allures  young 
girls'  emotions  to  blend  with  his  overpowering  passions,  and 
then  in  a  fickle  moment  strikes  down  his  idol.  I  see  no  merit 
in  your  multiplicity  of  love  affairs,  but  on  the  contrary  intoler- 
able wickedness.  I  would  dreadfully  hate  to  have  a  sister  of 
mine  a  victim  of  your  hypnotic  flirtations." 

"Billie,  you  appear  inconsistent,"  I  said.  "Was  you  not 
saying  a  moment  ago,  'better  love  and  be  deceived  than  never 
love  at  all?'" 

"True,  I  appear  Inconsistent;  but  knowing  as  I  do  of  your 

innumerable  flirtations,  fond  hopes  blasted,  hearts  broken,  dazed 
Imaginations,  terrible  griefs  and  disconsolate  lives  necessarily 
following  your  successive  triumphs,  I  would  rather  suffer  anni* 
hilatlon  than  meet  your  doom  if  there  is  retribution  after 
death." 

"I  aver,  my  dear  Waynick,"  I  replied,  'that  your  conception 
of  my  danger  is  correct,  and  that  I  am  deserving  the  extreme 
tortures  of  both  frozen  and  flaming  hells,  were  I  guilty  of  whole- 
sale breaking  of  female  hearts,  as  you  view  my  position.  But 
to  all  of  your  inferences  of  guilt  on  my  part,. I  plead  Innocences- 
pure  and  undefiled  innocence!" 

"Then,  pray,  my  good  old  chum,"  inquired  Waynick,  "upon 
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what  hypothesis  can  you  justify  your  everlasting  lovemaking 
with  innocent  girls,  in  the  sight  of  a  just  and  righteous  judge,  in 
the  sight  of  God,  if  there  is  such  a  conscious  being." 

"Really,  friend  Waynick,  this  subject  is  getting  interesting,** 
I  answered.  "You  have  completely  driven  me  to  defend  myself 
or  perish,  for  I  believe  in  such  a  God,  in  the  plural  number; 
I  believe  every  sin  will  have  its  adequate  punishment,  even 
under  the  appeal  for  mercy.  But,  my  dear  Waynick,  I  have 
never,  in  the  remotest  degree,  sinned  against  any  innocent  girl, 
nor  have  I  ever,  in  my  long  life,  deceived  or  led  any  confiding 
girl  astray.  Before  you  and  high  heaven,  before  the  beautiful 
gods  and  all  the  bright  angels,  I  have  ever  been  a  helper  in- 
stead of  a  hurter  of  every  sweet  girl  of  my  acquaintance  of 
high  or  low  degree.  I  call  upon  every  girl  who  has  known 
ecstacy  in  my  loving  attentions  to  say  that  I  have  ever  been 
unmindful  of  her  moral  and  spiritual  well  being.*' 

'But  what  can  you  say  of  the  sore  disappointments  result- 
ing from  promiscuous  love  infatuations?"  retorted  Waynick. 

"Not  in  any  instance,"  said  I,  "did  I  ever  seek  the  company 
of  a  lady  without  telling  her  frankly  my  intentions  toward  her 
— pure  platonic  friendship,  with  no  conjugal  purposes;  that 
moral  and  intellectual  companionship  was  the  ideal  of  my 
life.  If  a  man  is  an  interesting  companion,  and  is  inwardly 
honest  in  such  professions,  the  girl  will  realise  the  fact  in 
her  feelings,  and  confide  her  love  to  her  lover's  keeping,  and 
'the  little  birds  make  joyful  music  in  her  trusting  heart' " 

"But  what  if  the  girl  in  such  a  case  is  involuntarily  seized 
with  uncontrollable  desire  for  marriage?  And  what  if  the  spell 
of  enamored  desire  Increases  violently  day  by  day — what  duty 
of  honor  have  you  then  to  perform?'  Waynick  passively  sub- 
mitted. 

"Why,"  I  answered,  "marry  the  girl  and  be  to  her  a  gentle 
and  loving  husband;  or,  if  not  marriage,  then  be  the  lovingest. 
lover  possible,  till  she  is  weaned  of  her  conjugal  spell.     No 
girl  will  ever  suffer  injury  with  a  pure,  honest  lover,  but  unfold 
beautifully  in  mind,  spirit  and  body. 

"My  dear  Waynick,  before  you  came  in  I  had  been  writing 
my  apology  for  loving  so  many  girls  in  my  life  time.  Having 
read  in  the  Testament  that  God  is  love,  and  therefore  the  soul 
of  all  life  is  love,  I  concluded  to  write  love's  apostrophe.    This 


86 


Digitized  by 


Google 


idea  was  good  enough  for  me,  and  with  a  few  moments  of  your 
patient  attention  I  will  endeavor  to  show  you  that  when  two 
hearts  beat  as  one  they  are  very  near  the  soul  that  permeates 
all  life  and  inspires  all  mind.  Is  it  not  the  pure  human  love  in 
rapturous  ecstacy  that  publishes  the  purposes  and  laws  of  the 
Compassionate  God?  Read  now  my  poem.  It  is  somewhat  like, 
indeed,  very  like,  an  inspiration,  from  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 

The  mysterious  Soul  of  Life  is  never  trying  to  keep  its 
secrets  hidden,  however  carefully  treasured  and  guarded.  Like 
the  little  maid  with  her  pretty  dolls,  who  jealously  arrays  them 
in  gaudy  colors,  and  places  them  away  from  prying  eyes  in 
her  mother's  bureau,  but  is  over-delighted  to  run  and  get  them 
to  show  as  often  as  possible,  so  nature  is  on  the  alert  to  exhibit 
her  sweetest  loveliness  to  every  passing  eye.  With  tongues 
as  numerous  as  sun  rays  and  as  flattering  as  a  wooing  lover 
the  Soul  of  Life  beckons  all  life  to  come  to  its  feasts  of  beauty, 
allures  all  life  to  see  and  admire,  kiss  and  caress  its  myriad 
forms  of  faultless  mould  and  sip  the  sweet  nectar  of  love  from 
her  reddening  lips.  We  marvel  at  the  mysterious  activity 
of  the  Soul  of  Life — how  it  transforms  crude  and  rough  shapes 
into  forms  of  loveliness!  How  limestone  rocks  dissolve  and 
reappear  in  blooming  vines,  trees  of  rich  foliage  and  flowers 
that  inspire  delight.  See  the  golden,  flaxen  or  raven  locks  of 
beautiful  maidens,  it  is  there;  the  eyes  of  lustrous  black,  that 
ravish  the  heart  in  livid  joy,  It  is  there;  in  the  eyes  of  blue,  or 
brown,  or  gray,  that  awaken  the  souls  of  men  to  the  light  of 
love  and  passion,  it  is  there.  In  the  prattling  babe,  in  the 
crimson  flush  of  youth,  in  manhood's  stately  vigor,  in  declining 
age,  the  Soul  of  Life  is  every  moment  present;  delicately  present 
in  infantile  frolic;  fiercely  In  youthful  sports,  in  the  passions, 
emotions,  firey  loves  and  thoughtful  energies  of  men  and  women, 
and  mildly  again  in  the  fading  vision  of  declining  age. 

The  Soul  of  Life  abides  in  every  Anthony  who  kneels  in 
adoration  at  the  feet  of  his  Cleopatra,  in  every  Othello  who 
lavishes  his  maddened  emotions  upon  his  enamored  Desdemona; 
it  equally  guides  the  hand  that  sends  a  javelin  into  the  brea*t 
of  the  unfaithful  wife,  or.  the  dagger  into  the  heart  of  Caesar. 
It  stands  sponsor  to  every  act  of  faith,  every  infliction  of 
treachery;  to  every  freak  of  jealousy,  every  blessing  of  fidelity 
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and  confidence;  was  sentiment  to  Hamlet's  loyalty,  and  guided 
the  vengeance  of  Gloucester. 

Passion  is  the  companion  of  emotion.  That  I  love  you, 
means  that  passion  thrills  in  me  the  same  emotion  it  thrills  In 
thee — both  are  conscious  of  the  same  vivid  flash  of  feeling. 
Passion  is  above  inanimate  matter,  and  has  belongings  not  re- 
lated to  visible  substance.  It  comes  to  matter  and  departs  from 
it,  attended  by  consciousness — in  the  infant's  cry  and  death's 
agony.  It  primarily  belongs  to  the  invisible,  not  to  the  visible 
Clothing  itself  with  matter,  readily  transforming  crude  sub- 
stance to  its  use,  it  as  readily  discards  its  habiliments;  when 
death  separates  the  soul  from  the  body,  passion  tarries  not  with 
the  body  in  dissolution,  but  at  once  disappears  with  the  soul. 
In  death,  every  wish,  will,  taste,  feeling,  emotion  of  love  impulse 
of  hate,  anger,  fear,  aspiration  or  motive  of  revence,  which  had 
been  present  in  the  body  have  gone  away  with  the  mind  to 
invisible  abiding — the  stark  corpse  is  totally  deserted. 

Men  and  women  gossip  the  secrets  which  hide  behind  the 
mystic  veil  of  substance — emotion,  passion,  voice,  facial  lines, 
eyes,  tones  of  voice,  motions  and  attitude  tell  if  the  spirit  is  ill 
or  well  suited  in  its  abiding  place — in  firey,  quivering,  thrilling 
sensation,  the  soul  executes  its  music.  Through  the  organs  of 
sensation — the  viols,  trumpets,  pipes  and  bassoons  of  the  soul — 
streams  the  symphonies  of  heaven  in  rythmic  harmony. 

Passion  emanates  from  the  soul  of  beauty;  enriches  the 
bloom  of  life;  is  the  servant  of  life  in  its  terrestrial  pilgrimage. 
It  is  the  mainspring  of  life  in  generation,  waiting  maid  on 
every  holiday,  and  presiding  genius  at  every  festivity.  It  has 
individual  being  and  knows  its  necessities;  it  is  self-continent 
embodies  the  essence  of  combustion,  and  will  suffer  no  repres- 
sion. Like  fire  under  confinement,  it  reacts  in  terror  toward 
every  obstacle  to  its  liberty.  It  is  mistress  at  the  vintage  over 
the  sweetest  wines  of  life,  from  which  the  millions  drink  with 
unceasing  thirst  The  continuity  of  law  attends  it  everywhere, 
with  attraction  and  repulsion,  as  evident  as  magnetic  polarity, 
and  as  evident  as  elective  affinity  in  chemical  combination.  Its 
demands  are  Imperative,  and  its  edicts  require  compliance  at 
all  haazrds.  To  flee  from  the  behests  of  passion  or  the  aluro- 
ments  of  love  would  involve  an  abandonment  of  bodily  and 
mental  development— rendering  the  one  a  victim  of  consuming 
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debility  and  the  other  a  melancholy  dwarf.  Obstruct  the  free- 
dom of  passional  affinity,  as  in  the  priesthood*  and  it  will  leap 
all  barriers  and  enter  the  domains  of  lore  like  a  thief  or 
robber.  Ostracise  it  as  sin,  and  it  will  stealthily  take  the  risk 
of  divine  displeasure. 

Whatever  Intervention  credulity  may  set  up,  passion  con- 
tinually reasserts  that  the  idealization  of  heaven  is  to  live  for- 
ever in  emotional  affinity  with  those  we  love.  It  employs 
intelligence  in  its  advocacy,  and,  supported  by  the  subtlety  of 
thought,  in  a  cultured  state  it  ever  looms  in  perennial  glory. 
Life  is  a  trust;  spiritually,  of  free  will;  materially,  of  fate — 
free  to  act,  but  fated  to  responsibility.  It  Is  an  earnest  in 
Nature  that  man  is  endued  with  fullness  of  passion,  the 
maid  with  entrancing  beauty,  and  a  heart  which  swells 
with  emotion,  with  rosy  lips  of  ardorous  curve,  with 
crimson  cheeks  as  soft  as  eiderdown,  and  hair  of  charm- 
ing luster;  in  giving  to  man  stateliness  and  symmetry  of  form, 
swift-flowing  virility,  and  a  spirit  enchanted  by  the  loveliness 
and  beauty  of  woman.  Tis  an  earnest  in  every  manly  heart  to 
chant  love's  melody  and  write  its  vow.  Who  questions  he  loves, 
questions  the  sincerity  of  his  own  soul,  for  love  is  an  inalienable 
part  of  being— the  Soul  of  Being.  Query  not  why  love  is  free, 
or  why  the  passions  fiercely  burn. 

Why  do  I  loveT    Why  love  the  waves  to  flow. 

The  flowers  to  bloom,  or  stars  to  brightly  glow? 

Canst  tell  why  thirsts  for  fountains  yearn. 

Why  evening  fires  on  hearth-stones  burn? 

Why  troubled  waters  kiss  the  sky, 

Why  light  respondent  meets  the  eye? — 

Why  thought  for  life  eternal  burns, 

Why  traction  every  balance  turns? 

Why  fertile  life  floats  in  the  air. 

Why  dying  life  revives  in  pair?-— 

Then  you  have  drank  the  mystic  wine 

That  vivifies  this  heart  of  mine. 
Passion  is  an  earnest  in  every  maiden's  breast,  ever  re» 
sponding  to  love's  appeal: 

'Thank  God,  I  love!'  Let  me  count  the  ways: 
I  love  to  the  depth  and  breath  and  height 
My  soul  can  reach  when  feeling  out  of  sight. 
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To  the  ends  of  Being  and  ideal  grace, 
I  love  to  the  level  of  every  day's 

Most  quiet  need  and  joy's  sweet  light; 

I  love  most  freely,  as  men  strive  for  right; 
I  love  most  purely,  as  they  turn  from  praise; 
1  love  with  a  love  I  seem  to  lose 
In  loving  with  passion  put  to  use; 

In  forgotten  griefs  and  childhood's  faith, 

In  idols  lost,  I  love  with  every  breath, 
With  smiles,  and  all  my  tears;  and  if  God  choose 
That  life  eternal  shall  with  love  infuse, 

My  love  shall  be  the  sweeter  after  death." 

The  Soul  of  Life  inspired  Shakespearean  dramatic  art,  as 
love  inspires  the  beauty  of  every  act  and  every  function  cf 
human  action,  because  the  Light  of  Life  is  love. 

"Now,  not  for  looking  on  a  woman's  face 
Tou  have  in  that  forsworn  the  use  of  eyes; 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world 
Teaches  such  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye? 

Learning  is  but  an  adjunct  of  ourself. 

And  where  we  are.  our  learning  likewise  is; 
Then,  when  ourselves  we  see  in  ladies'  eyes, 
Do  we  not  likewise  see  our  learning  there?   - 
Love,  first  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 
Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain, 
But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements 
Courses  as  swift  as  thought  in  every  power, 
And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power 
Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 
Subtle  as  a  sphinx,  as  sweet  and  musical 
As  bright  Appolo's  lute  strung  with  his  hair, 
When  love  speaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  gods 
Makes  heaven  drowsy  with  the  harmony. 
Never  durst  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write 
Until  his  ink  is  tempered  with  love's  sighs. 
O,  then  his  lines  would  ravish  savage  ears, 
And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility, 
From  women's  eyes  this  doctrine  I  derive: 
They  sparkle  still  the  right  Promethean  fire— 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academies 
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That  show,  contain,  and  nourish  all  the  world, 
Else  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent, 
For  charity  itself  fulfills  the  law, 
And  who  can  sever  love  from  charity?" 

Thus  Shakespeare  chanted  the  praise  of  love's  imperial 
grace;  thus  every  soul  of  man  shall  chant  which  rises  out  of 
darkness  into  light. 

Each  new  phenomena  of  love  comes  like  a  Hamlet  seeking 
his  kingdom,  demanding  his  birthright,  like  an  enraptured 
spirit,  accustomed  to  paradise;  like  an  enchanting  spell,  making 
its  own  world,  with  new  life,  new  scenes,  new  inspirations. 
Oblivious  to  rhetoric,  art  and  philosophy,  with  one  grand  impulse, 
we  see  the  lovely  is  beautiful,  and  the  beautiful  is  lovely,  as 
one  is  the  index  or  radiation  of  the  other  in  every  nerve,  tissue, 
membrane  and  filament;  and  we  know  a  mind  is  beautiful  that 
ushers  itself  into  a  beautiful  form,  and  every  new  form  of 
beauty  Inspires  a  new  universe  of  thought  and  sentiment  for  its 
own  glory.  We  approach  our  loved  ones  with  an  audacious 
trust  in  the  truth  of  their  hearts,  with  no  fear  that  the  meshes 
of  love  are  brittle,  to  be  broken  like  frost-work  or  glass  thread, 
but  the  strongest  bindings  known  among  men,  and  though  states 
dissolve  and  mansions  crumble,  we  are  secure  midst  the  smiles 
of  love,  which  charm  strife  into  peace,  and  survive  the  ravages 
of  age,  want  and  danger. 

The  insight  of  immortality  has  its  birth  in  love,  because 
love  is  buoyant  in  life  and  abhors  interruption.  Fitted  to  every 
condition  of  life  and  mind,  love  is  sincere  or  coy,  delicate  or 
obstinate,  morose  or  cheerful,  true  or  dissembling,  tender  or 
harsh,  suiting  serene  or  boisterous  moments,  rough  or  smooth 
paths,  comfort  or  distress.  It  is  a  free  agent,  seeking  its  own 
idols,  and  prefers  to  shape  its  own  eternity — itself  fated,  it 
defies  fate.  It  is  self-elective,  but  the  whole  race  of  man  ap- 
proves its  authority.  AH  stand  in  awe  at  its  approach,  and 
move  aside  that  its  passage  goes  unhindered.  We  worship  at 
its  shrine,  offer  sacrifices,  and  propitiate  its  favor.  We  delve 
in  dark  mines  to  bring  it  treasure,  brave  watery  graves  for 
gems  to  adorn  its  sovereignty.  Its  spell  gives  music  Its  charms, 
art  its  inspiration,  learning  its  benefit,  and  without  it  hope 
is  without  a  motive. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 
Love's  Mission  in  High  Culture. 

My  friend  Waynick  came  around  to  my  rooms  the  evening 
following  the  interview  in  the  preceding  chapter,  arrayed  in  a 
line  new  suit  just  made  by  the  artist  tailor,  Max  Morris.  He 
looked  unusually  bright  and  cheerful,  though  struggling  under 
emotional  agitation.  Sighing  deeply,  as  If  trying  to  extricate 
himself  from  a  mental  burden,  he  said: 

"Well,  Evarts.  I  am  free  from  the  snares  of  that  fickle 
woman!  Tomorrow  I  leave  for  parts  unknown,  never  to  be  heard 
from  by  any  mortal,  except  you,  and  perhaps  not  you." 

"Ah,  Waynick,  dear  boy,  you  surprise  me,"  I  replied.  "Don't 
be  rash;  let's  apply  the  arts  of  high  culture  in  love  matters — 
why  not  in  love  as  well  as  in  social  ethics,  poetry,  logic,  music, 
art?  We  vow  by  science  in  everything  but  love;  why  not  vow 
by  science  in  love?" 

"Fudge,  fudge!"  exclaimed  he.  "Love  is  a  delusion,  a  snare, 
demonical,  accursed!  What  other  name  has  woman  than  frailty? 
Live  noble,  she  is  ignoble;  trust  her,  she  will  deceive;  be 
wealthy,  she  is  vain;  be  proud,  she  is  jealous;  give  her  liberty, 
she  is  a  tyrant;  give  her  money,  she  goes  to  the  devil!" 

"Hark— listen!  The  door  bell."  Mrs.  Waynick  enters, 
veiled.    Waynick  had  suddenly  disappeared  by  a  side  exit. 

'1  called,"  said  she,  "to  ask  your  advice.  Has  he  been  here 
today?  Can  you  not  reconcile  us?  I  love  him;  he  loves  me 
desperately;  I  know  it;  I'd  rather  die  than  leave  him.  Both 
terribly  jealous,  and  we  quarrel  all  the  time.  He  is  always  good 
and  kind;  but  his  handsome  manners,  bewitches  every  girl  who 
sees  him!    O,  I  cannot  stand  it!" 

"Mrs.  Waynick,  he  has  made  you  a  fine  home,  has  he  not?" 
I  inquired. 

"O,  yes,  Indeed,"  she  replied.  "No  woman  has  a  better  home 
or  a  more  attentive  husband." 

"Tour  living  and  dress?"  I  asked. 

*1 


Digitized  by 


Google 


"All  that  heart  can  wish/'  she  replied. 

"Yet  you  visit  numerous  places  of  assignation  almost  daily, 
do  you  not?'  I  inquired. 

"No,  indeed;  who  told  you  so?  I  only  go  occasionally  to  find 
out  if  he  is  consorting  with  ladies  of  the  half- world,  and  he  caught 
me  in  my  search!  O,  dear,  we  never  can  be  reconciled!  It  was 
my  Jealousy.  O,  so  awful!  What  shall  I  do?"  and  she  sobbed 
hysterically. 

''Mrs.  Waynlck,"  said  I,  "your  husband's  business  confines 
him  away  from  home  twelve  hours  a  day.  Yet  in  his  impera- 
tively busy  hours  he  knows  you  meet  gentlemen  by  appointment 
here  in  Omaha  for  pleasure  drives.  Your  beauty,  your  dress  nt 
his  hands,  your  fetching  style,  your  artistic  facial  make-up,  your 
vivacity,  your  alluring  eyes,  your  marked  graceful  figure,  your 
white  jeweled  hands,  your  flashing  diamonds,  these  outward 
signs  of  inward  motives,  have  made  your  hell,  have  chained  you 
to  misery — they  have  invited  the  elements  of  social  disaster! 
They  beckoned  to  the  baser  qualities  of  men;  they  threw  youi 
life  under  suspicion,  and  once  the  cloud  of  suspicion  gathers 
around  the  life  of  woman,  seldom,  if  ever,  can  it  be  lifted.  So 
the  gods  have  decreed.  Your  husband  goes  tomorrow  from  you 
forever-" 

O,  Mr.  Bvarts,  what  can  I  do?  I  mean  well;  I  am  not 
bad;  I  was  foolish;  social  glitter  turned  my  head.  Is  he  surely 
gone?     Great  God,  have  mercy!" 

"Good  night,  Mrs.  Waynlck,"  I  said,  in  pacifying  tone,  as 
she  started  to  leave.  "You  will  see  him  no  more.  You  have 
the  empty  cage,  but  no  birds.  Plant  flowers,  love  flowers,  be 
pure  in  heart — remember,  roses  have  their  thorns." 

She  was  gone;  a  moment  later  Waynick  returned. 

"I  would  give  all  I  hope  to  have  In  .life,"  said  he,  "if  I  could 
be  as  happy  as  you  are  with  Ray  Smith.  She  is  a  poem  of 
beauty,  loveliness,  virtue  and  nobility  of  mind.  Not  a  stain  on 
her  life;  admired  by  all,  yet  no  evil  lurks  in  her  pathway.  You'll 
marry  her,  and  proud  I'll  be  to  know  your  happiness." 

'Yes,  friend  Waynlck,  she  is  as  pure  as  she  is  beautiful,  as 
Incorruptible  as  she  Is  rich  in  love.  It  would  be  profanity  to 
her  angelic  love  to  suggest  a  single  thought  of  marriage.  We 
hie  ourselves  away  to  the  groves;  hours  pass  unnoticed  while 
we  rehearse  legends  of  paradise,  not  lost,  but  paradise  real, 
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and  birds  sit  pensively  listening  as  if  envying  her  pretty  songs. 
I  kissed  a  ring  onto  her  pink-white  hand,  worshipping  at  her  feet. 
Do  I  love  her?  It  is  divlnest  worship,  supreme  idolatry.  Joy 
ineffable,  infinite  bliss  to  see  her  eyes  or  hear  her  voice.  The 
gods,  whose  souls  are  pure  as  crystal  vapor,  should  worship  at 
the  feet  of  Ray,  sweet  angel  and  light  of  my  heart.  Interpose 
marriage?  To  hint  so  base  a  thought  would  tarnish  the  shrine 
of  my  excessive  adoration.  By  night  or  day  her  image  is  in  my 
soul  as  if  transfixed — how  could  I  be  so  rash  to  offer  trans- 
position of  this  Ray  of  love  at  risk  of  matrimonial  hell? 

"Friend  Waynick,  before  you  leave  me,  I  wish  *o  see  you 
well  on  the  way  to  mundane  heaven,  where  the  subtle  alchemy 
of  the  soul  converts  passion  into  love,  where  even  lusts  by 
transmutation  are  made  into  diadems  of  ecstacy.  Is  it  truly 
scientific?  Tes,  that  invisible  love  in  all  its  potentiality  eman- 
ates from  passion  in  cultured  transmutation — true,  yes,  as  true 
as  delicious  fruits  arise  through  culture  from  bitter  sodomy  al- 
monds. Would  I  spoil  -the  love  of  my  soul  Ray  by  the  rough 
usage  of  marriage?  Let  the  angels  say  no;  rather  cherish  deli- 
cately, tenderly,  the  idols  of  our  hearts.  Before  you  place  the 
marriage  noose  around  your  neck  again,  dear  boy,  try  and  mem- 
orize the  warning  words  of  Voltaire,  which  I  have  so  often 
quoted  for  your  delectation  and  my  own  gratification.  Let  me 
again  recite  them.  Voltaire  seemed  inspired  with  the  genius  of 
my  ideal  love  under  the  benefit  of  culture — the  sweet  ecstatic 
friendship  known  only  to  those  who  intensely  affinitlze  above 
the  sway  of  passion.     Listen:  , 

Divlnest  friendship,  perfect  happiness, 
The  one  emotion  that  can  bear  excess — 
Whoe're  in  pleasure's  quest  the  hours  employ, 
Learn  both  to  recognize  and  to  enjoy; 
Pleasures  are  flowers,  which  our  Master's  care 
M1d  thorns  and  briers  makes  to  blossom  fair — 
Each  has  its  season,  and  a  later  bloom 
May  still  survive  to  cheer  the  winter's  gloom; 
In  plucking  them  the  touch  should  gently  rest, 
For  tender  beauty  wilts  if  harshly  pressed. 
Then  mark  the  peril,  if  you  lavish  cast 
All  Flora's  sweet  words  in  one  voluptuous  blast; 
But  wiser  to  abstain,  and  leave  unknown 
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The  blight,  retaining  joys  which  are  our  own. 
Luckless  the  drone,  with  leisure's  load  oppressed, 
Who  loses  power  to  freshen  failing  zest — 
Joys  unbought  no  laws  of  life  bestow, 
Spontaneous  harvests  spring  not  here  below. 

'It  is  thus  under  culture,  dear  Waynick,  that  the  fruitions 
of  pure  love  are  secured.  It  cost  me  infinite  culture  to  secure 
the  joyful  compensation  of  love  unmixed  with  hate,  of  pleasure 
unattended  with  misery.  However  strong  and  turbulent  human 
passions  may  flow,  and  none  on  earth  stronger  than  my  own, 
when  they  pass  through  the  refining  crucible  of  thorough  cul- 
ture the  devil  that  was  originally  in  them  is  scared  away.  De- 
mons allow  they  better  flee  from  a  symbol  of  the  cross.  May  the 
ministering  angels  of  campassion  be  with  you." 

"FareweU,  Evarts;  I  will  seek  my  ideal  life  in  new  and  to  me 
unknown  society,"  said  Waynick,  on  taking  leave;  "I  realize 
now,  we  must  reap  as  we  sow,  though  late  in  learning  the  lesson. 
I  see  now  the  meaning  of  the  parable  of  the  Judean  philosopher, 
no  marriage  in  heaven — no  unmixed  good  in  marriage.  In  mar- 
riage I  would  do  good  but  evil  is  present.     Good-bye  forever!" 

Poor  Waynick,  a  versatile  scholar,  a  poet,  an  honest  man, 
left  Omaha  scarred  by  misalliance,  but  wiser  from  experience, 
finds  restoration  in  culture.  But  woman,  poor  woman,  once 
blighted  by  vanity,  painted  vanity,  frail  and  wavering,  grief- 
stricken  and  faded,  never  survives  the  breach  of  her  vow.  The 
terrible  irony  of  fate  seems  quick  in  vengence  on  the  woman 
not  cultured  in  control  of  her  emotions,  for  with  her  is  intrusted 
the  hope  of  mankind.  Fidelity  brooks  no  compromise  in 
woman. 


Disenchanted. 


On  an  afternoon  in  May,  1854,  at  Grand  Rapids,  Michigan,  I 
observed  a  young  girl,  about  sixteen  years  of  age,  very  attractive 
in  appearance,  calling  from  house  to  house,  as  I  afterward 
learned,  in  search  of  work.  As  evening  approached  I  saw  the 
same  girl  walking  the  streets  with  several  of  the  town  boys 
following  her,  plying  her  with  frolicsome  questions.  I  instantly 
went  to  her,  as  if  by  inspired  impulse,  and  said: 

"Miss,  may  I  speak  to  you  a  moment?" 
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"Yes,  sir;  I  have  searched  for  work  all  day  in  vain,  and 
now  I  dont  know  where  to  go,  and  those  boys  are  tormenting; 
me!" 

"Come  with  me,  Miss,  and  111  rind  you  a  place,"  I  told  her; 
"I  will  protect  you  from  harm.  I  will  set  you  proper  lodging 
for  tonight  and  tomorrow  get  you  a  place  to  work.  Please  teU 
me  your  name? 

"My  name  Is  Sadie  Porter— I  just  got  here  this  morning 
on  the  stage  from  Kalamazoo,"  she  replied. 

'Have  you  any  friends  here?"  I  asked. 

"No,  I  don't  know  any  one  here,  and  my  parents,  who  lire 
on  a  farm  near  Ypsllantl,  don't  know  where  I  am,"  she  said, 
plaintively. 

We  walked  to  the  Eagle  hotel,  where  I  was  well  known.  I 
explained  to  the  landlord  the  situation  of  the  girl,  paid  for  her 
room,  and  in  the  parlor  conversed  with  her  an  hour  or  so,  In 
which  she  told  me  the  secret  of  her  trouble. 

She  was  only  a  little  past  fifteen  years;  against  her  parents' 
wishes  she  was  affianced  to  a  neighbor's  son.  In  her  thought- 
lessness she  listened  to  his  proposal  of  eloping,  and  went 'to 
Kalamazoo,  with  his  promise  to  marry  her  there.  They  put  up 
at  the  Exchange  house,  leaving  her  in  the  parlor  while  he  went 
for  a  preacher,  but  he  did  not  return.  All  she  had  was  a  few 
dollars  In  money  and  a  small  valise  of  clothing.  Three  days  and 
nights  she  stayed  at  the  hotel  weeping  and  watching  for  her 
truant  lover's  return.  No  tidings  came,  and  as  their  plan  was  to 
go  to  Grand  Rapids,  she  bought  a  ticket  to  that  place,  taking 
nearly  afll  her  money.  She  arrived  that  morning  with  only  a 
shilling  left. 

The  girl's  face  wore  a  sad,  though  honest  and  intelligent  ex- 
pression while  relating  her  misfortune.  I  listened  with  a  heart 
touched  as  if  by  a  higher  than  mortal  power,  with  Impulse  to 
shield  that  girl.  O,  if  I  could  catch  that  fellow  and  lick  him 
within  an  Inch  of  his  life,  was  in  my  first  impulse. 

There  was  no  sign  of  lewdness  in  her  features,  but  there 
were  the  dear  blue  eyes,  fair  complexion,  auburn  hair  and  di- 
rectness of  countenance  that  betokened  virtue  and  self-respect.  I 
bid  her  good  night,  to  be  at  her  service  the  next  morning.  She 
was  to  my  heart  and  soul  like  an  Angel  of  God  in  dlspair.    Every 
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noble  thought  and  feeling  of  my  whole  being  was  aroused  to 
shield  that  girl  from  evil. 

The  feeling  of  enchantment  flashed  swiftly  through  and 
through  me,  like  rising  and  falling  tides,  her  beautiful  image 
dispelling  a  whole  night's  sleep,  banishing  all  thought  of  other 
things.  To  save  that  beautiful  girl  from  rujn  was  my  fixed 
resolve,  my  supreme  purpose.  I  would  do  it  or  die  in  the  righ- 
teous undertaking. 

I  remembered  reading  of  how  Christ  had  dealt  with  such  a 
girl,  and  I  thought  the  Great  Gods  would  bless  me  with  ever- 
lasting glory  for  saving  this  girl.  I  Btralghtway  went  and  se- 
cured her  a  situation  in  a  good  family,  and  in  the  morning  es- 
corted her  to  the  place  of  duty.  Each  evening  successively  I 
called  to  give  her  words  of  encouragement,  consolation,  and, 
guardedly,  some  affection.  Sunday  nights  I  took  her  to  church 
and  gave  her  a  Testament  for  guidance  in  my  absence. 

Day  by  day,  and  night  by  night,  a  fondness  for  each  other 
Increased  tin  it  seemed  like  tearing  our  hearts  out  to  separate — 
we  were  desperately  in  love.  It  was  then  that  my  brother-in-law, 
Charles  H.  Patten,  having  heard  of  the  little  romance,  commenced 
scandalizing  my  effort  of  divine  guidance.  The  affair  became  the 
idle  gossip  of  the  town,  till  the  girl  was  driven  from  her  em- 
ployment, and  she  fled  to  parts  unknown  and  passed  from  my 
view  forever.  For  attempting  to  do  as  Christ  would  have  done, 
were  he  on  earth,  my  name  was  brought  to  reproach. 

The  people  who  stung  to  despair  with  scandal  the  poor  girl's 
heart  and  hurled  the  darts  of  reproach  at  me  professed  to  follow 
the  example  of  Him  who  said:  "Thy  sins  be  forgiven;  go  thou 
and  sin  no  more." 

This  incident  caused  me  to  study  Christian  ethics  as  pro- 
fessed and  practiced;  and,  as  enunciated  by  the  Saviour.  I 
realized  the  difference.  I  became  wholly  convinced  that  "who- 
soever looked  upon  a  woman  to  lust  after  her"  has  made  a  begin- 
ning to  lead  that  woman  to  destruction;  that  the  seeds  of  evil 
are  sown  in  the  mind  to  be  harvested  in  the  lusts  of  the  flesh; 
that  immoral  thoughts  with  parents  are  transmitted  to  their 
children,  and  a  laxity  of  parental  discipline  has  failed  to  check 
the  progress  of  the  vices  they  themselves  h«ve  transmitted  to 
their  offspring. 
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My  first  effort  in  the  direction  of  moral  reform  having  so 
suddenly  met  with  signal  defeat,  I  lost  courage  to  make  another 
trial,  and  avoided  thereafter  coming  in  contact  with  any  girl  in 
the  slightest  degree  under  the  shadow  of  half-world  influences. 
It  was  not  until  1879  that  I  allowed  myself  again  to  commit 
myself  with  enthusiasm  to  the  cause  of  preserving  a  young#  lady 
from  the  corrosive  Influences  of  lecherous  men.  In  this  case 
I  became  entranced  with  her  personal  beauty,  her  graceful  de- 
meanor and  her  brilliant  mental  accomplishments.  I  have  not 
permission  to  use  her  name  in  this  writing,  although  I  believe 
her  f  amffly  would  feel  proud  to  see  it  here.  She  had  exceptionally 
fine  musical  talent,  was  a  writer  of  excellent  promise,  also  a 
versatile  operatic  and  dramatic  critic.  Ours  was  a  mutual  in* 
fatuation  that  ran  all  the  way  from  personal  love  uf>  through 
every  gradation  of  ideal  affinity  in  poesy,  art,  music,  the  drama, 
in  philosophy,  in  the  hope  of  immortality. 

My  single  appreciation  of  her  worth  was  that  she  needed 
no  reforming  to  arrive,  after  a  glorious  intellectual  career,  into 
the  paradise  of  the  Immortelles.  Her  mother,  against  my  strenu- 
ous advice,  started  her  into  a  graduating  course  at  the  Chicago 
conservatory  of  music.  Here  the  curtain  falls,  for  'her  name  was 
writ  in  water/ 

Simultaneous  to  the  above  mental  romance  was  the  su- 
preme personal  and  affectional  lnthrallment  of  my  life  with  & 
beautiful  lady  named  Lula  Belle  Maurice.  She  was  talipot  fluffy 
brown  hair  slightly  tinged  with  auburn,  lllly-white  complexion, 
glowing  blue  eyes,  round  plump  arms,  elastic,  graceful  move- 
ments, blooming  In  the  flush  of  health,  admired  or  envied  by  all. 
No  make-up  of  art  ever  compared  with  the  rich  and  delicate 
tints  of  her  face;  her  arched  eyebrows,  eyes  dark  blue  and 
lustrous;  full  red  curved  lips,  white  and  even  teeth,  fine  oval  chin 
and  marble-like  neck,  with  hands  of  perfect  mould ;  no  art  could 
approach.  Miss  Maurice  was  reared  in  a  city  of  beautiful  women, 
a  city  of  trees  and  flowers,  a  blooming  city,  so  to  speak,  and 
though  of  no  wealthy  surroundings,  the  scions  of  wealthy  fami- 
lies vied  with  each  other  to  win  the  fair  Lula.  Suitors  she  had 
by  the  score,  mostly  held  in  abeyance  for  rarely  more  than 
formal  escort  None  oould  say  that  they  fead  felt  from  her  the 
faintest  thrill  of  her  love,  though  many  hearts  pined  to  .gain  it. 
To  all  she  was  as  a  sphynx,  an  inapproachable  mystery,  till  our 
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•yes  met  the  first  time,  and  an  interview  following  soon.  There 
was  nothing  about  mo  to  attract  her,  only  modest  means,  thin 
and  angular  from  hard  work  and  poor  health,  with  a  manner 
cool  and  indifferent.  But  for  me  she  soon  gave  up  all  her  former 
admirers,  who  through  some  signs  of  jealously,  insinuatingly 
commenced  slight  invidious  reflections  against  her  ordinary 
associations.  At  first  the  effect  wsjb  so  delicate  as  to  pass  un- 
noticed. Even  those  who  let  fall  an  occasional  faulty  word  were 
most  assiduous  in  seeking  to  waltz  with  this  queen  of  every  ball- 
room. But  faulty  words  began  to  sting  like  adder's  bites,  and 
Miss  Maurice  suddenly  reversed  the  character  of  her  suitors — 
seemingly  one  of  those  strange  freaks  in  life  where  the  most  re- 
fined women  are  known  to  have  stooped  and  married  themselves 
to  men. whom  they  blush  with  shame  to  own  as  husbands. 

This  move  on  the  part  of  Miss  Maurice  gradually  attracted 
mild  showers  of  scandal,  apparently  based  on  unsavory  traits  of 
character  with  some  of  her  new  .companions.  While  she  was 
joyfully  happy  with  me  on  all  occasions,  she  gradually  leaned 
stronger  and  stronger  toward  men  of  dominant  animal  passions, 
tiH  not  long  before  she  was  courted  by  some  men  whose  habits 
were  infamous,  to  my  sore  distress  of  mind  and  heart.  Loving 
her  deeply,  in  hope  of  marriage,  the  yoke  I  bore  was  Intensely 
galling.  If  I  warned  her  against  anyone  as  unfit  for  her  society, 
she  would  share  the  reproach.  If  I  lured  her  (lovingly  from  one 
lecherous  suitor,  she  turned  to  another,  again  and  again.  That  she 
continued  to  love  me  earnestly  I  had  no  reason  to  doubt;  but 
that  she  loved  some  other  men  passionately  who  I  had  reason 
to  spurn  as  immoral  and  vicious  I  was  fully  aware.  If  I  felt 
mortified,  grieving  and  gloomy,  she  saw  it  in  my  demeanor,  and 
her  feelings  partook  of  all  my  vexation.  Unconscious  telepathy 
makes  lovers  feel  alike;  if  one  is  cordial,  the  other  Is;  if  one  is 
disgusted  and  repellant,  the  other  returns  the  impression;  and 
the  warmest  love  grows  cold  when  coldness  enters  the  heart 
of  either;  and  there  is  no  love  so  true  and  strong  that  coldness 
will  not  kill. 

I  could  not  deign  to  accompany  the  fair  Lula  into  associa- 
tions which  boded  her  only  evil  and  that  continually;  therefore, 
I  no  longer  appeared  with  her  at  church  or  opera,  at  park  or  grove 
or  ball.  She  felt  the  fatal  chill  that  had  congealed  my  affections 
toward  her,  and  meeting  almost  daily  neither  could  venture  far- 
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ther  than  constrained  polite  greetings.  In  politeness  I  did  not 
want  anyone,  even  the  devil,  to  be  ahead  of  me.  But  constrained 
politeness,  while  passable  in  business,  is  killing  in  love. 

I  was  really  in  deeper  trouble  over  my  idolised  Lula  than 
life  could  well  endure.  Very  often  I  would  feel  and  even  think 
that  I  would  rather  die  than  know  of  her  yielding  to  temptation. 
Daily  I  observed  her  sad,  but  clear  and  honest  face.  Inwardly 
I  felt  deeply  assured  of  her  sinless  though  slandered  life.  Re- 
assured finally,  the  tide  of  my  love  for  her  rose  again  higher 
than  ever;  I  would  go  to  her  in  all  my  former  moods  of  love 
and  friendship;  I  would  brave  the  world's  shafts  of  derision; 
I  would  marry  my  ideal  (life-companion.  It  would  be  only  the 
jibes  of  meanness  that  I  would  encounter — no  good  man  or  wo- 
man would  reproach  me. 

With  a  warm  and  merry  heart  and  decision  approved  by  my 
feelings — (which  is  to  me  the  highest  criterion  of  right) — I  called 
as  I  often  had  for  an  evening's  drive.  The  evening  was  superb; 
a  crimson  sunset  flashed  its  golden  halo  along  fleecy  clouds,  and 
the  moon  was  just  above  the  horizon  in  the  east.  A  cool  May 
air  completed  conditions  suited  to  a  lover's  wooing,  were  it  not 
that  I  noticed  a  painful  degree  of  reticence  unusual  to  my  charm- 
ing companion  of  former  occasions.  This  I  strove  to  overcome 
by  reference  to  some  local  news  and  our  commonplace  talk  was 
soon  unrestrained.  I  told  her  how  glad  I  was  to  be  witn  her  again 
as  of  old,  as  in  other  days.  She  said  she  never  thought  my  love 
for  her  had  changed,  nor  her's  for  me,  but  she  said  she  knew, 
by  her  recent  associations,  we  had  in  some  way  become  es- 
tranged. People  would  talk  about  her,  but  she  protested  that  no 
act  of  hers  should  have  caused  reproach,  unless  it  be  in  going; 
with  persons  who  were  out  of  social  clubs.  She  averred  that  she 
feared  evil  more  from  men  in  the  clubs  than  out  of  them. 

"Lulu,"  said  I,  after  driving  and  talking  a  good  long  hour, 
"my  purpose  In  taking  this  ride  with  you  is  to  ask  your  hand  in 
marriage,"  extending  my  own. 

She  did  not  respond,  but  recoiling  slightly,  looked  intently  in 
my  face,  as  if  her  mind  was  not  in  the  least  repellant,  but  un- 
settled.   Never  had  she  looked  so  beautiful,  so  enchanting. 

"For  long  had  I  wanted  to  be  yours  for  lite,  till  on  one  oc- 
casion you  scorned  my  dancing  with  a  person  you  disliked.  I 
meant  no  harm  then;   but  a  strange  feeling  seised  me  that  I 
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never  could  explain;  not  of  hate,  nor  anger,  nor  repulsion;  but 
something  like  a  ship  breaking  from  her  mooring  and  tossing 
away  in  a  storm.  That  I  loved  you,  and  do  now,  I  can  never 
deny;  but  somehow  I  seem  like  the  ship,  tossed  by  dangerous 
waves,  beaten  by  cold  fortuitous  gales,  of  no  name,  with  no  writ 
of  clearance  and  no  destination.  My  girlhood  dreams  and  hopes 
of  marriage  and  home  seem  dashed  to  ruin,  my  feelings  dis- 
tracted, my  mind  wanders  I  know  not  where,  brooding,  pondering, 
unfixed  to  any  aim.  Here  is  my  hand  in  friendship,  but  I  can- 
not think  of  marriage." 

This  reply  came  as  if  from  studied  determination,  anu  reeling 
there  was  no  room  in  her  heart  to  receive  another  word  from  me 
on  the  subject,  we  continued  our  drive  in  conversation  of  lighter 
vein.  Some  months  following  we  separated  with  long  distances 
between  us,  she  going  to  an  eastern  city  and  I  to  the  wildest 
west. 

I  turn  down  a  leaf  at  this  page,  as  if  to  read  more  of  Miss 
Lu»la  bye  and  bye,  though  years  and  years  may  circle  round  and 
many  times  the  robins  come  and  go,  I'll  think  no  ill,  but  ever 
hope  the  best. 

I  will  not  occupy  much  space  in  prescribing  a  certain  cure  for 
the  evils  which  beset  society.  The  evils  are  more  largely  in  the 
direction  of  corruption  among  the  fathers  and  mothers  of  the 
human  race,  from  which  more  woe  springs  than  from  any  othei 
source.  Theft,  perjury,  covetousness,  lying,  usury,  murder,  art* 
attendant  social  evils,  disturbing  good  order.  The  experience  of 
mankind  has  been  codified  in  many  ways  in  many  periods  or 
tferae  in  the  manner  of  axiomatic  facts,  proverbs,  maxims,  meta- 
phors, parables.  It  was  experience  which  resulted  in  the  com- 
mand, or  law,  "thou  shalt  not  steal.*'  Obey  that  rule,  which  gen- 
eral experience  has  proved  good,  and  stealing  is  cured.  The  ten, 
commandments  of  the  Jews  are  no  doubt  in  my  mind,  where 
universally  enforced  in  social  accord  radical  cures  of  all  the 
evils  of  which  we  complain.  Experience  also  learns  us  of  both 
direct  and  consequent  penalties  attached  to  the  violation  of  each 
law,  showing  how  reasonable  it  is  that  each  law  should  be  ethi- 
cally enforced.  If 'the  human  race,  or  any  portion,  desires  to  be 
rid  of  any  evil,  all  that  is  necessary  is  to  apply  the  wisdom  which 
experience  teaches,  and  the  commands  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts 'are 
fulfilled. 
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It  is  of  historical  record  that  Jewish  mothers  taught  the 
children  at  their  knees  the  whole  moral  law.  It  becomes  fixed 
npon  the  infantile  mind  so  perfectly  that  as  the  child  becomes 
mature  its  habit  is  to  do  good  and  avoid  evil.  Really  I  don't 
know  that  it  is  a  good  thing  to  make  an  effort  to  banish  evil 
from  the  world,  except  as  it  may  affect  our  own  seftfinterests. 
In  my  infatuation  for  Miss  Maurice  I  really  wished  every  scin- 
tilla of  meanness  was  obliterated  in  the  whole  world;  I  forgot 
that  evil  is  a  necessity  for  contrasting  values  m  things; and  then, 
if  I  fell  into  evil  dines  betimes  I  surely  would  welcome  the  man 
tie  of  charity. 

If  there  is  anything  In  my  whole  life  more  fruitful  of  regret 
than  the  disenchantment  just  related  it  is  a  more  recent  disen- 
chantment involving  too  many  personal  interests  to  make  public 
at  this  moment.  And  if  there  is  anything  in  all  the  world  that  is 
greatest  of  all  things  in  making  life  desirable,  in  making  life 
worth  living,  it  is  love's  supreme  rapture  and  overpowering  en- 
thrallment.  These  twain-— enchantment  and  disenchantment — 
inspire  mankind  to  heroic  deeds,  nerves  labor  to  its  task,  makes 
the  warrier  brave,  the  poet  sublime,  and  without  them  the  pflace 
in  life  for  woman  is  bereft  of  fascination.  In  closing  this  chap- 
ter let  me  say  to  all,  of  both  sexes,  who  start  out  on  the  jour* 
ney  of  life,  beware  of  repetitions  of  evil  words  and  acts — 
which  always  become  fixed  by  repetition — and  when  once  fixed 
in  man  or  woman,  are  seldom  overcome  this  side  of! the  grave; 
for  the  wages  of  sin  is  death. 
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CHAPTER  10 

Lost  in.  the  Mountains. 

At  the  age  of  nineteen,  while  taking  a  tourist's  trip  on  foot 
from  Washington,  D.  C,  to  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  it  chanced  that 
I  wandered  from  the  public  highway  and  was  lost  among  the 
Alleghaney  Mountains.  I  had  been  working  for  some  time  on 
a  newspaper  at  Chambersburg,  Pennsylvania  and  having  a  fairly 
well  filled  purse  I  set  out  on  an  early  morning  in  the  fore  part 
of  May,  1856,  In  a  northerly  direction  toward  the  undulating 
foot  hills  of  the  eastern  exposure  of  the  great  Apalachlan  range 
of  mountains.  It  was  a  little  before  sunrise  when  I  left  Cham- 
bersburg,  but  in  the  far  distance,  fifteen  to  twenty  miles  the 
highest  points  were  touched  by  the  first  glinting  rays  of  the 
sun,  while  below  a  bluish  fog  hid  every  object  from  view.  Even 
houses  by  the  wayside  were  not  visible  a  few  hundred  yards 
away. 

The  air  was  cool  and  bracing,  and  I  made  rapid  progress, 
walking  some  twenty  miles  by  noon,  when  I  stopped  at  a  Ger- 
man farmhouse  for  dinner.  In  the  afternoon  the  road  was  quite 
rough  and  habitations  scattering.  As  the  only  suitable  place  for 
lodging  was  thirty  miles  distant,  I  found  it  necessary  to  quicken 
my  steps  to  the  utmost  or  be  compelled  to  lay  in  the  forests 
over  night.  Much  of  the  way  led  over  hills,  which  were  very 
irksome  to  climb,  but  the  long  downward  stretches  I  covered 
with  such  rapid  strides  that  I  reached  the  rude  hotel  at  dusk, 
and  in  time  for  supper.  Being  well  dressed,  and  the  only 
guest  that  night,  I  was  given  the  "spare  bedroom,"  where  I  slept 
sound  till  aroused  for  breakfast  an  hour  before  daylight. 

After  starting  on  my  way  westward  that  morning,  as  the 
clouds  were  just  reddening  in  the  east,  I  recalled  a  dream  or 
vision  that  appeared  just  before  waking.  It  was  what  I  called 
a  lucky  dream,  I  saw  myself  by  a  pool  in  a  mountain  brook 
fishing  with  hook  and  line.    I  was  hauling  out  fish  as  fast  as 

ies 


Digitized  by 


Google 


I  could  bait  the  hook,  when  suddenly  a  tall  old  man,  with 
silvery  hair  and  beard  approached  me,  saying: 

"Good  day,  young  man — your  angling  augurs  well.  But  tell 
me  true,  why  wanderest  thou  among  these  rugged  wilds?  Hast 
thou,  (Like  me,  some  secret  sorrow  to  appease  and  calm  away 
in  solitude?" 

"Sir,  my  aged  friend,  if  I  may  call  you  friend,  and  your 
looks  are  kind,  your  presence  startles  me!  I  did  not  hear  your 
steps,  you  come  so  still!  But  why  do  you  ask  of  secret  Borrow? 
I  love  the  wildest  haunts  of  trees  and  brooks  and  lofty  hills; 
they  lift  me  out  of  the  dull  and  sordid  life  of  men!  Secret  sor- 
row— why  should  the  young  be  sad?  Sit  down;  we'll  roast 
these  fish,  and  have  a  pleasant  hour." 

"My  young  friend,  life  has  no  joys  for  me!**  the  stranger 
said.  "I  see  the  grief  line  also  on  your  face  well  fixed;  it  ages 
as  the  days  go  by.  My  friend,  beware! — In  a  distant  land,  and 
waters  intervene,  there  lives  a  maid  of  beauty  rare.  Love's 
thrall  on  you  is  fixed,  dazing,  destroying.  Tear 'her  image  from 
your  heart,  lest  you,  like  me,  sink  deep  in  grief! — the  blackest 
hell!" 

I  raised  my  eyes  to  partly  confess  that  the  image  of  a  girl, 
Alzina  Comstock,  at  Grand  Rapids,  Michigan,  was  in  my  mind 
all  the  time,  and  kept  my  heart  fluttering  almost  to  the  verge 
o(  distraction,  even  driving  me  to  meditate  suicide,  when  sud- 
denly the  aged  guest  vanished,  and  I  was  aroused  by  the.  call 
for  breakfast 

Now,  I  thought,  as  I  mused  along  the  way,  that  old  man 
was  a  spirit  who  died  of  broken  heart,  and  filled  a  lonely  grave. 
My  impression  even  was  that  he  was  a  victim  of  suicide.  I 
thought  his  advice  good,  however,  and  I  swore  by  the  rocks  and 
trees  and  fresh  mountain  air  to  tear  myself  loose  from  that 
crazy  infatuation.  Then  I  thought  of  all  the  nice  girls  I  ever 
knew,  and  banished  every  trace  of  Alzina's  image,  and  heaped  all 
kinds  of  faults  between  her  and  me.  I  continually  hurled  curses 
on  her  to  make  her  appear  mean  and  cease  troubling.  But  to 
no  purpose,  for  anon  and  anon  her  image  came  before  me  more 
beautiful  than  ever. 

I  determined  to  resort  to  the  wilds  of  mountain  scenery,  even 
at  the  risk  of  being  torn  by  catamounts  or  eaten  by  panthers, 
to  find  a  remedy  for  the  terrible  lovesick  spell — better  die  in  the 
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wilderness  than  be  driven  to  a  madhouse  by  the  tantalizing 
ecstacy  of  love's  delirium.  O,  how  I  longed  for  a  bottle  of  liquor 
to  help  make  me  careless  and  indifferent.  Hour  by  hour  the 
scenes  increased  in  grandeur,  at  times  bewilderingly  beautiful, 
then  grotesque,  changing  from  rocky  hills  to  lovely  valleys  of 
forest  shade.  Ruminating  on  the  folly  of  being  unduly  enamored 
after  an  ideal  companion  of  feminine  attractions,  and  cogitating 
on  the  warning  given  in  the  vision,  about  nine  o'clock  I  care- 
lessly took  a  byway  from  the  main  road,  thinking  I  could  see 
enough  in  wildest  Nature  to  turn  my  mind  into  channels  that 
would  wholly  occupy  my  attention.  Passing  great  blocks  of 
rock,  in  all  sorts  of  positions  and  angular  shapes,  though  not 
knowing  their  geological  classification  I  could  theorize  on  their 
upheaval  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  and  think  of  the  tre- 
mendous explosive  force  required  to  hurl  a  rock  as  big  as  a 
house  a  mile  or  so  high,  and  the  incalculable  amount  of  heat 
required  to  upheave  all  the  great  mountain  ranges  of  the  en- 
tire   world. 

Tripping  along  the  byroad  ten  or  twelve  miles,  the  sight 
of  numerous  birds,  a  lone  squirrel  now  and  then,  and  some  early 
flowers  peeping  out  of  soil  among  the  rocks,  kept  me  from  feeling 
lonely;  but  as  midday  approached  I  was  seized  by  hunger,  with 
no  appearance  of  anything  in  view  or  in  prospect  of  a  satiable 
character,  except  I  would  resort  to  the  young  and  tender  leaves 
of  trees.  I  had  seen  no  sign  of  a  house  or  human  being  during 
seven  hours  travel,  and,  recoiling  four  miles  an  hour,  I  was  like- 
ly near  thirty  miles  away  from  any  of  the  creature  comforts  of 
human  life.  Passing  along  a  curve  in  the  road  to  the  right  on 
a  gentle  descent,  to  the  left  was  an  expanse  of  rich  soil  covered 
with  young  timber,  and  from  the  foliage  of  mulberry  and  bass- 
wood  I  ate  quite  a  lot  of  young  leaves.  While  quietly  at  this  sort 
of  a  luncheon  suddenly  I  heard  dead  brush  crack  in  a  thicket 
to  my  left;  then  a  bush  shook  and  rustled,  and  a  large  yellowish- 
grey  animal,  which  I  took  to  be  a  wolf  or  a  panther,  came  out 
and  passed  by  my  rear  on  the  road  I  had  just  come  over.  Of 
course,  and  I  freely  confess  it,  there  was  nothing  of  me  then 
but  trembling  flesh  and  bones.  The  only  sign  of  brains  was  a 
prompting  to  cut  a  big  club,  which* I  did  without  delay,  keeping 
an  eye  in  the  direction  of  the  beast.  As  soon  as  my  legs  would 
hold  me  up  I  continued  my  journey,  and  when  a  hundred  paces 
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away  on  a  rise  of  ground  I  observed  tbe  animal  on  the  bluff  over- 
looking the  apot  where  I  first  saw. him. 

Regaining  my  composure  in  a  few  minutes,  I  got  away  from 
that  precarious  situation  as  rapidly  as  my  feet  could  move. 
Two  or  three  miles  further  on  the  byroad  entirely  disappeared. 
To  turn  back  would  be  like  rushing  into  the  jaws  of  death; 
to  go  forward,  toward  the  three  o'clock  sun,  wound  be — what? — 
fears  of  being  a  supper  for  wolves!  My  path  lost,  I  trembled 
with  terror!  What  if  I  should  run  into  a  pack  of  wolves,  or 
meet  a  huge  panther?  Still,  I  said  with  resolve/'Better  this  than 
driven  crazy  by  a  silly  girl!  I'll  go  and  will  fight  like  mad 
if  I  have  to/*  So  I  started  along. a  strip  of  tableland  below  the 
southern  slope  of  mountain,  and  during  two  hours  of  rapid  steps 
I  passed  through  many  sublime  scenes,  most  fascinating  to  be- 
hold, beautiful  and  majestic  beyond  the  art  of  words  to  picture, 
even  subduing  all  my  sense  of  fear,  which,  successively  beckoned 
me  on  over  precepitous  ledges  of  mossy  granite,  midst  forest  en- 
chantments, along  high  precipices,  through  forbidding  gulches, 
over  crags,  peaks  and  deep  fissures,  till  at  last,  unmindful  of 
the  fleeting  hours,  and  almost  unmindful  of  the  fright  from 
that  terrible  wolf,  the  bright  red  hues  of  sunset  reminded  me 
of  approaching  night,  the  need  of  safety  and  a  stomach  craving 
for  food.  Fortunately  I  had  reached  a  little  stream  of  water, 
which  came  trickling  down  a  crevice  in  some  overhanging  rocks 
south  of  a  little  cope  of  level  ground  covered  with  thrifty  trees, 
which  it  crossed,  and  it  plunged  downward  in  a  southeasterly 
direction,  toward  a  larger  stream  in  a  jungfte  below.  At  this 
little  brook  I  eagerly  quenched  my  thirst  with  open  hand.  Some 
beach,  linn  and  elm  trees  grew  In  easy  reach,  and  from  their 
foliage  my  hunger  was  partially  satisfied. 

I  had  gone  in  search  of  mountain  scenery,  and  got  it — twelve 
hours  of  gloating  on  Nature's  loveliness,  beauty  and  majesty, 
twelve  hours  of  estacy  and  some  terror.  Night  and  the  fear  that 
darkness  brings  had  come  to  be  my  portion.  In  the  cavernous 
grotto  I  had  found  darkness  set  in  early,  though  the  sun  shone 
brightly  on  the  highest  summits.  Fortunately  I  had  a  few 
matches  with  me,  and  I  hurriedly  gathered  some  dry  sticks  for 
fuel  before  being  overwhelmed  with  darkness.  I  found  plenty  of 
moss  at  the  roots  of  trees,  which  I  could  use  for  a  pillow  in 
case  of  lying  down.    At  the  base  of  a  large  boulder  I  started  a 
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fire,  more  to  frighten  wolves  than  for  actual  need,  as  the  night 
air  was  quite  warm.  With  a  blazing  fire  and  plenty  of  fuel  I 
quietly  laid  down  for  the  night,  careful  to  keep  my  club  close 
at  hand.  I  could  not  and  dared  not  fall  asleep.  The  presence  of 
wolves  was  in  nowise  a  hypothetical  platitude,  but  a  stern, 
hostile  and  dangerous  reality.  I  began  to  feel  that  I  was  already 
a  man  of  experience,  above  the  whims  and  clatter  of  social 
nonsense.  Lovesick?  No;  I  was  cured,  and  could  give  advice 
to  lovesick  swains.  I  felt  that  all  foolishness  was  forever  ban- 
ished from  my  mind.  Hearing  no  footsteps  of  wild  beasts,  only 
the  hoot  of  a  solitary  owl  and  the  plaintive  notes  of  the  whip- 
poor-will,  my  nerves  became  somewhat  calmed  and  mind  serene 
in  contemplation  of  the  day's  events.  Thus  pensively  my  fevered 
brain  was  resting  On  its  mossy  pillow  but  a  few  moments  when 
the  image  of  my  bewitching  charmer  flMed  my  visions  in  spite 
of  resistance.  Fear,  however,  came  to  my  rescue;  fear  of  wolves 
drove  away  the  besetting  image  of  the  sweetest  creature  of 
earth.  Fear,  thought  I,  the  most  precious  gift  of  Nature — let 
fear  be  my  master,  and  I  its  slave,  if  only  to  cure  a  lovesick 
soul  and  save  It  from  ruin — let  it  be,  it  is,  the  best  schoolmaster 
in  human  life. 

Part  of  the  time  through  that  dismal  night  I  was  kept  busy 
keeping  up  a  flaming  fire.  I  never  knew  what  it  was  before  to 
have  everything  rush  into  my  mind  ail  at  once — all  I  had  ever 
seen,  heard  of,  tasted  or  felt  seemed  mirrowed  upon  my  vision; 
all  the  books  I  ever  read  and  their  authors  came  trooping  before 
me  as  if  living  things.  There  was  John  Milton  with  his  hells  and 
heavens,  Dante  and  purgatorial  tortures,  Tom  Paine's  grin  and 
Voltaire's  hollow  laugh,  the  love  songs  and  epic  verse  of  Burns 
and  Byron,  Shakespeare  and  the  stage  as  I  had  seen  it,  histories 
of  the  dead  nations,and  crowning  all  of  wakeful  visions  there  was 
Christ  feeding  the  hungry.  Could  I  but  have  had  the  genius  of 
Raphael,  to  paint  the  mental  illuminations  of  that  to  me  mo- 
mentous night!  I  know  at  first  I  was  struck  with  fright,  but 
that  soon  wore  away  when  seeing  no  dangers  appearing,  and  be- 
coming passive  I  soon  relapsed  into  meditation  on  the  environ- 
ments that  hedge  in  myself  and  the  rest  of  mankind  all  around 
the  world.  I  felt  as  humble  as  a  poor  little  worm  pursued  by 
sparrows,  with  all  my  life  hemmed  in  by  circumstance,  and  out- 
side of  my  little  speck 'of  circumstance  was  the  world,  the  uni- 
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verse.  I  felt  a  realization  that  chief  of  all  things  are  food, 
raiment,  shelter  and  saftey  from  intrusion.  Necessity  so  deeply 
impressed  me  with  this  idea  that  all  other  things  appeared  as  of 
minor  significance.  My  philosophies  of  religion,  moral  reform, 
amelioration,  human  progression  and  the  cure  of  evil  dwindled 
into  trivial  Importance  compared  with  primary  necessity.  It 
struck  me  that  I  had  made  a  great  discovery,  of  Necessary  Truth; 
it  should  he  my  gospel  and  message  to  all  men. 

My  blazing  fire  lit  up  the  forests,  rocks,  grottoes  and  purl- 
ing stream  with  entrancing  beauty  awful  to  realize,  rare  to 
imagine.  With  necessity  satisfied,  to  add  more  would  profane 
the  mansion  halls  of  the  blest  I  had  a  mental  feeling,  if  such 
there  is,  that  life  and  death  are  equals  In  my  service — from  liv- 
ing trees  sustenance,  from  dead  trees  comfort.  In  this  I  fancied 
a  realization — that  growth  and  decay  are  equal  to  my  advantage. 
This  added  a  chapter  to  Necessary  Truth.  I  had  been  reading 
for  some  time  a  world-famous  though  anonymous  book  called 
"Vestiges  of  Creation,"  supposed  to  have  been  written  by  Eras- 
mus Darwin,  and  in  my  midnight  mountain  reverie  the  doc- 
trines of  evolution  came  flashing  through  my  mind.  Now,  I 
cogitated;  I  am  right  in  the  midst  of  Nature,  and  I  would  ask 
Her  to  reveal  all  the  secrets  she  possessed  of  any  value  to  me. 

While  doing  my  best  to  keep  awake,  I  presently  set  to  work 
plying  my  questions  to  dame  nature,  asking  to  know  what  is 
the  most  important  thing,  and  what  the  least  important,  and 
if  anything,  even  life  itself,  is  of  any  real  importance?  Is  the 
boundless  Universe  of  any  importance  at  all?  If  yes,  or  no;  then 
why  and  wherefore?  Come  now  all  ye  Gods,  Devils,  Nature, 
Reason — if  you  are  all-knowing,  please  let  your  light  shine  in 
my  poor  soul,  and  not  always  keep  it  hid  under  the  box.  I  was 
feeling  almost  sacrilegious,  and  somewhat  scarey  in  recklessly 
plying  such  bold  questions,  when  suddenly  out  of  the  ominous 
stillness  I  was  startled  by  the  report  of  a  gun  within  thirty  paces 
from  where  I  was  laying. 

In  a  sudden  fright  I  sprang  to  my  feet,  and  called,  "Hello!" 
A  response  came  from  a  thicket  of  brush  within  speaking  dis- 
tance from  my  retreat,  and  in  a  moment  I  was  addressed  with, 
"Hello!     What  are  you  doing  out  here  in  the  night?" 

"I  am  a  traveller,"  I  answered  4land  lost  my  way.  Night 
overtook  me  at  this  spot,  and  I  am  trying  to  rest  for  the  night" 
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Then  a  tall,  gray-bearded  old  gentleman  approached  me. 
From  the  Mazing  fire  I  could  see  he  had  a  kindly  countenance 
and  the  motions  of  a  gentleman  of  cultivated  mind.  He  said  he 
had  seen  from  his  house,  a  mile  away,  reflections  of  light  down 
the  valley,  something  he  had  never  noticed  before,  and  out  of 
curiosity  he  had  ventured  to  find  the  cause  of  it. 

I  told  him  the  story  of  my  wanderings  about  the  mountains 
all  day,  of  meeting  the  wolf  or  panther,  of  my  exciting  trip  after 
dosing  the  byroad,  and  of  my  final  bivuac  where  he  found  me; 
that  while  my  trip  was  prompted  partly  from  a  desire  for  roman- 
tic recreation,  my  motive  was  largely  to  enjoy  a  knowledge  from 
personal  experience  of  mountain  life  and  scenery,  and  as  far  as 
I  was  capable  of  making  some  scientific  study,  especially  of 
geology  and  botany. 

He  suggested  that  I  would  be  much  in  need  of  a  guide  to 
make  much  progress  in  such  matters  or  to  see  much  of  the  coun- 
try in  such  a  rough  wilderness. 

I  told  him  that  my  purpose  was  only  to  cross  the  mountains 
on  one  route,  intending  to  go  on  to  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  where  I 
would  pursue  the  trade  of  a  printer;  that  I  did  not  care  to  pur- 
sue a  close  Btudy,  and  was  not  prepared  to  gather  and  carry 
away  samples  of  rocks  or  plants. 

'Tour  appearance  to  me  in  this  wild  situation,  and  at  such 
an  hour,"  said  I,  "1b  a  great  surprise  to  me,  perhaps  as  much  so  as 
your  finding  a  stranger  out  here  in  so  unusual  a  manner  was  to 
you." 

"Yes,  indeed,"  he  replied,  laughing  a  little,  so  as  to  show 
remarkable  good  teeth  for  a  man  so  old.  "I  have  met  up  with 
many  surprises  during  my  twenty  years*  life  in  the  mountains, 
but  this  is  the  most  singular  incident  in  all  my  experience.  I  have 
often  heard  of  touriBt  printers,  but  would  never  expect  to  meet 
one  in  so  wild  a  country.  Your  object  out  here  must  be  the 
reverse  of  anything  pertaining  to  the  typographical  art." 

"Well,  yes,  said  I,  "just  the  reverse  of  long  confinement  in 
a  close  room.  But  I  rather  enjoy  this  wild  mountain  ramble, 
barring  the  possible  dangers  of  encountering  carniverous  ani- 
mals. I  would  feel  more  safe  with  a  companion  on  such  an  ex- 
ploit, and  both  well  armed.  It  is  very  difficult,  however,  to  find 
a  travelling  companion  who  would  harmonize  with  my  tastes  and 
aspirations.  While  I  would  philosophize  on  the  courses  of  Na- 
ture, others  will  grumble  about  hunger,  fatigue,  sore  feet,  and 
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curse  as  ugly  the  very  things  that  strike  my  vision  as  beautiful 
and  sublime.  I  fondly  admire  the  rugged  aspect  and  bold  stol- 
idity of  mountain  rockks;  they  mean  something  to  me,  strength! 
stability,  endurance;  they  represent  something,  invulnerable 
power,  the  blue  ether  from  whence  the  world  oame,  and  the 
dynamic  principle  of  crystalisation.  I  love  the  trees,  birds, 
fishes,  even  ferocious  animals,  if  at  safe  distance;  I  love  the 
flowers  and  vines,  brooks  and  leaping  waterfalls;  I  love  to  face 
and  avoid  dangers,  endure  and  overcome  hardships,  and  the 
roaring  thunder,  fierce  lightning  and  raging  storms  are  music 
to  my  soul.  I  rejoice  at  this  night's  bewildering  scenes,  and  I 
am  glad,  indeed  that  you  are  my  guest" 

"Really,  my  young  friend,"  responded  my  aged  guest,  "I  feet 
quite  an  interest  in  your  adventure,  and  perhaps  I  may  render 
you  a  little  service  in  showing  you  some  very  interesting 
scenes,  as  this  locality  presents  many  of  the  grandest  views  in 
the  entire  Alleghaney  range.  If  you  can  remain  a  short  time  I 
will  take  pleasure  in  making  with  you  a  few  daylight  rambles." 

"Nothing  in  the  world  would  more  please  me,"  I  replied, 
"if  it  so  be  that  I  do  not  burden  your  courtesy  or  mistreat  your 
time.  Truly  I  covet  the  opportunity  of  your  proffered  guid- 
ance." 

"I  feel  quite  satisfied  you  are  here  with  no  ill  motive,"  he 
said,  "and  it  Willi  be  my  pleasure  to  render  you  any  assistance 
I  can.  Rather  than  stay  here  the  rest  of  the  night,  would  it  not 
be  agreeable  for  you  to  accompany  me  home,  where  you  can  get 
some  sleep  and  have  a  more  tranquil  rest,  as  you  might  meet 
with  some  danger  in  this  place  if  you  chanced  to  fall  asleep?" 

Said  I:  "The  hours  would  drag  heavy  with  me  in  this  par- 
ticular night,  and  I  was  about  to  ask  you  to  tarry  with  me  till 
morning;  but  your  invitation  is  so  desirable  that  I  will  gladly 
accept  it." 

I  asked  him  his  name,  and  gave  him  mine,  but  as  he  was 
busy  replenishing  my  fire  he  made  no  response. 

As  we  started  to  leave  my  camp  toward  his  home  I  fol- 
lowed behind  him  on  a  narrow  foot  path,  and  particularly  noticed 
he  was  a  careful  man  from  the  manner  in  which  he  carried  his 
gun,  with  muzzle  at  quite  an  upward  angle,  so  if  accidently  dis- 
charged it  would  not  hit  the  person  following. 

After  following  him  an  hour  or  more  on  a  meandering  trail 
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that  lead  through  ravines  into  precipitous  gulches,  around  great 
boulders  and  up  rugged  defiles,  we  came  to  an  open  space  of  sev- 
eral acres  among  the  tree-covered  summits,  in  which  the  bright 
full  moon  revealed  a  small  house  snrronded  by  an  orchard  in 
full  bloom.  He  opened  the  door  and  bid  me  enter,  when  he 
struck  a  match  and  lit  a  candle.  The  house  consisted  of  two 
rooms,  each  about  fifteen  feet  square.  It  was  a  well  built  stone 
house,  with  east  and  south  porches,  and  the  rooms  were  neatly 
plastered  and  of  fairly  high  ceiling.  On  the  walls  of  the  front 
room  a  few  portraits  in  oil  were  hanging,  notably  those  of 
Franklin  and  Jefferson,  and  over  his  writing  desk,  in  large  me- 
dalion  sise,  the  miniature  of  Alexander  Hamilton  and  that  of  a 
very  beautiful  young  woman. 

"Is  that  the  picture. of  Hamilton's  wife?"  I  inquired,  inno- 
cently. 

Without  answering,  he  turned  away  nervously,  and  took  down 
some  quilts  from  a  rack  in  one  corner,  as  I  supposed  to  fix  me 
a  bed.  As  his  face  turned  toward  the  light  again  I  noticed  his 
eyes  were  dimmed  with  tears.  Then  I  thought  my  question 
about  the  lady's  portrait  had  stirred  up  some  sad  memories,  and 
I  felt  sorry  lor  making  the  inquiry. 

The  front  room  was  carpeted,  and  contained  one  bed,  several 
chairs,  writing  desk,  table,  and  quite  a  large  case  of  books.  He 
fixed  me  a  pallet  in  one  corner,  and  very  soon  my  weary  body 
lay  calmly  in 

"Tired  nature's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  sleep." 

Going  to  sleep  after  about  twenty  hours  experience  of  both 
exciting  and  startling  character,  and  really  famishing  for  food,  it 
would  not  be  strange  to  me  if  I  dreamed  of  the  things  that  most 
affected  my  physical  and  metaphysical  being,  and  so  it  occurred 
that  way.  I  dreamed  of  being  at  Bupper  in  my  old  boarding 
house  opposite  the  Patent  Office  in  Washington,  and  that  pretty 
Mary  Beard  was  waiting  on  the  table.  While  eating  with  a  de- 
cidedly keen  appetite,  a  strange  gentleman  came  in  and  took  a 
seat  opposite  to  me,  but  took  no  part  in  the  supper.  He  entered 
into  a  rambling  conversation  about  the  weather,  qualities  of 
food  he  liked,  and  on  my  suggestion  that  a  hungry  man  had  no 
choice,  so  it  was  wholesome  food,  he  remarked  that  ft  hungry 
man  is  in  just  the  proper  condition  to  study  what  his  individual 
nature  most  demands  for  development;  that  man,  as  a  reasoning 
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creature,  would  develop  bodily  and  mentally  |n  accordance  to 
his  selection  of  sustenance  from  his  environment,  and  retain 
his  own. 

"Do  I  understand,"  I  (inquired,  "that  you  pretend  to  claim  a 
man's  mind  will  develop  in  accord  with  the  quality  of  food  his 
body  consumes?" 

"Not  altogether/'  he  replied;  "the  selection  of  sustenance 
from  environment,  as  I  meant  It,  includes  all  sustenance,  mental, 
moral  and  material.  Man  *  without  environment  is  nothing;  can- 
not exist  at  all;  the  mother  was  made  up  of  her  environment,  the 
unborn  of  its  environing,  the  born  babe  develops  upon  its  >cir- 
cumstancial  environment  and  correspondentiaHy  assimilates  what 
it  receives  from  its  surroundings." 

'Then  am  I  to  understand,  from  your  reasoning,  that  the 
mental  and  moral  nature  of  man  ,  exists  from  hlB  surrounding 
mental  and  moral  sustenance,  and  non-exlsts  without  it?"  I  fur- 
ther inquired. 

"Exactly,  sir,"  he  replied;  "though  this  idea  does  not  come 
from  reasoning,  but  it  is  the  dynamical  impact  of  co-respondence 
of  associated  things,  an  observed  necessity — it  is  Necessary 
Truth,  as  it  impresses  consciousness.  Hunger,  thirst,  pain 
pleasure,  light,  darkness,  heat,  cold, — these  are  Necessary  Truths, 
readily  observed  by  the  senses,  and  they  need  no  logic  to  make 
them  clear." 

"I  am  glad  to  meet  you;  your  ideas  enlighten  me,  and  I 
would  like  more  extended  discourse  from  you — may  I  have  the 
pleasure  of  knowing  your  name?" 

"Yes,  with  pleasure  to  me,  young  man — my  name  is  Galen." 

"Galen,  Galen,"  I  repeated  confusedly  to  myself,  and  the 
dream  vanished.  On  awaking  in  the  morning  it  all  reappeared 
just  as  perfect  as  I  saw  the  scene  at  the  table.  Even  the  name 
Galen,  and  his  pleasant,  intelligent  countenance  were  as  plain 
as  if  it  was  a  normal  personal  interview.  The  name  kept  fixed 
on  my  mind,  and  I  determined  to  ascertain  if  a  man  had  ever 
lived  by  that  name,  though  I  did  not  remember  of  ever  ob- 
serving it  in  books,  or  of  having  heard  it  spoken.  I  would  look 
for  it  at  the  first  opportunity  of  seeing  an  Encyclopedia.  I 
would  try  and  think  to  inquire  of  my  host  if  there  ever  was  such 
a  man  as  Galen.  I  realized  it  was  a  dream,  and  if  sustained  by 
facts  it  would  be,  to  me  a  revelation  of  the  existence  of  spiritual 
intelligence. 
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CHAPTER  II. 
A  Hermit's  Paradise. 

It  was  ten  o'clock  the  morning  following  the  Incidents  related 
in  the  preceding  chapter  when  I  returned  to  consciousness,  be- 
ing aroused  by  my  host,  who  informed  me  that  ha  had  prepared 
breakfast  I  arose  feeling  sore  and  stupid  in  body,  but  mentally 
delighted  with  my  adventure.  While  dressing  and  preparing  for 
the  late  morning's  repast  my  benefactor  poured  me  a  glass  of 
red  wine,  of  his  own  vintage,  he  said,  from  fruits  of  his  garden. 
While  drinking  to  his  health,  happiness  and  long  life,  I  again 
asked  him  his  name. 

"I  want  you  to  remain  with  me  a  few  days,"  he  said;  "Uncle 
Henry*  is  all  the  name  I  am  known  by  in  this  region;  come 
in  the  kitchen,  our  coffee  is  ready." 

Breakfast  was  all  that  a  craving  appetite  couid  desire — 
strong  coffee,  fried  chicken,  poached  eggs,  buckwheat  cakes  and 
maple  syrup.  There  seemed  no  scarcity  of  anything  to  make 
up  a  well-stocked  lardery.  I  suggested  that  he  was  lacking  in 
only  one  object  to  complete  an  earthly  paradise,  and  that,  a 
congenial  woman.  He  smiled  sardonically,  as  if  in  a  mood  to 
conceal  some  grief  gnawing  at  his  heart,  some  bitterness  he  fain 
would  not  make  known. 

After  our  feast,  ^and  kitchen  work  finished,  we  took  a  stroll 
round  his  place.  A  half  acre  about  the  front  was  in  well  trim- 
med forest  trees,  with  many  varieties  of  roses  near  the  house, 
and  beds  of  rare  flowering  plants  cut  in  rich  blue-grass  sod. 
Another  half  acre  at  the  north  side  was  a  pasture  for  his  horse, 
adjoining  which  was  a  log  stable.  About  four  acres  were 
in  orchard,  two  in  small  fruits  and  one  used  as  a 
vegetable  garden — the  whole  eight  acres  being  fertilised 
with  leaf-mould  compost  till  the  ground  was  very  productive. 
The  orchard  afforded  a  great  variety  of  fruit — apples,  pears, 
plums,  cherries,  peaches,  grapes,  and  his  berries  were  very 
abundant.    He  had  no  market  for  surplus  products,  but  birds  and 
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his  poultry  generally  consumed  what  he  did  not  use.  At  his 
kitchen  door  was  a  well  of  clear  cold  water  under  a  broad  south 
porch. 

On  my  suggestion  that  by  reaching  a  market  he  could  sell 
many  dollars  worth  of  fruit,  he  said: 

"I  hare  no  need  of  the  money,  as  I  was  a  soldier  under 
Jackson  in  the  war  of  1812,  and  my  income  is  ample  for  my 
needs." 

He  led  me  into  his  parlor  and  opened  his  book-case,  request 
ing  me  to  amuse  myBeif  awhile  till  he  could  do  some  necessary 
work.  There  I  found  books  showing  the  taste  of  poet,  artist, 
philosopher,  sage.  In  a  copy  of  Montaigne's  famous  Essais, 
edition  of  1826,  translated  by  Victor  Leclerc,  I  observed  on  the 
fly-leaf  the  signature  of  Alexander  Hamilton,  and  in  a  copy  of 
Moliere's  comedies  were  some  manuscript  verses  signed  •Hamil- 
ton/ I  also  noticed  a  bound  volume  of  manuscript,  yellow  with 
age,  but  nicely  preserved,  entitled  "Oracles  of  Reason,  by  Ethan 
Allen."  Among  other  books  were  "Hume'B  Essays,"  Voltaire's 
"La  Henriade,  "Newton's  Principis,"  Rosseau's  Confessions,"  and 
numerous  old  novels  and  many  volumes  of  ancient  history* 
scientific  text-books,  and  bound  in  calf  was  "Plutarch's  Leives." 

Well  I  concluded  my  hermit  friend  has  a  great  host  of  val- 
uable and  entertaining  companions  among  the  great  authors. 
Apparently  the  most  worn  of  any  of  his  books  was  a  pocket 
edition  of  Thomas  Paine's  "Age  of  Reason,"  which  satisfied  me 
that  Paine  came  nearest  of  any  one  of  being  the  idol  of  his 
mind. 

Aften  attending  to  some  garden  matters  and  preparing  arti- 
cles desirable  for  dinner,  my  friend  TJnole  Henry  invited  me  to 
a  hunt  with  him  in  the  forests,  and  on  our  way  we  passed  the 
identical  place  where  he  found  me  the  preceding  night  It  was, 
in  day  light,  even  aB  picturesque  and  charming  as  I  had  seen  it 
by  my  oampfire.  Passing  farther  down  the  valley  we  came 
to  a  pool,  where  he  dipped  out  three  handsome  bass,  weighing 
over  a  pound  each,  which  we  were  to  take  home  for  dinner. 
We  wended  our  way  around  a  high  precipitous  bluff  to  the  west, 
and  as  we  rounded  in  toward  home,  came  to  an  opening  of 
some  ten  acres  which  he  had  fenced  for  an  outside  pasture. 
Creeping  stealthily  to  the  fence  he  fired,  securing  four  quail. 
We  then  went  in  the  back  way  to  the  house,  and  with  what 
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help  I  could  render  a  sumptuous  dinner  was  before  us  about 
four  o'clock. 

Dinner  was  over,  and  all  work  closed  for  the  evening.  Uncle 
Henry  led  to  the  front  porch,  where  we  conversed  till  late  in  the 
night.  He  told  me  on  inquiry  about  his  health,  that  he  had 
passed  sixty-six  years  without  much  sickness;  until  he  had  passed 
forty  he  was  in  business  in  the  city  of  New  York,  except  what 
time  he  was  in  Military  service;  that  he  was  born  in  the  Cats- 
kill  Mountains  in  1790. 

"I  never  revealed  my  true  name  to  any  one,"  said  Uncle 
Henry,  "and  always  went  by  the  name  I  gave  as  a  soldier,  and 
on  that  name  I  draw  my  annuities  and  pension.  Though  I  was 
born  outside  of  the  marriage  vow,  for  my  mother  I  had  reason 
always  to  entertain  the  highest  respect,  as  she  uniformly  led 
an  upright  though  sad  life.  My  father,  standing  among  the 
highest  of  American  statesmen,  never  could  reproach  me  for 
claiming  his  name." 

"I  notice  the  name  of  Alexander  Hamilton  written  in  sev- 
eral of  your  books;  I  also  notice  you  have  one  of  the  original 
copies  of  the  Federalist.  That  is  a  rare  print,  and  will  likely 
bring  a  large  sum  in  the  course  of  time." 

"Yes,"  he  answered,  reflectively;  "most  of  those  books  I 
incidentally  gathered  up  when  preparing  for  retirement  to  moun- 
tain solitude,  where  the  stings  of  the  scorpion  Slander  would 
never  reach  my  ears.  In  this  quiet  place  I  have  found  peace  and 
hope  in 

Retirement,  rural  quiet,  friendship,  books, 
Progressive  virtue,  and  approving  Heaven.' 

as  Thomson  has  truly  expressed  my  present  situation." 

"As  the  memory  of  this  interview  with  you  wHI  go  with  me 
through  my  natural  life,  have  you  not  some  monograph  of  the. 
mature  thoughts  of  your  life  time,  giving  your  most  logical  ideas 
as  if  in  the  spirit  of  the  real  truth,  and  tryng  to  merit  approval? 
Out  in  the  world  most  men  of  cultivated  minds  hold  interests 
that  bias  their  minds  and  render  them  insincere.  I  find  it  in  the 
interest  of  preachers,  lawyers,  doctors  and  teachers  to  hide  the 
truth  from  the  unlearned  lest  their  avocations  are  undermined. 
Here  in  this  wilderness  with  just  us  two,  and  with  no  one  to 

please  or  placate,  you  have  no  occasion  to  be  insincere,  no  de- 
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sire  to  live  here  among  trees,  flowers,  bees  and  birds  wearing  a 
mask  of  hypocracy,  unless  you  wish  to  inveigle  these  natural 
friends  to  your  use.  I  would  like  to  carry  away  with  me  some 
of  your  most  sincere  and  logical  thought" 

"I  hsvve  never  written  but  little  on  philosophical  subjects/* 
returned  Uncle  Henry;  "but  I  did  strike  out  to  writing  once 
after  reading  Plato's  doctrine  of  Antithesis  and  Aristottle's  sys- 
tem of  induction,  made  clear  by  Bacon.  In  my  most  settled  con- 
victions I  am  more  in  line  with  Spinoza  than  with  any  other 
author  I  know  of;  that  the  Universe  is  one  substance,  with  one 
law  operating  by  modes  of  unity  and  extension— one  law  for 
ail.  In  this  respect  the  Universe  is  a  mechanism,  a  structure, 
a  dynamic  affair  altogether.  Unity  and  diversity  are  the  pre- 
vailing features  of  Nature.  Elementally,  growth  is  unity  and 
decay  in  diversity;  progression  is  in  homogenity,  retrogression  is 
in  heterogenity.  These  seem  to  me  as  simple  facts,  and  if  there 
is  a  God  or  a  multiplicity  of  Gods  looking  alter  affairs,  I  don't 
know  as  my  notions  interfere  with  His  or  Its  of  Their  plans 
know  as  my  notions  interfere  with  His  or  Its  or  Their  plans  and 
purposes.  Here  is  a  paper  I  wrote  some  years  ago,  from  my 
point  of  view,  which  I  will  give  you,  as  I  have  another  copy.  I 
gave  it  the  title  of 

The  Halt  Where  Progression  Ceases. 

Is  there  a  lesson  in  Nature  which  demonstrates  the  finishing 
of  the  possibilities  of  life? 

In  the  pursuit  of  the  investigation  of  any  partcukur  branch  of 
science  the  specialist  will  demonstrate  the  fact  that  there  are 
traces  of  gradual  unfoldment  from  so-called  lower  to  higher 
forms,  without  any  apparent  evidence  of  a  cessation  of  improve- 
ment, Into  the  domains  of  the  infinite;  and,  interposing  the  cor- 
rollary  that  progression  is  of  eternal  and  general  application, 
the  doctrine  of  Eternal  Progress  is  therefore  enunciated.  Thus 
it  is  that  the  specialists  in  science  are  frequently  found  as  ad- 
herents to  such  a  dogma. 

In  botany  we  find  it  an  unquestioned  fact  that  a  rivalry  tor 
ascendancy  attends  the  unfoldment  of  plant  life— a  rivalry  that 
reaches  toward  the  sensations  of  tasting,  smelling  and  seeing, 
and  utilizing  the  other  senses,  is  it  interlinked  in  its  rivalry  the 
most  fittingly  and  attractively  to  promote  the  progressive  un- 
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foldment  of  sensate  forms  in  their  manifold  diversity;  and  the 
emulation  of  plant  life  is  for  the  survival  of  the  fittest  for  ani- 
mate utility. 

In  animate  nature  we  find  the  same  anodes  of  progression 
wending  their  way  generically  perpetual,  from  the  jelly-fish  up 
toward  and  to  the  anthropomorphaus  ape,  and  onward  toward  and 
to  man.  In  geology  there  is  layer  upon  layer  in  the  progress  of 
world-building.  In  all  forms  of  life  there  is  an  apposite  impres- 
sion upon  apposite  impression,  objectively  made  and  subjectively 
received  through  the  functions  of  sensation,  pre-natal,  ante-natal 
and  post-natal,  attending  and  promoting  the  progressive  ascen- 
sion of  mental  unfoldment. 

Reasoning  upon  the  hypothesis  of  causation,  special  progress 
is  everywhere  made  manifest;  and,  whether  in  the  abstract 
or  concrete,  the  tendency  of  humanity  is  aspirationally  ascend- 
ing to  higher  altitudes  of  physical  and  psychical  conditions;  and 
herein  the  question  arises  as  to  whether  the  higher  formations, 
exclusively  embracing  the  human  type  of  animate  nature,  are 
subject  to  the  same  laws  of  evolution  apparently  manifest  in 
primary  developments.  Does  the  human  formation  develop  and 
ripen  homogeneously,  and  then,  heterogenously  reculminate  into 
the  specific  germ?  Does  the  human  spring  from  the  abstracto- 
molecular  foundation,  and  then,  by  the  superlatively  subtile  laws, 
or  modes  of  motion,  known  as  the  laws  of  disintegration,  hetero- 
geneousty  revert  to  the  ulterior  domains  of  the  unconditional 
monad?  Does  man,  body  and  soul,  fade  away  and  recede  back- 
ward into  unconscious  vortices  back  into  the  eternal  and  in- 
variable duration  of  ultimate  and  again  primate  essences,  whose 
conditions  shall  not  depend  upon  conditions  of  space  and  time 
nor  be  in  any  way  subjective  to  the  limitations  of  objective 
forces? 

The  generalist  in  science,  who  scans  primary  and  ultimate 
principles  as  Inhering  to  the  existence  of  matter  in  all  forms, 
in  mobility,  in  motion,  and  in  mind,  looking  beyond  the  condi- 
tional relations  of  space  and  time,  mar  see  a  lameness  in  coup- 
ling the  idea  of  eternal  duration  and  infinite  elimination;  and 
thus  the  bicipital  question,  dividing  itself  in  the  pursuit  of  evo- 
lution of  organic  life,  is  forced  to  appear  under  two  distinct  heads, 
—the  finite,  or  conditional,  and  the  infinite,  or  unconditional, 
origin  of  primary  centers  of  life. 
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It  is  only  when,  with  aided  vision,  we  are  brought  into  cog- 
nition of  sporadic  conditions — the  existence  of  local  objects 
possessing  male  and  female  rudimentary  functions — that  finite 
germ  centers  are  discovered  to  possess  existence,  having  traits 
of  receipts  and  expenditures;  whereas,  anything  signifying  eter- 
nal duration,  must  be,  per  se,  unexpending,  non-producing,  Im- 
perishable and  unprogressive.  The  human  type,  both  mentally 
and  physically,  is  the  reverse  of  all  these  attributes  of  the  eter- 
nal, as  it  is  prolific  in  expending  its  accumulated  forces,  which 
are  perilously  reproductive,  swiftly  progressive,  and  psychology 
demonstrates  its  mental  as  clearly  as  physiology  demonstrates 
its  physical  perishability. 

For  anything  to  spring  up  into  diversified  forms — for  germs 
to  unfold  into  multifarious  forms  of  life — without  returning  to  the 
germinal  foundation  again,  as  it  was,  is,  and  evidently  must 
be,  tacitly  declares  its  perishable  quality,  which  serves  a  local 
instead  of  serving  a  general  law;  and  if,  In  looking  beyond  the 
boundaries  of  demonstration,  we  carry  with  us  the  logic  of  the 
demonstration,  then  the  only  one  evident  conclusion  is  the  spirito- 
gemminal  or  the  spirito-molecular  origin  of  mental  growth  is  the 
true  mode,  and  hence  its  consequent  disintegration,  and  its  final 
monadic  restoration. 

If  it  be  averred  that  this  line  of  thought  passes  beyond  the 
scrutlbility  of  human  reason,  then  the  assertion  is  valid  that  the 
aggregate  demonstrations  of  science  have  failed  to  discern  in 
rarefied  matter  the  ultimate  constituents  of  life,  or  that  there  is 
any  evidence  that  there  is  a  pervading  principle  by  which  the 
forms  of  life  are  evolved.  For  a  germi  to  unfold  objectively  to 
the  leaf,  to  the  mature  plant,  and  onward  to  the  ripe  fruit,  is, 
per  se,  the  conditional  limitations  of  special  progress  beyond 
which  the  only  alteration  involves  internal  conditions  of  molecu- 
lar restoration. 

The  evident  fact  that  all  forms  of  matter,  organic  and  in- 
organic, aspiratlonally  reacii  out  continually  toward  higher  alti- 
tudes, may  not  always  be  the  best  evidence  that  this  progress,  of 
moving  toward  higher  altitudes,  has  not  also  its  limitation*.  A 
question  legitimately  arises  in  this  case,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
limitations  of  special  progress,  that  the  attitude  of  ripening  is  the 
halt  wherein  hinges  the  restitution  of  ultimate  monadic  con- 
stituency.   Then  is  there  a  boundary  to  the  domain  of  causation? 
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— Is  there  an  altitude  In  the  unfoldment  of  life  beyond  which 
bourne  rises  a  reactionary  tide,  forcing  back  the  highest  maturity 
into  the  quinta  essentia  of  ultimate  particles — into  the  uncon- 
scious and  unconditional  cycles  of  infinite  and  eternal  prop- 
erties? 

If  there  is  yet  other  source  of  life  than  that  of  generation, 
such  as  dynamic  germination,  then  the  hypothesis  of  reasoning 
here  pursued  can  but  dimly  foreshadow  the  elimination  of  sen- 
sate  being  into  the  infinite  vortex  of  ulterior  primatlon.  But 
on  highest  biological  evidence  there  is  no  other  source  of  life; 
and  on  the  same  evidence,  at  the  sessation  of  this  source  may  be 
found  the  arc  of  recessation,  wherein  the  personal  relaves  in 
the  impersonal,  as  growth  returns  in  the  impersonal,  as  growth 
returns  to  the  void  of  decay.  And  I  am  forced  to  conclude  that 
the  most  high  in  progressive  culture  is  at  a  summit  where  the 
functions  of  generation  cease  to  act. 

In  an  effort  to  answer  this,  the  most  vital  question  ever 
propounded  to  the  human  understanding,  it  were  futile  to  make 
the  attempt  except  there  be  evidence  in  Nature  to  establish  the 
certitude  of  the  existence  of  such  a  daw  acting  in  and  through 
the  forms  of  life  in  individual  specific  development,  demonstrat- 
ing that  ultimate  perfectibility  is  attended  by  a  consequent  ster- 
ility in  the  present  stage  of  scientific  inquiry  little  or 
no  evidence  has  been  revealed  with  the  express  purpose 
of  applying  it  to  substantiate  the  existence  of  such  a  law  or 
principle;  but  the  evidence  already  deduced  in  support  of  the 
systematic  continuity  of  law  in  the  evolution  of  organic  life  is 
sufficient  to  trace  the  outlines  of  this  law  as  prevailing  in  Na- 
ture as  plainly  as  decay  is  universally  the  equal  of  growth.  As 
the  poet  Pope  expresses  it 

Dying  vegetables  life  sustain, 

Life  dissolving  vegitates  again; 

By  turns  we  catch  the  vitaffl  breath  and  die. 

The  extinct  forms  of  vegetal  and  animal  life  demonstrate 
that  there  was  a  time,  whatsoever  the  causes  may  have  been, 
when  generative  activity  ceased  with  many  species,  both  of 
plants  and  animals,  the  fossil  remains  of  which  are  conclusive 
proof  that  they  belonged  to  a  different  genera  from  any  which 
now  inhabit  this  globe.    Had  the  generative  functions  continued 
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at  full  capacity  these  ancient  forms  would  still  be  with  us. 
But  sterility  overtook  their  ripening,  and  they  have  passed  from 
our  view: — the  dense  primeval  forests,  the  leviathan,  the  mam- 
moth, the  mastodon, — these  had  reached  the  limitation  of  their 
highest  specific  development,  and  are  no  longer  the  glory  of  life's 
activities;  also,  the  time-worn  elephant,  the  buffalo,  the  camel, 
the  ostrich  and  the  rhinoceros  are  rapidly  following  the  ob- 
livious pathway  to  annihilation. 

With  the  advent  of  man  on  the  earth  came  also  new  forms 
of  plants  and  animals  which  in  turn  here  and  there  are  rushing 
on  from  virility  toward  sterility  disuse  and  atrophyL  The  fair- 
est flowers  and  finest  fruits  no  longer  yield  their  kind;  and  man, 
in  the  height  of  material  glory  and  intellectual  power,  becomes 
a  generative  failure,  a  deterioration  from  sire  to  son,  ceases  to 
aspire,  recedes  from  the  pinnacle  of  greatness,  downward  and 
backward  with  the  ebbing  tide  of  life.  The  reflux  of  all  beings 
passes  along  every  receding  wave,  kind  with  its  kind.  Persepotis, 
Mamra.  Where  are  Greece,  Rome,  Babylon,  Ninneveh,  Pompeii, 
Carthage  and  Alexandria?  Where  is  continuity  of  promise  in  the 
progeny  of  Plato,  Socrates,  Confucius?  What  bright  trans- 
missions have  we  of  Jesus,  Mohamet,  Swedenburg?  What  hero- 
ism in  the  descendants  of  Hannibal,  Napoleon,  Washington? 
What  wisdom  from  the  life-line  of  Jefferson,  Franklin,  Jackson? 
What  logic  in  the  tree  of  consangulnily  of  Descartes,  Bacon,  New- 
Newton?  What  poetic  flame  among  the  offspring  of  Shakespeare, 
Dante,  Byron?  What  masterful  eloquence  have  Pitt,  Webster  or 
Sumner  bequeathed  to  their  children?  Verily,  their  ripening  was 
at  the  culmination  and  cessation  of  progress,  where  sterility 
crowds  transmission  from  position  and  place;  where  the  ebbing 
water  of  life  flow  backward  into  the  Eternal  and  Unconditional! 
— into  Monadic  and  Molecular  Prlmation. 

"It  is  with  rapture/*  said  I,  "that  I  have  listened  to  the 
reading  of  your  paper,  for  you  are  the  first  man  I  ever  met 
whose  ideas  accord  with  my  own.  The  best  reasoning  I  can  find 
leads  me  to  the  certainty  of  a  simple  truth,  that  everything 
returns  to  what  it  comes  from— the  dust  of  the  earth,  "and  mind 
returns  to  its  unconscious  origin.*' 

"Yes,  and  no,"  rejoined  Uncle  Henry,  "for  it  would  be  a 
depresslngly  melancholy  fact,  if  true,  that  the  mind  of  man. 
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coming  «out  of  an  unconscious  state,  must  return  to  the  same 
nothingness." 

"Have  you  never  read  the  philosophy  of  materialism/'  I  in- 
quired, "whose  conclusion  is  that  death  ends  all,  unless  per- 
chance that  Spiritualism  shall  discover  the  fact  of  immortality?" 

"No,  I  have  not  read  it,"  Uncle  Henry  answered,  "and  while  1 
would  like  to  read  it,  really  I  would  rather  have  the  Christian's 
hope  than  mountains  of  philosophy  that  only  adds  discomfort  to 
my  mind  and  feelings.  At  my  advanced  age,  living  very  lonely 
among  these  mountains  my  chief  consolation  consists  of  nursing 
a  hope  for  a  happy  conscious  existence  in  a  pleasant  place  be- 
yond the  grave." 

"I  too,  have  a  deep  yearning  for  conscious  and  happy  life 
after  death,  with  delightful  surroundings,  "I  responded,  "and  often 
wish  my  mind  would  accord  with  the  emotions  of  my  heart, 
which  Incessantly  contradict  logic  at  every  step.  Bach  day's 
reasoning  leaves  me  a  confirmed  materialist,  and  my  dreams  at 
night  find  me  reveling  with  spiritual  beings." 

"In  my  hermitic  life  here,"  Uncle  Henry  continued,  "I  haw 
an  Insatiable  craving  for  congenial  minds,  cultivated  men,  to  com- 
panionise  my  time;  at  times  I  am  famishing,  starving,  really 
hungering  for  mental  sustenance;  and  my  own  mind  often  seems 
blank  while  alone,  but  revives,  recollects  and  freshens  when  in- 
telligent persons  are  with  me.  It  is  not  the  need  of  personal 
society  so  much,  for  an  unlettered  person  never  supplies  the 
void,  while  a  cultivated  person  does.  It  is  a  positive  certainty 
to  me  that  mind  feeds  upon  mind  in  vital  form,  somewhat  upon 
mind  stored  in  books,  but  they  do  not  satisfy— "there  must  be  the 
vital  infusion  and  assimilation  to  give  guaranty  to  my  title  of 
spiritual  freehold  as  a  thinking  being.  Some  plants  and  trees 
out  by  themselves,  isolated,  are  unfruitful,  dwarfish,  hurted, 
void  of  development;  they  need  association  for  sustenance,  kind 
for  kind;  the  field  of  corn  comes  to  perfection,  the  single  stalk 
comes  to  abortion  and  blight  So  with  man,  physically,  morally, 
mentally,  and,  continuing  the  meataphor,  spiritually,  a  worthless 
failure." 

"What  you  are  saying,"  said  I,  "reminds  me  of  a  resume  in  a 
little  book  I  once  read  on  Conservative  Energy,  on  the  law  of 
identity  in  development  and  affinity  of  objects  in  association.  The 
idea  involved  is  that  like  produces  like  and  like  sustains  like. 
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For  instance,  my  body  is  of  matter,  is  surrounded  by  matter,  is 
sustained  by  matter,  and  without  material  sustenance  it  be- 
comes nothing.  So  of  the  mind  or  the  spirit,  without  surround- 
ing mind  or  spirit,  there  being  no  sustenance  there  is  nothing. 
Using  a  physical  metaphor,  the  universe  which  we  see,  the  cor- 
rollary  being  true,  is  a  fragment  of  the  universe  we  don't  see. 
Hence,  if  association,  in  body  or  mind,  is  necessary  for  the  devel- 
opment, then  dlsassociation  is  the  opposite,  or  nothing,  and  we 
come  to  nothing  when  ignoring  what  I  have  recently  learned 
to  be  Necessary  Truth." 

The  midnight  hour  was  drawing  near;  on  my  suggestion  of 
retiring,  Untile  Henry  prepared  kindling  for  the  morning  fire, 
and  soon  after  we  were  both  sound  asleep,  myself  in  dreams  with 
a  beautiful  vision  of  a  sister  many  years  in  her  grave.  So  strange 
it  is,  forced  by  logic  into  rank  materialism,  yet  in  my  slumbers 
seeing  and  talking  with  spiritual  beings. 
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CHAPTER  12. 
Lifting  the  Mystic  Veil. 

Uncle  Henry  aroused  me  at  daybreak  on  May  17,  1856,  the 
morning  following  the  night's  conversation  recorded  in  chapter 
eleven.  He  wanted  to  show  me  the  splendor  of  sunrise  on  a 
clear  morning  in  the  mountains.  I  arose,  dressed  hastily,  and 
went  out  on  the  east  porch.  The  magnificence  of  the  scene 
was  enough  to  ravish  the  senses  of  a  Raphael  or  an  Angelo.  A 
few  scattering  cumulous  clouds  lay  over  the  horizon,  on  which 
the  nearly  risen  sun  flamed  brilliantly  in  crimson  and  gold; 
broad  branching  trees  everywhere  drooped  heavily  with  glitter- 
ing dew;  birds  in  great  numbers  were  flitting  and  chirping  in 
the  lawn  and  orchard,  a  few  slick  cattle  at  near  view  were  graz- 
ing in  the  meadow,  half-hidden  with  fog;  the  star-marked  bay 
horse  stood  at  the  yard  gate  neighing  for  his  grain;  pink,  yellow 
and  damask  roses,  lilacs  and  snow-balls  Hashed  gorgeously  as 
the  sun's  first  rays  met  them  moistened  with  vapor; through  the 
foliage  a  mile  off  a  column  of  smoke  was  rising  from  the  chim- 
ney of  a  neighboring  farm-house  and  wafting  northward  by  a 
gentle  south  wind,  and  on  a  near  hillside  pasture  a  score  of 
sheep  were  lying  in  quiet  contentment.  No  sight  that  I  ever  be- 
held seemed  more  poetically  alluring  to  the  painter's  eye,  as  if  to 
fire  his  brush  with  Inspiration.  My  mind  and  feelings  were 
enraptured  with  the  scene — spellbound,  enthralled,  inspired  with 
the  truth  that  God's  world  reveals  to  man  equality  of  beauty  and 
utility.  Ah,  here  is  a  revelation  to  an  unshackeled  mind,  Love- 
liness and  Goodness  fresh  (from  the  hands  of  the  Beautiful  Gods. 
Beauty  and  Utility! — what  a  sublime  picture,  undefiled  by  greed, 
averice  and  crime,  washed  in  the  pure  dews  of  Heaven! 

The  view  was  entrancing,  bewildering,  awfully  delighting.  In 
the  spell  of  its  fascination  I  was  startled  at  the  call  for  break- 
fast "Come  in,  my  young  frlned,  breakfast  is  ready,*'  called 
Uncle  Henry  from  the  kitchen.  To  enliven  me  from  the  chill 
of  the  fresh  morning  air  he  poured  me  a  glass  of  wine,  which 
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I  can  say  now  did  not  dull,  but  quickened  the  Impressions  of  the 
beautiful  view  of  nature's  loveliness  on  that  May  morning. 
While  sitting  leisurely  at  table  sipping  our  coffee  he  said:  "To- 
morrow is  Sunday,  and  If  fair  weather  I  will  give  you  a  surprise — 
at  least  something  you  would  hardly  expect  in  this  wilderness. 
About  three  miles  north  of  here,  by  way  of  a  meandering  path, 
we  have  a  small  neighborhood  gathering  on  Sunday  evenings. 
It  is  something  in  line  with  what  occurred  at  Rochester,  New 
York,  a  few  years  ago,  where  departed  friends  are  alleged  to  have 
made  their  presence  manifest.    Do  you  feel  like  going  with  me?" 

"Certainly,"  I  replied;  "there  is  no  secret  in  the  universe  that 
I  would  hesitate  to  unveil,  If  it  be  possible.  I  have  read  a  good 
deal  about  spiritual  manifestations,  and  if  the  dead  can  be 
called  up  I  for  one  welcome  their  coming.  Anything  that  is  true 
is  worthy  of  my  careful  attention.  Christ,  you  know,  had  audi- 
ence with  His  Satanic  Majesty — why  not  I  follow  Christ's  ex- 
ample? I  am  out  here  in  the  universe,  and  I  propose  to  ex- 
amine whatever  there  is  In  it,  trees  and  birds,  water  and  fishes, 
gods,  angels  and  devils,  if  there  are  any,  in  serious  mood,  or  in 
the  glee  of  boys  chasing  butterflies,  all  the  same  to  me." 

"Pretty  well  said,  young  man,"  resumed  Uncle  Henry: :  "We 
will  go.  The  meetings  hold  till  after  midnight,  and  I  will  fix 
a  basket  of  food,  as  we  will  remain  there  till  Monday  morning.** 

Saturday  passed  in  work  about  the  place,  planting  the  gar- 
den, restaklng  the  vineyard  and  preparing  fuel,  in  which  I  took 
hold  with  more  relish  than  ever  at  home,  as  I  felt  that  it  was 
really  a  work  of  love,  the  first  I  had  ever  known.  It  alone,  a 
work  of  love  to  me,  was  a  revelation — a  sort  of  drawing  aside  the 
curtain  that  veiled  heaven  from  the  ordinary  view  of  men.  Every 
stroke  of  the  axe  seemed  musical;  he  dropped  the  seed  and  I 
joyfully  covered  it;  he  drove  the  horse  and  I  held  the  plow;  the 
loads  I  carried  for  him  seemed  light  to  bear;  and  I  noticed 
Uncle  Henry's  eyes  brightened,  face  freshened,  movements  sprit- 
ened,  and  his  sad  demeanor  lightened  with  smiling  good  humor. 
To  him  this  certainly  was  a  happy  revelation,  whose  brightness 
hid  some  old  sorrows;  to  me  also,  though  in  my  teens,  kindness 
was  a  happy  revelation,  for  I  knew  very  little  of  mankind  except 
irony,  harsh  words  and  the  blight  of  unUndness. 

"Uncle  Henry,"  breaking  silence  at  table  Saturday  evening, 
"did  you  ever  think  how  scarce  the  best  things  of  this  world  are? 
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When  a  little  fellow  I  was  immensely  fond  of  sugar,  but  it  was 
bard  to  get.  I  loved  candy,  but  only  barely  had  a  few  tastes  of 
it  when  ten  years  otd.  I  yearned  for  love,  but  don't  remember  of 
ever  being  kissed  at  home,  though  scoldings  were  severe  and 
plentiful.  I  observe  that,  when  men  are  not  butchering  each 
other  in  war,  they  are  generally  trying  to  down  each  other  by 
lying,  slander,  theft,  robbery,  or  by  mean  tricks;  and  I  notice 
that  men  often  seek  the  ruin  of  girls  Instead  of  shielding  their 
virtue." 

At  this  last  sentence  Uncle  Henry's  countenance  suddenly 
turned  gloomy.  "Yes,"  said  he,  "that  I  was  born  a  bastard  is  the 
horror  of  my  iife,  and  one  of  the  finest  and  noblest  girls  on 
earth,  dying  at  past  fifty,  was  in  sorrow  till  she  died,  from  the 
viUiany  of  her  perfidious  lover.   God  have  mercy!" 

"Uncle  Henry,  there  is  no  God!  I  boldly  defy  the  Universe  to 
produce  such  a  being!  There  is  no  God,  or  such  things  would  not 
exist!    I  challenge  proof!     "said  I. 

"Beware!  beware!  my  boy;"  said  he,  wiping  his  old  eyes. 

"The  prolixity  of  vice  among  men,"  I  resumed,"  would  in- 
dicate that  hell  gets  the  most  of  them  for  roasting  purposes,  while 
few  are  worthy  of  heaven,  if  there  is  a  heaven.  When  Christ 
sentenced  a  lewd  woman  to  be  stoned  to  death,  not  a  sinless  man 
could  be  found  to  cast  the  first  stone.  On  this  theory  heaven 
must  be  thinly  populated,  while  billions  are  undergoing  torture." 

"Whether  we  will  or  not>"  remarked  Uncle  Henry,  "evil  gets 
a  flrey  ordeal  soon  or  late;  whatever  the  appeal  for  mercy,  the 
punishment  goes  on,  and  sin  is  cooked  out,  as  If  in  a  hot  fire. 
I  know  of  no  escape  from  the  penalty  of  dishonor." 

"Christ  was  strictly  In  line  with  latest  Scientific  Knowl- 
edge," I  continued,  "when  he  said  that  'broad  is  the  road  that 
leads  to  destruction,  and  many  go  that  way;  narrow  is  the  path 
that  leads  to  eternal  life,  and  few  are  they  who  enter  there.' 
Everything  In  the  material  world  confirms  this  doctrine.  Look 
under  your  apple  trees  in  June,  and  see  the  ground  covered 
with  abortive  apples,  while  comparatively  few  arrive  to  perfec- 
tion. In  all  the  divisions  of  Nature  progress  to  the  heaven  of 
perfection  is  scarce,  as  quality  Is  the  essential  qualification  for 
gaining  that  destiny.  In  the  inorganic  division  of  Nature  dia- 
monds, pearls,  gold  and  silver  are  scarce,  compared  with  things 
that  corrode  and  decompose,  like  coal  mould,  muck,  iron,  copper, 
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clay.  In  the  organic  division  note  what  a  prodigous  waste  Is 
expended  in  the  ascension  of  quality.  Tons  of  sour  grapes  are 
expended  before  one  sweet  grape  is  attained;  the  same  with 
apples,  peaches,  plums — tons  of  brackishness  to  ounces  of  good 
quality;  and  left  to  the  sin  of  neglect,  the  good  qualities  return 
to  evil  ways  and  go  down  to  badness  again.  With  animals,  the 
lower,  grosser  forms  are  immensely  prolific,  coming  in  litters 
rapidly,  and  suffer  quick  destruction,  while  the  offspring  of 
horses,  cows,  deer,  and  sheep  are  scarce,  coming  tardily  in  sin- 
gle issues  annually.  In  the  human,  fecundity  has  become  still 
scarcer,  issues  being  biennial,  triennial  and  decreasing  toward 
sterility  as  quality  ascends.  If  we  carry  the  logic  of  the  visible 
into  the  invisible,  and  consider  the  ascending  scale  of  mind,  high 
quality  gets  very  scarce  indeed,  while  grossness  in  low  mind 
grows  enormously  on  the  way  to  corruption  and  mental  catas- 
trophy.  In  the  mental  division  we  find  wisdom  the  scarcest 
thing  conceivable— only  just  a  few  wise  men  and  women,  and 
an  inundation  of  folly.  We  can  easily  count  the  good  and  great 
men,  with  a  few  the  greatest,  like  Christ,  Gautama,  Confucius. 
All  Greece  had  but  one  Plato,  Rome  but  one  Cicero.  In  Nature's 
effort  to  produce  a  Newton,  a  Voltaire,  a  Napoleon,  she  chops 
whole  nations  of  mediocrity  into  manure-heaps.  The  coal-fields 
attest  the  prodigious  waste  of  vegetation  before  Nature  got 
where  she  could  evolve  an  ear  of  good  corn  or  a  fine  apple. 
Now  carry  the  same  analogy  into  the  spiritual  division  of  life — 
where  immortality  comes  in  for  recognition — millions  upon  mil- 
lions of  Jews  were  slashed  into  the  hell  of  buzzards,  meat  before 
that  nationality  could  gestate  an  immortal  genius  in  the  person 
of  Jesus,  the  Christ.  Verily,  the  words  of  Jesus  are  appropri- 
ately in  line  with  science— 'Many  are  called  into  life,  but  few 
are  chosen  into  immortality/  Out  of  the  vastness  of  animal 
fecundity,  beasts,  birds  and  fishes,  the  quantity  of  the  human 
type  is  comparatively  small,  and  from  the  mire  of  human  pas- 
sion only  a  little  of  Wisdom  survives.  If  in  this  I  have  found 
The  Law,  then  the  veil  of  mystery  is  drawn  aside,  that  those 
who  seek  shall  find  the  true  way  that  leads  to  Immortality,  the 
straight  and  narrow  path  Illumined  by  the  Light  of  Life. 

"On  the  other  hand,  they  who  do  not  seek  immortality,  using 
reasonable  means  in  the  search,  will  suffer  annihilation  through 
a  considerable  amount  of  hell  and  damnation.    That  things  are 
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what  they  are  made  of,  is  a  common  sense  proposition,  which 
the  most  unlearned  will  admit  as  true,  necessarily  true.  If  a 
kind  of  seed  is  planted,  and  if  the  soil  is  devoid  of  the  elements 
necessary  for  its  development,  then  even  if  moisture  and  heat  are 
present  for  favorable  development,  the  effort  is  a  failure;  and, 
if  the  chemical  elements  are  favorable,  with  the  absence  of  the 
necessary  moisture  and  heat,  the  effort  is  still  a  failure." 

"Well,  well,  my  young  friend,"  interrupted  Uncle  Henry, 
"where  did  you  get  into  so  much  philosophy  I  never  saw 
a  boy  go  into  such  abstruce  problems  before — when  have  you 
had  time  to  learn  to  solve  so  many  problems?" 

'Uncle  Henry,"  I  replied,  '1  did  not  think  I  was  more 
than  ordinary*  I  had  but  little  schooling,  and  that  in  the  back- 
woods at  Grand  Rapids,  Michigan;  but  I  always  thought  a  boy 
of  eighteen  of  no  account  if  not  well  read  in  history  and  the 
classics.  Before  I  was  sixteen  I  had  thoroughly  read  the  best 
text-books  on  geology,  chemistry,  botany,  physiology  and  astron- 
omy, and  studied  and  recited  the  law  commentaries  of  Kent  and 
Blackstone.  I  always  practiced  reading  till  midnight,  and  read 
most  of  the  Infidel  literature  while  other  boys  were  asleep.  But 
my  greatest  advancement  was  under  the  advice  of  Prof.  Joseph 
Henry  at  the  Smithsonian  Institute,  where  I  availed  myself  of 
the  latest  scientific  publications,  as  well  as  some  of  the  writings 
of  the  old  masters,  such  as  Hume,  Bacon,  Newton,  Descartes, 
Leeibnitz  and  others.  As  for  the  classic  poets,  I  generally  read 
them  aloud  to  myself  so  as  to  get  a  deep  Impression  of  their 
ideas." 

"You  seem  to  me  like  a  very  sensitive  kind  of  a  boy,"  said 
Uncle  Henry;  "and  I  wouldn't  be  surprised  to  you'd  very  readily 
become  a  medium  for  spirit  control.  .  They  say  sensitive  people 
are  the  most  easily  influenced  by  spirits — I  hope  you  will  have 
no  fears  of  trying." 

"None  in  the  least,  Uncle  Henry,"  I  replied ;  "there  is  nothing 
in  the  whole  universe  important  enough  to  cause  me  to  have 
fears.  There  is  much  that  provokes  my  contempt  and  scorn. 
I  fear  nothing  in  the  world,  except  the  tongue  of  a  serpent  I 
can  fight  any  man  if  he  insults  me;  devils  I  dont  believe  in;  as 
for  God,  he  Is  my  friend,  or  there  is  no  such  being!" 

The  evening  passed  In  much  commonplace  talk,  and  Uncle 
Henry  made  particular  reference  to  a  young  lady  who,  at  the 
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circles,  several  times  done  some  talking  In  an  unconscious  trance. 
We  retired  quite  early  that  night,  and  by  nine  o'clock  the  next 
morning  we  were  on  our  way  to  attend  the  spiritual  circle.  The 
air-line  distance  was  only  about  three  miles,  but  the  winding 
path  we  traveled  was  nearly  double  that  distance,  being  of 
serpentine  curves  in  a  northwesterly  direction,  and  up  quite  a 
rugged  ascent  till  we  reached  the  first  wagon  road  I  had  seen 
since  my  mountain  exploit. 

On  arrival  we  found  several  horses  hitched  to  the  rail 
fence  in  an  open  lawn,  three  with  side-saddles.    The  house,  that 

of  Mr.  — .  — .  ,  was  partly  of  hewn  logs,  and  the  larger 

part  frame,  covered  with  old-style  split  weather-boards  and  plas- 
tered inside.  All  around  it  were  handsome  trees  just  commenc- 
ing to  leaf  out 

Some  twenty  guests  were  present  on  our  arrival,  all  of  whom 
had  brought  baskets  of  food.  We  were  bid  welcome,  and  were 
soon  seated,  around  a  table  well  laden  with  viands  of  various 
kinds  to  allure  the  taste,  as  if  each  one  knew  just  what  to  bring 
to  complement  a  most  excellent  dinner. 

After  sitting  an  hour  or  more  on  the  broad  veranda  after 
dinner  in  general  conversation,  Uncle  Henry  announced  the  hour 
of  holding  the  circle  in  the  front  room.  Old  and  young  men, 
women,  youth  and  children  were  soon  gathered  around  a  large 
pine  table,  singing  very  nicely  Indeed  the  old  familiar  hymn, 
'There  is  a  Happy  Land," 

Uncle  Henry  appeared  to  be  the  director  of  ceremonies, 
placing  men  and  ladles  alternately,  giving  me  a  seat  between 
two  pretty  girls.  This  alone  was  enough  to  entrance  me,  even 
if  no  spirits  of  dead  men  were  about,  as  I  was  extremely  sus- 
ceptible to  the  charms  of  the  gentler  sex. 

The  lady  of  the  house  thought  to  darken  the  room,  and  some 
shawls  were  brought  out  and  hung  to  the  windows.  •» 

Very  soon  we  were  all  silently  sitting  for  messages  of  some 
kind  from  our  dear  departed  friends  and  kindred  of  the  spirit 
world.  We  had  not  been  sitting  long  before  several  hands  com- 
menced shaking  and  the  young  lady  to  my  left  arose  and  began 
speaking  with  closed  eyes.  She  told  of  the  beautiful  scenes  in 
heaven,  of  its  palacial  homes  and  delightful  groves  and  flowers, 
and  urging  all  to  cultivate  the  moral  sentiments  as  the  first 
steps  toward  attaining  Eternal  Life. 
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Following  the  speech  of  the  young  lady  I  became  uncon- 
scious, at  least  oblivious  of  all  my  surroundings,  and  remained 
so  till  I  found  myself  and  the  rest  of  the  company  starting  out 
to  the  supper  table  at  nearly  six  o'clock.  Uncle  Henry  took  me 
by  the  hand,  and  led  me  to  the  dining  room,  saying  that  I  had 
made  a  fine  talk  for  nearly  an  hour,  which  he  had  written  down 
as  fairly  correct  as  possible.  He  said  my  talk  was  on  the  sub- 
ject, "How  Shall  We  Inherit  Eternal  Life?" — as  given  to  me  to 
answer  by  an  old  white-haired  lady  who  was  inclined  to  doubt 
the  genuineness  of  spirit  manifestations.  But  at  supper  she 
said  that  she  was  now  convinced  that  Spiritualism  was  pro- 
moting the  teachings  of  Christ,  and  it  would  clear  away  many 
mysteries  which  had  darkened  her  mind. 

"You  have  asked  me,"  as  Uncle  Henry  quoted  me  as  say- 
ing, 'How  shall  I  inherit  Eternal  Life?'  To  answer  this  Question 
briefly,  from  my  own  experience,  LIFE  IN  THE  MORAL  LAW 
IS  ETERNAL  LIFE.  Life  in  the  moral  law  is  reciprocal  with 
God;  it  is  in  affinity  with  imperishable  qualities;  its  heart  is 
thrilled,  quickened,  softened  by  divne  love  unmixed  by  corrup- 
tions of  matter;  its  hands  are  white  with  charity.  The  moral 
law  comprises  absolute  universals  that  never  perish — spiritual 
things  are  eternal;  material  things  perish.  The  carnal  mind 
has  in  it  the  elements  of  death  and  hell,  the  spiritualized  mind 
glories  in  the  joys  of  immortality.  We  all  return  to  what  we 
come  from — if  from  perishable  things,  we  perish;  if  from  spirit- 
ual things,  we  are  immortal.  One  in  prayer  to  God  is  compassed 
by  immortal  love,  and  when  thus  environed  all  perishable  things 
disappear  from  the  conscious  spirit;  evil  flees  from  the  presence 
of  God;  and,  but  when  the  soul  is  given  to  serving  the  lusts 
of  the  flesh,  it  goes  with  the  flesh  to  destruction.  Spirit  alone 
is  eternal,  while  matter  is  transient,  and  they  who  live  wholly 
to  the  interests  of  matter  shall  perish." 

"Please  tell  me,"  interrupted  the  old  lady,  "if  a  true  Chris- 
tian is  sure  of  eternal  life." 

"Yes,  a  true  Christian  is  certain  <if  the  blessings  of 
Heaven,"  answered  the  spirit.  "They  who  keep  the  command- 
ments of  the  Hebrew  Bible,  pray  without  ceasing,  have  charity, 
mercy,  faithfulness  and  fraternal  love,  who  avoid  sin  and  covet 
righteousness,  shall  inherit  eternal  possessions." 
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"Are  you  able  to  give  ub  your  name,  and  some  reasons  (or 
your  claims  of  eternal  life?"  inquired  the  old  lady. 

"My  name  is  of  little  importance/  replied  the  spirit.  'T 
was  very  old  when  I  left  my  body  many  centuries  ago.  I  was 
somewhat  known  in  the  world  as  Claudius  Galenas,  a  physician 
of  Italy.  While  in  the  body  it  was  my  great  desire  to  learn 
whatever  is  true,  and  I  am  called  here  today  to  give  you  some 
words  from  the  knowledge  I  have  acquired  while  in  the  body 
and  in  spirit  life.  It  was  simply  from  a  condition  of  unfalter- 
ing sincerity  on  my  part  that  I  was  enabled  to  learn  what  is  true, 
more  than  from  skill  or  effort — simple  sincerity — in  observing 
the  modes  of  operation  in  organic  life.  I  was  made  to  under- 
stand what  the  spirit  of  nature  was  doing  and  how  it  done  it 
in  the  world  of  life.  I  observed  that  all  forms  visible  to  the 
eyes  are  perishable,  transitory,  while  I  was  led  to  observe  there 
was  something  Inward  to  life  that  is  permanent — some  abiding 
principle  eternal  and  imperishable  that  made  each  class  of 
things,  kind  for  kind,  perpetual,  birds  of  a  kind,  leaves  of  a 
kind,  fishes  and  animals  of  a  genus,  perpetual  repetition — rota- 
tion, giving  me  ideas  of  eternity  of  principles  at  the  basis  of  life. 
All  material  organisms  dissolve  as  freely  as  melting  snow.  But 
with  mind- 1  apprehend  more  than  forms,  creative  energy,  and 
invariable  reappearing  of  life,  kind  in  kind,  and  in  each  appear- 
ing a  verification  that  invisble  forces  Inward  to  and  behind 
organic  matter  and  behind  crystallsation  are  constant,  continual, 
uniform,  eternal — the  same  yesterday,  today,  tomorrow,  forever 
— There  come  trooping  out  of  the  abyss  of  ether  millions  of 
worlds,  with  vapor,  snow,  water,  crystals— uniform,  continual — 
vital  structures  eternally  the  same  in  genus — crystal  modes 
perpetual — the  outward  forms  perishable,  the  inward  principle 
eternal.  In  all  these  matters  they  who  have  eyes  can  see, 
that  in  this  inward  principal  we  abide  face  to  face  with  truth, 
and  none  need  err  herein.  Everywhere  in  what  is  called  Nature 
I  was  Impressed  with  continuity  of  principles,  or  law,  as  simple 
and  perfect  in  organic  life  as  in  the  flake  of  snow,  verified  mil- 
lions of  times  daily,  yearly,  always,  which  stand  before  my 
Judgment  as  a  certitude— in  application  the  basis  of  logic— and 
trains  the  mind  so  accurately  as  to  clearly  discern  spiritual 
realities  through  material  metaphors.  The  law  is  so  perfect, 
so  continuous  that  none  need  doubt  or  err;   by  it  we  know 
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what  fruit  this  tree  or  that  will  yield,  what  flowers  bloom  ou 
this  or  that  Tine,  what  product  this  or  that  seed  will  unfold. 
Were  this  simple  knowledge  taught  In  church  and  school  even 
the  child  learns  readily  to  comprehend  the  dynamic  forces  that 
operate  throughout  the  universe,  and  the  curtains  are  drawn 
aside  from  all  mysteries,  temporal  and  eternal." 

•Permit  me  a  question,"  interposed  the  old  lady.  "You 
spoke  favorably  of  one  in  prayer  as  environed  and  shielded 
by  the  spirit  of  God;  now  what  chance  has  the  good  man  who 
never  prays?" 

"My  Dear  Lady,"  continued  the  spirit,  'the  good  man  Is 
always  in  silent  prayer,  if  not  in  thought,  his  FEELINGS  ARE 
UNCEASING  PRATER  to  Eternal  Beneficence,  who  seeth  in 
secret  and  answers  openly.  The  good  are  in  correspondence 
with  God  continually,  while  evil  is  severance  of  the  material 
from  the  spiritual.  Turning  away  from  the  spiritual  the  mind 
is  lost;  returning  to  the  spiritual  we  are  at  home.  Even  the 
birds  of  the  air  carefully  and  tenderly  and  diligently  guard  the 
germs  of  life;  should  not  man  be  as  wise  as  they?  The  birds 
study  their  surroundings  and  promote  life,  because  they  par- 
take of  the  elements  of  life.  Te  would  not  gather  figs  from 
thistles,  neither  would  ye  find  eternal  things  among  things  that 
go  down  to  death.  Life  is  always  a  becoming;  it  becomes  crim- 
inal if  surrounded  with  dominant  passion  and  crime;  it  becomes 
spiritual  if  surrounded  with  love;  it  becomes  dead  if  surrounded 
with  sin.  As  Nature  destroys  by  disuse  eyes  that  are  not  used 
for  seeing,  as  In  case  of  the  mole,  so  God  atrophlzes  the  soul 
of  man  that  neglects  the  spirit — spiritual  atrophy  is  eternal 
death.  Quench  not  the  spirit.  As  corn  wilts  and  dies  through 
neglect  and  drouth,  so  the  soul  of  man  perishes  when  sin 
quenches  the  spirit— like  corn,  it  goes  to  nothing  without  cul- 
ture; verily  God  takes  away  every  function  of  life  that  is  not 
cultivated  and  pat  to  use.  It  is  not  the  wrath  of  God  that  carries 
men  to  perdition;  for  in  God  there  is  no  evil.  Like  the  mole 
that  burrows  in  the  earth,  whose  sight  is  lost  through  disuse, 
so  the  sinful  soul  of  man  returns  to  its  rudimental  oblivion,  to 
suffer  ages  of  reincarnation,  sometimes  with  faint  glimpses  of 
former  life.  It  is  a  fearful  thing  to  break  trust  with  Eternal 
Law." 

"One  more  question,  please?"  asked  the  old  lady;   "What 
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am  I  to  understand  by  rudimental  oblivion  and  reincarnation?" 
"With  pleasure,  my  good  woman,  I  would  like  to  give  your 
desired  information,"  the  spirit  said;  "but  I  must  be  brief  on 
this  occasion,  as  this  young  man  will  soon  arouse  from  my  con- 
trol. I  will  quote  a  few  words  which  science  will  amply  verify, 
taken  from  the  Hebrew  Bible:  The  Lord  God  made  the  earth 
and  the  heavens  and  every  plant  of  the  field  before  it  was  In 
the  earth  and  every  herb  of  the  field  before  it  grew.'  As  every- 
thing grows  from  seed,  and  as  the  word  'made*  signified  gen- 
erated in  this  connection,  so  I  understand  that  the  monadic 
'nuclei  of  all  life  preceded  the  formation  of  the  earth  primarily 
in  the  impalpable  ether  of  interstellar  space.  For  this  Idea 
search  the  lost  scriptures  of  the  Aramaic  Essenes.  The  rela- 
tions of  Monadic  Nuclei  to  spirit  are  the  same  as  molecular 
nuclei  are  to  matter.  They  are  so  fine  as  to  penetrate  and 
abide  in  the  blood  of  animal  life  and  I  am  sanguine  in  the  be- 
lief that  they  inspire  most  dreams  of  dim  confused  character. 
Countless  billions  of  these  spiritual  monads  swarm  around  every 
planet  as  abundant  as  mountain  mists,  are  parasitic  in  quality, 
and  whenever  abiding  in  human  environment  develop  into  para- 
sitical human  beings,  which  accounts  for  the  myriads  of  mental 
dwarfs  which  afflict  the  world.  There  are  as  many  varieties 
of  these  monads  as  there  are  families  of  specific  life.  They 
are,  In  development,  the  promoters  of  sin  and  crime,  and  their 
touch  is  poison  to  the  environment  of  each  human  creature,  and 
more  than  all  other  causes  make  life  a  perpetual  struggle.  But 
like  all  parasites,  in  the  domain  of  spiritual  economy  the 
human  parasite  is  of  necessary  utility;  with  vibrations  swifter 
than  light  they  create  heat  that  warms  the  purest  emotions  of 
spiritual  hearts,  though  they  kindle  the  fires  of  hell  and  carry 
the  inspiring  impulse  of  Bin  into  every  locality  of  the  universe. 
They  are  as  necessary  to  spiritual  life  as  are  the  infusorial 
ferments  necessary  to  material  fermentation.  They  are  corela- 
tive  with  every  form  of  polarity  In  the  universe,  and  without 
a  true  knowledge  of  the  divine  mission  of  death  and  sin  the 
veil  curtaining  the  mysteries  of  immortality  is  not  entirely 
lifted." 

Uncle  Henry  stated  to  me  while  on  the  way  home  the  next 
day  that  when  the  spirit  ceased  talking,  with  good-bye  to  the 
circle,  I  turned  very  pale  and  limp,  and  he  said  it  took  some 
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twenty  minutes  of  rubbing  my  face,  hands  and  body  before 
I  was  brought  to  anything  like  a  normal  condition.  I  felt  so 
languid  all  the  evening  after  supper  that  I  retired  early,  and 
the  next  morning  awoke  in  a  dull  stupor,  which  continued  nearly 
two  days. 

Uncle  Henry  made  a  good  copy  of  the  foregoing  address 
for  me  to  preserve  for  future  use  and  one  for  himself  which 
he  probably  left  in  his  secretary  at  the  time  of  his  death.  I 
remained  with  him  a  few  days  longer,  helping  him  finish  his 
spring  work  and  cultivate  his  garden  the  first  time,  when  I  bid 
the  good  man  farewell  and  resumed  my  journey  May  23d.  1 
made  no  more  stops  on  my  way  till  I  reached  Rochester,  New 
York,  where  I  worked  several  months  on  THE  DAILY  UNION, 
then  owned  and  controlled  by  Isaac  Butts,  who  claimed  to  be 
the  author  of  the  great  doctrine  of  state  rights  and  squatter  sov- 
ereignity. I  mention  this  in  justice  to  Mr.  Butts,  who  was  one 
of  the  most  talented  and  prolific  editorial  writers  in  the  United 
States  during  the  twenty  years  preceding  the  Civil  War,  and 
was  the  peer  of  James  Gordon  Bennett,  Horace  Qreeley  and 
Thurlow  Weed. 

In  closing  this  chapter  I  can  say  freely  that  I  was  astonished 
by  the  foregoing  article,  and  studying  it  over  many  times  since 
it  has  done  more  than  anything  else  I  ever  read  to  keep  me 
from  drifting  absolutely  into  deepest  Atheism.  As  the  experi- 
ment on  that  occasion  was  so  enervating  I  have  generally 
avoided  spiritual  circles,  fearing  injurious  results. 
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CHAPTER  13. 
Uniformity  of  Natural  Phenomena. 

After  traveling  on  foot  about  four  hundred  and  fifty  mile* 
by  way  of  Bellefonte  and  Wllliamsport,  Pennsylvania,  and 
Blmira  and  Corning,  New  York,  I  reached  Rochester  on  the 
evening  of  June  7th,  foot-sore  and  weary  from  a  painful  though 
delightfully  romantic  journey.  On  arrival,  before  engaging  a 
boarding-house,  I  called  on  the  Editor  of  the  Monroe  Democrat, 
who  was  then  one  of  the  proprietors  of  that  paper,  and  as  I 
entered  the  office,  before  I  had  time  to  introduce  myself,  he 
accosted  me  with — 

"Good  evening,  Oliver;  come  in;  I  am  glad  to  see  you — 
now  give  an  account  of  yourself  for  the  past  month!" 

"Why,  sir,  you  must  be  mistaken;  my  name  is  not  Oliver — 
it  is— " 

"Yes,  it  is;  you  are  Oliver  Goldsmith;  I  would  know  you  if 
I  met  you  in  China;  at  least,  you  have  come  to  life,  and  making 
your  usual  travels  again." 

"But— why— I— you  are  mis — " 

"But  I  am  not  mistaken;  you  are  either  Oliver  Goldsmith 
or  his  ghost!" 

"Well,  sir,  we'll  have  it  that  way,  and,"  (pulling  a  copy  of 
Goldsmith's  poems  out  of  my  pocket)  "here's  the  cause  of  it; 
I  have  Just  ended  a  foot  journey  of  six  hundred  miles  from 
Washington,  zigzagging  over  the  Allegheny  mountains,  and  for 
nearly  two  months  I  have  read  this  book  over  and  over  so 
much  that,  though  unwittingly,  I  suppose  I  am  bodily  as  well  as 
mentally  metamorphosed  into  its  author.  Really,  I  was  unaware 
of  naving  any  peculiar  appearance;  are  you  not  jesting?" 

"Not  jesting  at  all;  as  you  appeared  in  the  door,  quick  as  a 
flash  I  was  struck  with  the  impression  that  there  is  Oliver 
Goldsmith  on  his  travels,'  just  like  him,  sure,  and  as  quick  I 
addressel  you  as  him.  Sit  down  now  and  tell  me  your  experi- 
ence." 
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4*First,"  said  I,  "I  am  a  printer,  a  Typographical  tourist, 
in  our  dialect,  inquiring  for  work." 

"Be  easy  on  that  score,"  said  he,  "you  shall  have  all  the 
work  you  want;  proceed." 

I  gave  him  a  brief  description  of  my  exploits  through  the 
Allegheny  mountains,  and  though  he  took  notes  I  don't  know 
whether  he  published  them  or  not  He  wanted  to  know  if 
I  was  ever  guilty  of  writing  verse,  at  which  I  blushed,  as  he. 
noticed,  and  stammered  out  my  innocence,  when,  with  raised 
index  finger,  he  exclaimed — 

4 Oliver,  you  lie!     produce  at  once!" 

"For  God's  sake,  if  not  mine,  please  don't  scare  me.  X  meant 
I  was  innocent  of  inflicting  the  public  with  any  feeble  attempts 
at  imitating  the  great  masters  in  imagination.  I  am  no  idealist, 
but  a  dry  realist,  somewhat  after  the  fashion  of  August  Compters 
Positive  Philosophy,  and  I  have  a  few  lines  which  I  wrote  at 
my  camp-fire  one  night  in  the  mountains." 

"Let  me  see  them,"  he  commanded. 

I  handed  him  the  whole  lot,  which  I  kept  carefully  in  my 
valise,  love  verses  and  all.  He  broke  open  the  package,  and  was 
about  to  pocket  the  two  articles  I -got  from  Uncle 'Henry,  which 
appear  now  in  the  preceding  chapter,  but  he  gave  them  back 
on  my  determined  persistence.  I  let  him  keep  some  rapsodlcal 
verses,  among  them  "Beautiful  Eyes,"  an  epic  poem  entitled 
"Alzlna,"  a  poem  to  Helen  entitled  '1  love  my  love  because  my 
love  loves  me,"  "William  Tell's  Dream,"  and  "The  Mystic  Veil," 
afterward  stolen  and  published  in  sheet  music. 

"Here-  here!"  he  exclaimed;  "I  want  this,  entitled,  'One 
Law  for  All;'  it  is  a  gem,  and  worthy  of  old  Oliver  himself." 

As  I  had  two  copies  I  gave  him  one,  but  don't  know  whether 
he  ever  published  it  I  will  reproduce  it  here,  even  at  the  risk 
of  some  good  poet  having  stolen  It  long  ago.  After  reading  it 
carefully  he  grasped  me  by  the  hand  and  inquired: 

"What  good  turn  can  I  do  for  you?" 

"If  I  may  have  your  kindness,"  I  said,  "please  direct  me  to 
a  good  boarding  house." 

"Yes,"  he  responded,  "come  with  me;"  and  he  took  me  some 
three  blocks  away  to  a  very  nice  place,  a  private  family,  who 
afterward  proved  identified  with  the  investigation  of  Spirit- 
ualism. 
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Following  is  my  poem  entitled  "One  Law  for  All:" 

One  law  is  everywhere!     Its  presence  fills 
All  Nature's  limits  and  all  boundless  space — 

From  star  to  star,  from  everlasting  hills 
8hine8  forth  its  glory  on  the  human  race; 

The  sea,  the  sky,  the  earth,  the  balmy  air 
Unite  and  say  that  Law  is  everywhere. 

Law  everywhere-    in  every  circling  winde 
That  blows  across  the  earth's  domain, 

In  every  comfort  myriad  life  may  find, 
In  cheering  sunshine  and  in  falling  rain, 

In  every  motion,  fiercest  or  serene, 
Its  fitful  symbols  may  be  felt  or  seen. 

Law  everywhere!  e'en  in  the  lowering  clouds 
Which  veil  the  light  from  fearful  human  eyes, 

When  joyous  life  a  gloomy  storm  enshrouds, 
In  every  wreck  that  in  our  pathway  lies — 

In  harbors  safe,  in  dangers  of  the  sea. 
Whatever  chains  may  bind  the  Law  is  free. 

Law  everywhere!  deep  down  in  sorrow's  heart 
When  dark  despair  broods  o'er  the  mind 

We  are  not  overcome;  Law's  moving  chart 
Returns  each  lost  endeavor  to  its  kind— 

In  each  dissolving  view  an  Integration  turns, 
In  every  chill  a  vital  fever  burns. 

Law  everywhere!  and  surely  it  is  then 
In  every  secret  pulse  that  stirs  the  breast 

Whose  magic  forces  are  within  us  when 
We  fainting  fall  Into  a  vague  unrest — 

In  death's  last  call  it  lingers  to  beguile 
Our  senses  into  life's  departing  smile. 

With  heartfelt  pleasure  I  would  like  to  quote  the  name 
of  the  humorous  gentleman  who  was  then  editor  of  the  Monroe 
Democrat,  but  I  forget  it    An  old  city  directory  of  Rochester 
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would  furnish  it,  and  I  hope  to  have  it  appear  in  future  editions, 
together  with  a  foot  note  biographical  sketch  of  his  worth.  The 
very  night  after  meeting  him  I  commenced  work  on  the  Roch- 
ester Daily  Union,  and  for  several  months  enjoyed  the  scenes 
and  society  of  that  beautiful  city.  Among  the  notable  people 
I  met  there  was  Fred  Douglass,  with  long  bushy  hair  as  white 
as  snow.  His  son,  of  very  black  color,  managed  his  paper. 
His  wife  was  a  dark  brown,  large,  corpulent  woman,  while  he 
was  tall,  slim  and  of  light  mulatto  complexion. 

During  my  stay  in  Rochester  I  was  curious  to  learn  all 
about  those  mysterious  "knockings"  that  had  for  some  years 
caused  so  much  sensational  talk  about  spiritual  visitants.  It 
was  not  long  before  an  opportunity  opened  to  gratify  my  desire 
in  shape  of  an  invitation  to  attend  a  developing  circle,  as  it 
was  called,  where  it  was  claimed  chairs  and  tables  would  move 
about  without  human  contact,  and  raps  would  answer  questions 
—one  rap  for  no  and  three  for  yes. 

The  circle  was  appointed  for  a  Sunday  evening,  and  I  went 
with  a  determination  to  avoid  sitting  in  it,  and  to  get  a  fair 
test  by  asking  questions  on  matters  I  was  sure  were  unknown 
to  any  person  in  Rochester.  I  took  a  friend  with  me  who  was 
studying  shorthand  writing,  so  we  could  get  whatever  facts 
might  be  obtained  somewhat  in  detail.  The  circle  was  con- 
siderably promiscuous  in  appearance,  held  in  a  large  dining- 
room  of  a  family  evidently  in  moderate  circumstances,  and 
comprised  seven  or  eight  men  and  women  past  middle  life,  five 
or  six  young  men  and  as  many  girls  from  sixteen  to  twenty 
years  of  age.  It  was  what  they  called  a  harmonious  circle. 
I  asked  the  privilege  of  being  there  as  a  spectator,  as  also  did 
my  friend,  who  wanted  to  give  them  a  good  report  of  their 
meeting.  But  as  the  older  ones  said,  all  in  the  room  must  join 
them  in  order  to  maintain  magnetic  harmony,  we  finally  con- 
cluded to  go  into  it  rather  than  lose  the  opportunity  of  possibly 
talking  with  angels. 

So  we  joined  in  the  circle,  some  twenty  in  all,  around  a 
large  plain  table,  though  only  ten  or  twelve  had  our  hands  on 
it.  The  first  hour  passed  in  singing  in  old-fashioned  style  sev- 
eral familiar  hymns,  but  with  no  results  more  than  considerable 
yawning  and  deep  respiration.  Finally  one  old  gentleman  sug- 
gested that  the  room  be  darkened,  and  the  lamp  was  carried  (o 
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one  corner  of  the  room  and  partly  turned  down.  The  circle 
was  then  reformed,  leaving  only  six  at  the  table,  and  the  other 
fourteen  In  a  circle  around  them.  Sitting  in  this  manner  some 
ten  minutes,  the  table  began  to  vibrate,  then  rise,  first  one 
side,  then  the  other;  raps  followed  in  quick  succession,  and 
the  leader  of  the  circle  announced  to  me  to  ask  quetslons, 
which  I  did  with  very  little  satisfaction.  Soon  an  old  lady's 
hands  were  trembling  violently,  followed  by  a  nervous  tremor 
with  several  of  the  party.  A  moment  later  my  hands  were 
shoved  off  the  table,  as  if  pushed  by  another  person's  hands. 
The  reporter  pulled  away  and  went  to  the  lamp-stand  In  the 
corner.  I  felt  a  blinding  dizziness  come  over  me  suddenly  and 
in  a  flash  of  light  I  was  looking  at  those  In  the  room,  and  I  saw 
my  own  body  arise;  the  next  thing  I  observed  I  and  the  re- 
porter were  leaving  the  house,  and  I  heard  some  one  remark 
that  it  was  11  o'clock.  We  were  soon  on  the  street,  and  in 
twenty  minutes  later  I  was  asleep  at  my  boarding  house. 

The  next  day  after  dinner,  I  met  the  reporter  at  the  post- 
office,  and  he  pulled  from  his  pocket  a  dozen  or  more  pages 
of  manuscript  which  he  said  was  the  report  of  a  speech  I  had 
made  at  the  circle.  I  could  hardly  believe  it,  because  I  did  not 
feel  stupid  and  languid  as  I  did  after  the  other  circle,  noted  in 
the  foregoing  chapter.  Whether  the  report  is  true  or  not  I  will 
incorporate  it  in  this  book  as  a  matter  which  appears  to  me 
as  worthy  of  highest  consideration  in  this  or  any  other  time, 
regardless  of  the  pretended  source  of  its  emanation. 

In  reality  I  have  not  the  conceit  to  claim  that  at  the  ago 
of  nineteen  I  was  capable  of  writing  or  delivering  such  an 
address,  nor  have  I  the  audacity  to  attribute  Its  authorship  to 
the  genius  of  Oliver  Goldsmith,  though  I  must  admit  It  savors 
much  of  the  style  and  tone  of  the  author  of  "Animated  Nature." 
The  reporter  said  the  delivery  was  in  an  extremely  monotonous 
tone  and  very  slow,  but  listened  to  with  close  attention.  Fol- 
lowing is  the  utterance  in  full. 

"Friends,  if  I  succeed  in  keeping  control  of  this  medium, 
holding  his  senses  in  a  somulent  condition,  I  will  talk  to  you  an 
hour  on  the  subject  of  IJnlformlty  of  Natural  Phenomena.' 
While  I  differ  widely  with  many  of  the  great  masters  in  science 
as  to  conclusions,  reasoning  from  data  of  dynamic  modes  in  the 
origin  of  life  and  the  evolution  of  matter,  my  difference  only 
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consists  in  the  matter  of  interpretation  of  the  meaning  of  phe- 
nomena. Adhering  to  the  notion  of  the  continuity  of  dynamic 
modes  of  motion  in  the  whole  universe,  the  data  of  the  present 
hour  are  wholly  sufficient  as  a  basis  for  perfect  determination 
of  the  processes  of  cosmic  origin,  as  everywhere,  to  my  observa- 
tion, modes  of  motion  are  continuously  uniform.  The  whole 
notion  of  continuity  and  uniformity  of  law  falls  to  nothing,  and 
all  there  is  of  science  becomes  a  delusion,  if  the  ever-present 
moment  fails  in  any  particular  of  affording  the  proof  and  com- 
plete verification  of  the  modus  operandi  of  world-building,  and 
no  reference  to  the  phenomena  of  any  remote  past  is  necessary 
for  the  attainment  of  reliable  knowledge.  A  clear  knowledge 
of  things  In  the  present  hour  is  a  clear  knowledge  of  things  in 
every  past  and  every  future  hour  in  the  rounds  of  eternity. 

'Happily  all  discussion  settles  on  the  fact  and  the  recog- 
nition of  one  universal  law  that  the  present  is  what  the  past 
has  made  it,  under  conditional  environment,  present  things 
growing  out  of  past  things,  and  future  things  patterning  from 
thej  things  which  now  exist—whatever  is,  assimilating  the 
qualities  of  what  was,  and  foreshadowing  the  individualities  of 
what  will  be.  As  the  tree,  in  its  own  way,  reaches  back  into 
the  dissolution  of  former  vegetation  for  sustenance,  or  as  grasses 
feed  upon  leafmould,  or  as  the  animate  flourishes  upon  the 
Inanimate,  so  mind  luxuriates  on  mental  environment  and  cor- 
respondence—eouls  gather  and  feast  upon  the  fruitage  and 
vintage  of  lives  long  since  in  decay.  Every  attribute  of  man 
vivifies  on  the  attributes  of  men  returned  to  dust — passion, 
instinct,  emotion,  admiration,  imagination,  love,  lust,  hate,  mem- 
ory, reason,  each  quality  after  its  kind,  in  bountiful  satiety  hold 
festal  jubilee  over  the  ripened  and  garnered  sensations  and 
thoughts  of  others — endless  feasting,  with  undiminished  nutri- 
tion, on  the  golden  fruits  of  Plato  and  the  crimson  wine  of 
Epicurus,  the  sparkling  nectar  of  Anacreon,  the  pathos  of  Milton, 
the  logic  of  Bacon.  Sadness  sups  in  the  solitudes  of  Dante, 
mirth  frolics  along  the  highways  of  Shakespeare,  love  holds 
carnival  with  the  nymphs  of  Burns,  Moore  and  Byron.  The 
Zends,  Vedas,  Korans,  Psalms,  Prophesies,  Pentateuks,  Testa- 
ments and  Mythologies  are  sources  of  mental  fertility  no  mind 
can  spare  while  unfolding  in  material  life;  and  in  your  modern 
times  no  well  rounded  soul  can  dispense  with  the  scarlet  ro- 
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mances  of  Dumas,  the  electric  flashes  of  Hugo,  the  abandon  of 
Goethe,  the  frivolities  of  Dickens,  the  subtlety  of  Voltaire,  the 
fearless  censures  of  Paine,  or  the  fantasy  of  Cervantes.  Rare 
mental  development  finds  stimulus  in  the  lives  of  Grecian  and 
Roman  rulers  and  writers,  in  the  fables  of  Aesop,  the  biographies 
of  Plutarch,  in  the  poetry  of  Virgil  and  Homer,  and  in  the 
pilgrimage  of  Bunyon's  forlorn  wanderer  in  an  unfailing  spring 
of  inspiration  to  every  soul  that  struggles  between  the  fierce 
conflicting  forces  of  matter  and  spirit — always  pulling  against 
each  other  in  whatever  conceivable  manner  they  become  asso- 
ciated— love  against  lust,  virtue  against  vice,  justice  against 
wrong,  peace  against  war,  charity  against  greed — wherein  lost 
polarity  strives  to  regain  equilibrium. 

"Each  faculty  of  the  mind  finds  in  the  past  records  of  mind 
some  of  its  appropriate  nourishment;  for  memory,  the  chronicles 
of  heroes,  the  statecraft  of  nations,  the  inscriptions  of  kingdoms; 
for  wisdom.  Plato  yields  the  aggregation  of  Grecian  oracle, 
Solomon  the  culture  of  Syria;  for  art,  the  works  in  painting, 
sculpture  and  mechanics;  for  numbers,  the  methods  of  Pytha- 
goras and  Euclid;  for  law,  the  statutes  of  Caesar;  for  courage, 
the  examples  of  Gallilleo,  Luther  and  Cromwell. 

"Present  mind  embodies  the  qualities  assimilated  from 
stories  told,  books  read,  problems  solved,  comparisons  made  and 
the  approval  of  experience.  It  may  consist  largely  in  the  care 
of  a  few  social  duties,  watchfulness  over  a  few  moral  habits, 
a  loving  attention  for  companions  and  children,  rumination  over 
the  details  of  business,  friendly  and  loving  recollections,  and 
a  longing  for  immortality,  with  a  well-worn  Bible  for  guidance; 
mostly  mind  is  copy,  leaf  upon  leaf,  with  faint  or  strong  im- 
pression, according  to  the  recipient's  vital  structure.  Some 
minds  are  quite  wholly  political,  according  to  narrow  party 
bias,  others  almost  entirely  religious,  being  of  little  capacity 
for  knowledge,  and  prejudicial  through  ignorance.  It  is  only 
the  mind  of  strong  retention  and  wide  range,  versatile  in  gen- 
eral history,  scriptures,  philosophy,  poetry,  art  and  science,  that 
brings  the  past  into  present  view  and  sees  the  fuure  in  a  clear 
ideal.  The  social  scope  of  such  a  mind  embraces  all  races,  his 
politics  is  universal  privilege,  his  religion  equality  of  benefits, 
and  mercy  and  charity  to  every  unfortunate  being. 

"Consciousness  sits  in  judgment  on  all  testimony,  discern- 
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ing  Interior  quality  from  outward  symbols.  A  full  consciousness 
yields  full  conceptions  of  the  present  and  augurs  clear  idealiza- 
tions of  the  future.  Knowledge  of  anything  is  consciousness 
of  qualities  and  attributes  reposing  in  the  thing  itself— evident 
fact  of  being,  specifically  in  its  element,  actually  in  its  mo- 
ment. Present  knowledge  certifies,  not  that  qualities  and  attri- 
butes were,  but  are;  past  knowledge  certifies  that  qualities  and 
attributes  were,  not  that  they  are.  But  we  must  always  be  wary 
of  the  contingencies  of  knowledge.  If  we  have  an  incomplete 
or  vague  consciousness  of  a  prior  event  or  thing,  a  conception 
of  a  present  correlating  event  or  thing  may  be  imperfect  and 
liable  to  lead  to  a  false  concept.  That  the  moon  gives  light  by 
night  is  a  true,  though  contingent  conception,  in  the  sense  that 
clouds  may  or  may  not  intervene.  That  fire  burns,  sugar  is 
sweet,  gall  is  bitter,  animals  have  instinct,  are  true  concepts, 
but  a  knowledge  of  them  is  contingent  upon  conditions  of 
burning,  tasting  and  feelings. 

"Though  life  is  persistent  in  preserving  individualities 
intact,  yet  internal  and  external  conditions  are  always  varying, 
leaving  individualities  seen  and  seeing  through  ever  changing 
balances  and  environments.  People  have,  have  had,  or  may 
have  had  dreams;  or  are,  were  or  may  have  been  in  dreams, 
those  or  these  dreams  yielding  consciousness  in  accord  with  the 
causes  thereto,  yet  everchanging  causes  would  yield  ever- 
changing  consciousness,  and  no  data  of  one  dream  could  be  the 
exact  data  of  another;  but  as  all  dreams  are  necessarily  homo- 
genous to  correspondents!  causes,  and  differ  as  one  flower 
differs  from  another,  the  primal  concept  of  a  dream  stands  as 
fairly  in  logic  as  the  primal  concepts  of  flowers,  trees,  vapors, 
gases  or  other  transitory  objects,  and  psycologically  as  suscep- 
tible of  special  general  and  universal  interpretation. 

Pure  and  unidealized  sensation  falls  short  of  compassing 
the  expanse  of  knowledge — there  must  be  the  sensitive  plate  of 
receptivity  and  reflectivity  in  conjunction  with  the  five  or- 
dinary senses,  so  that  what  we  learn  may  remain  with  us. 
The  idiot  may  have  every  one  of  the  physical  senses  in  perfect 
order,  be  conscious  that  sugar  is  sweet,  gall  bitter,  fire  hot,  ice 
cold,  flesh  soft  and  bone  hard,  yet  acquire  no  knowledge  of 
language,  numbers,  geology,  botany  or -astronomy,  from  dimness, 
deficiency  or  absolute  lmpotency  of  memory.    Though  the  five 
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senses  are  functionally  present,  fully  developed  and  active  in 
the  dullard,  with  general  bodily  health  and  surrounded  with 
every  means  of  knowledge  emperically,  yet  receptive  mental  co- 
operation being  absent,  the  reception  and  retention  of  imprs- 
sions  and  their  significance  are  also  absent  The  dunce  who 
goes  to  Italy  does  not  return  an  artist,  and  rarely  do  they  who 
visit  mountains  return  poets  and  prophets.  Indeed,  it  is  ill- 
placed  to  regard  experience  as  the  only  fountain  of  knowledge, 
though  the  co-operation  of  experiment  is  essential  in  the  verifi- 
cation of  facts,  and  we  know  by  experience  what  will  happen 
by  what  has  happened.  It  is  as  futile  to  credit  all  our  knowle<Lg* 
to  experience  as  to  say  the  rose  is  the  result  of  alluvium  because 
it  grows  out  of  alluvium,  when  a  moment's  reflection  informs  us 
that  alluvium  will  not  grow  roses  without  the  co-operating 
qualities  germane  to  roses.  An  experience  makes  slow  progrss 
in  unfolding  philosophy  without  the  original  presiding  genius  of 
reason  to  do  the  philosophising. 

"Not  every  roundhead  turns  means  to  new  and  unheard  of 
uses;  not  every  scribbler  of  verse  touches  and  thrills  the  uni- 
versal heart — the  emotions  of  but  one  soul  inspired  the  pathetic 
melody  of  'Home  Sweet  Home.'  By  empirical  evidence,  none 
are  born  poets,  philosophers  or  prophets — babes  neither  divine, 
orate  or  reason;  but  there  is  always  an  unfolding  of  different 
talent,  or  no  talent,  midst  the  same  experience.  The  experience 
hypothesis  of  knowledge  is  somewhat  hid  from  view  when  a 
man  of  genius  steps  into  the  world.  Napoleon's  battles  were 
mostly  won  in  disregard  of  military  experience,  facing  the 
frowns  of  the  wisest  captains  with  imperial  genius.  There  was 
in  Napoleon  an  inward  attribute  transcending  ages  of  military 
experience,  but  bending  experience  to  the  service  of  his  genius. 

'To  every  one  who  cherishes  life  and  hope  there  is  that  in 
human  natur  transcending  the  importance  of  experimental 
knowledge;  quality  in  the  germ  of  life,  without  which  the  most 
extensive  experience  is  of  little  ultimate  value  to  the  soul  after 
it  leaves  the  corporeal  body.  If  the  husbandman  wants  corn 
he  will  not  sow  the  seed  of  thistles;  neither  can  wisdom  grow 
on  the  tree  of  folly.  Any  true  and  direct  conception  of  life  Is 
always  two-fold— outward  extension  and  inward  attribute;  and 
the  Inward  atrlbute  is  of  chiefest  concern,  whether  in  material 
or  spiritual  affairs.    To  the  warrior,  it  is  not  so  many  armed 
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soldiers,,  that  is  to  turn  the  tide  of  battle,  bat  the  spirit  that 
enters  into  and  animates  them  is  of  imminent  concern  to  the 
great  captain;  was  of  interest  to  King  Charles  of  Sweden  in 
achieving  his  victories.  With  unerring  directness  the  babe  re- 
gards its  mother's  bosom  in  outer  form,  but  irresistibly  impelled 
by  deeper  sight,  the  inner  intuition  of  feeling,  transcending  the 
ordinary  utility  of  the  five  senses,  the  babe  instinctively  intulte* 
inward  quality  as  of  essential  importance  to  its  unfolding  life. 
And  there  is  this  spirit  of  inward  sight  ever  awake  in  man.  He 
sees  trees,  flowers,  fruits,  cattle,  and  sees  more  than  forms — 
sees  Inward  qualities  and  forces,  fibers  and  frultfulness;  he 
sees  nerves,  muscles  and  capabilities;  in  seeing  a  rock,  sees 
also  whether  it  is  of  sand,  lime,  marble  or  gypsum;  a  man  is 
perceived  and  besides  outlines  there  is  recognition  of  quality, 
whether  master  or  servant,  knave  or  fool.  The  interior  eyes 
of  the  understanding  penetrate  through  every  exterior,  and  sees 
forces  at  work,  and  the  spiritualized  eyes  of  feeling  flash  past 
the  understanding  and  determine  the  meaning  of  forces  at  work, 
discerning  the  quickening  force  of  all  forces.  The  mind  sees 
the  external  world  and  its  vital  forces,  but  conscious  feeling  has 
deeper  vision,  realizing  universality  of  quickening  spirit  and 
ruling  power,  the  calculating,  contriving,  constructive  energy. 
The  conscious  feeling  sees  all  powers  as  in  priority  to  present 
power.  It  sees  certitude  in  individualized  things  with  the  pos- 
sible chance  of  human  life  from  the  world.  Conscious  feeling 
sees  certitude  1  neverything;  trees,  birds,  fishes,  beasts  and 
reptiles.  In  this  certitude  is  truth,  observed  or  not  observed  by 
man— qualities  and  quantities  Individualized  and  classified  in- 
finite in  priorty  to  any  and  every  perod  of  tme. 

"How  lame  is  philosophy,  when  identifying  object  with 
subject,  necessarily  corelatlng  things  with  ideas,  when  in  fact 
both  things  and  Ideas  constantly  undergo  changes  independent 
of  each  other,  preserving  specific  though  variable  identity.  Men, 
animals  and  plants  are  not  the  same  apparently  with  different 
food  and  environment.  In  low,  bilious  situations,  with  hot  and 
variable  humid  or  dry  air,  there  is  a  dearth  of  generosity  and 
weakness  of  vow,  and  a  low  diet  ever  accompanies  a  vascillating 
Judgment  Whereas,  in  high  latitudes,  with  air  free  from  dis- 
integrating vegetal  and  animal  substances,  and  with  people  gen- 
erally enjoying  a  full  nutricious  diet,  there  is  breadth  of  charity, 
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tows  kept  and  directness  of  character.  This  logic  goes  far  In 
sustaining  the  identity  of  subject  and  object  in  their  dependen- 
cies and  the  corelation  of  ideas  and  substance.  But  there  is  a 
deeper  fact  concerning  the  consonant  poverty  of  mind  and  mat- 
ter; there  is  mental  absence,  which  each  mind  Is  conscious  of 
when  vital  forces  run  low,  but  unimpaired  mental  return  when 
vital  forces  are  restored.  Tehre  is  another  deeper  fact,  where 
invalids  in  body,  with  forms  emaciated  with  disease  and  from 
functional  paralysis,  but  with  minds  of  marvelous  freshness  and 
vigor,  awake  to  every  capability  without  physical  co-operation. 
Example,  the  poet  Pope  and  the  statesman  Stephens.  It  were 
nearer  true  that  the  subject  devours  its  object,  and  then,  in 
the  verisimilitude  say  there  is  identity,  in  which  case  the  object 
is  consumed.  We  have  geometrical  problems  solved  in  the  mind 
with  only  imaginary  objects,  resulting  in  actual  facts,  and  no 
material  whatsoever  is  consumed.  But  it  may  not  be  true  that 
subject  devours  its  object.  Milton  wrote  Paradise  Lost  of  ma- 
terials as  illusory  as  dreams,  yet  none  of  the  objects  to  his 
writing  were  consumed — Bibles,  brimstone,  light,  heat,  fire,  pain, 
cold,  darkness,  dragons,  serpents,  tempests,  meteors,  comets, 
volcanoes,  and  the  agonies  of  death  were  undiminished  by  the 
writing;  nor  is  there  traceable  identity  of  the  mind  of  the  blind 
poet  with  tangible  objects,  though  tangible  objects  were  ideal- 
ised. 

"The  primary  concept  of  being,  in  the  understanding  is,  that 
all  things  have  being  independent  of  subjective  consciousness — 
that  object  exists  regardless  of  subject.  In  this  is  the  universal 
pivot  of  logic.  This  is  the  greatest  of  all  things  to  know,  and 
knowing  this,  reason  has  a  safe  guide.  Let  this  proposition  take 
its  place  alongside  of  the  phenomena  of  life.  Attraction  and  re- 
pulsion, conservation  and  differentiation  of  energy,  mobility, 
motion,  time,  space,  sound,  light,  air,  earth,  water,  plant  and 
animal  life  are  all  in  line  of  facts  prior  to  the  human  senses;  and 
the  five  senses  of  seeing,  hearing,  tasting,  smelling  and  feeling, 
all  precede  the  five  senses  of  man  in  infinite  variety  of  animal 
life— -facts  demonstrated  and  cognizable  at  least  to  the  various 
animals.  There  were,  in  primitive  cosmical  evolution,  the  trees 
growing,  plants  flowering,  the  grass  families,  the  fern  families, 
four-footed  beasts,  sea  and  land  monsters,  birds  of  song  and 
plumage,  sublime  mountain  scenery,  deep  valleys,  lofty  preci- 
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pices,  fragrant  groves,  pleasant  vales,  shells  of  ocean,  the  whl* 
perlng  breeze,  moss-covered  rocks,  majestic  waterfalls,  crimson 
sunsets,  twinkling  stars,  the  silver  moon,  diamonds,  gold,  pearls 
and  precious  stones,  fossil  remains,  oxides,  alkalies  hydrants, 
sulphates,  ammonias  and  molecules.  These  were  all  there  around 
the  primitive  earth,  with  the  perfect  five  senses  in  animals,  and 
yet  the  co-ordination  of  the  five  senses  with  all  those  objects 
resulted  in  no  wise  men,  nor  any  men  at  all.  There  was  yet  no 
gathering  in  of  knowledge,  no  experience  that  resulted  in  geolo- 
gists, chemists,  astronomers,  physiologists  ,botanlsts,  ornitholo- 
gists, historians,  mathematicians,  poets,  priests  or  philosophers 
out  of  all  of  the  long  ages  of  perfected  animal  sensation.  Ah, 
and  still  the  Bacons,  Darwins,  Haeck's,  Spencers  and  Tyndalls 
are  prone  to  base  all  knowledge  upon  the  functions  of  sensation. 
And  there  were  other  higher  qualities  than  the  senses  in  the 
beasts  that  roamed  the  primal  wilderness.  There  was  among 
those  animals  other  higher  qualities  than  the  senses  among  the 
wild  beasts;  they  had  memory  instinct,  fraternal,  parental  and 
filial  love,  revenge  for  injuries,  love  of  life,  self  protection,  love 
of  the  sexes,  choice  of  quality,  discrimination,  all  cognizable  in 
animal  traits,  and  there  was  no  man  looking  on  taking  observa- 
tions. There  were  also  animal  consciousness;  of  one  another's 
presence,  of  agreeable  food,  of  water,  of  night  and  morning,  of 
approaching  danger,  of  storm,  heat  and  cold  of  male  and  female, 
of  birth  and  care  of  offspring — still  yet  no  garnering  of  knowl- 
edge.   Man  had  not  then  arrived  upon  the  scenes  of  life. 

"On  the  arrival  of  the  human  family  to  possess,  rule  ovor 
and  subdue  the  world,  what  did  man  bring  that  was  not  already 
there.  There  were,  prior  to  man,  the  five  senses,  love,  hate, 
instinct,  consciousness,  memory,  discrimination,  all  these,  among 
the  beasts.  Then  what,  peculiarly  human,  did  man's  advent 
bring  to  the  world  Was  it  construct! veness?  Bees,  ants, 
spiders,  birds  and  beavers  are  constructive.  Was  it  memory? 
Birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  evidence  cognition  of  pre-experienced 
conditions;  birds  avoid  danger,  the  elephant  recognizes  its  tor- 
mentor, fish  identify  monsters  and  get  out  of  their  way.  Was 
it  love?  What  love  more  delicately  tender  than  that  of  the  Hon, 
the  sea-horse,  or  the  vulture,  among  their  kind?  Was  it  charity? 
Even  the  forests  persist  in  practical  sustenance  and  protection 
of  individual  members  against  adversity  by  unity  in  resisting 
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dangers  and  distributing  benefits  with  prodigal  equality;  the 
great  oak  is  no  niggard  regarding  moisture,  and  leafmold  wel- 
comes all  roots.  Was  it  cognition?  The  pigeon,  bison,  antelope, 
wolf  and  sparrow  determine  locations  of  food  and  water,  the 
spaniel  compasses  the  hare's  cope,  the  elk  shun's  the  wolfs 
den,  and  the  hawk  watches  for  its  prey.  Then  what  is  it,  1f 
anything,  that  has  attended  mankind  especially  homogenous 
to  the  unfoldment  and  preservation  of  knowledge?  There  is 
but  one  answer.  Art!  Ratrioscination  symbolized  in  art — a 
necessary  auxiliary  to  unclothed  animate  life,  an  indwelling  force 
insistent  on  overcoming  environing  inequalities.  Only  animals 
are  born  provident,  innately  adapted  to  resist  opposing  forces. 
They  come  from  the  Supreme  Artist  clothed  in  hostile  garments, 
already  armored  for  battle,  with  destructive  Implements  of  war; 
there  are  the  coats  of  mail,  fur,  hair,  hoofs,  claws,  tusks  and 
horns;  there  is  poison  in  breath,  and  there  is  virus  which  lays 
prostrate  the  most  gigantic  enemy.  Even  the  finny  tribes 
bristle  with  bayonets  and  weild  swords,  lances,  daggers  and 
Javelins.  The  spur  of  the  game  cock  means  death  to  a  natural 
enemy,  and  the  beak  of  the  eagle  not  only  may  kill,  but  devour. 
But  what  of  man?  Born  naked,  helpless,  defenseless  and  from 
position  of  absolute  helplessness  and  tender  nudity,  must  be 
clothed,  nursed  and  fed,  housed,  and  warmed,  or  must  as  cer- 
tainly perish  as  an  exotic  in  polar  regions.  But  nowhere  In  the 
universe  does  the  dynamic  divinity  evolve  life  without  adapta- 
tion, wherein  the  environed  is  homogenous  to  its  environment. 
Verily,  the  foxes  have  their  holes  and  the  birds  their  nests,  but 
the  son  of  man  hath  not  where  to  lay  his  head  without  the 
intercession  of  art.  But  the  Supreme  Artist  has  essayed  a  slight 
tendency  toward  art  with  some  of  the  most  tender  and  defense- 
less animals,  in  birds  consructlng  their  nests,  beavers  their  habi- 
tations, bees  and  other  insects  their  cells,  ants  their  hills,  moles 
their  burrows-,  and  spiders  their  webs.  In  all  cases  art  utility 
Is  the  result  of  forces  in  combination  in  the  absence  of  innate 
necessary  forces  in  isolation  of  life.  There  is  the  spirit  of  art 
that  accompanies  and  inspires  passions,  actions,  motives,  at- 
tended by  cognition,  memory,  love,  charity,  and  carries  con- 
structiveness  dynamically  from  the  interior  to  the  exterior  of 
everything  wherein  lost  equilibrium  seeks  restoration.  Indi- 
vidual and  collective  disturbances  and  individual  and  collective 
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reactions  first  appear  and  compel  cognition.  Memory  acquaints 
the  especially  human  cognition  with  the  requisite  amount  of 
collective  reaction  for  resistance  purposes;  as  conflict  deepens, 
if  the  resisting  forces  are  found  sufficient  to  overcome  inimical 
pressures,  then  harmony  is  secured,  and  the  two  facts  of 
pressure  and  resistance  stand  registered  as  equal  to  equal  re- 
sults; but  If  either  factor  indicates  inequality  of  power,  this 
inequality  is  also  registered  as  a  contingent  factor  to  a  contin- 
gent result,  wherein  vitiated  equilibrium  only  prevails. 

"As  the  first  motive  of  life  is  the  maintenance  of  equilibrium, 
the  first  instinct  of  life  is  to  preserve  equilibrium;  hence  the 
Inherent  habit  of  memorized  inequalities  of  pressures  and  re- 
sistances, and  also  the  inherent  habit  of  memorized  contingen- 
cies in  results.  The  motion  to  overcome  an  inequality  in  the 
course  of  fluctuating  gravity  is  also  registered  on  memory  in  a 
special  registry,  as  accelerated  intensity  of  energy  accom- 
panied the  motion.  Here,  there  is  a  double  registry  of  mental 
impression,  as  often  noted  as  pressures  and  resistances  are  re- 
peated in  the  struggle  for  equilibrium  against  varying  gravities. 
Thus  the  human  mind  becomes  stored  with  records  of  pressures 
and  resistances  consequent  upon  shifting  gravities,  precisely 
of  the  character  and  appearance  of  the  pressures  and  resist- 
ances, and  also  precisely  of  the  character  and  appearance  of  the 
diversity  of  forces  and  appliances  requisite  in  overcoming  ine- 
qualities, 

"Nature  resorts  to  many  shifts  to  overcome  obstacles,  and 
man,  as  a  part  of  nature,  or  in  a  wider  sense,  a  symbol  of  the 
universe,  does  likewise.  After  a  destructive  war  the  percent- 
age of  male  births  has  largely  increased,  so  actively  and  watch- 
fully is  the  spirit  of  the  world  in  caring  for  the  maintenance 
of  equilibriums.  A  thicker  growth  covers  the  scar  on  a  troe 
than  at  other  portions  of  the  annual  layer.  The  shifts  to  over- 
come bodily  injuries  and  nervous  pains,  one  after  another,  as 
registered  on  the  human  memory,  aggregated  in  the  surgical 
art  and  the  science  of  medicine.  The  shifts  to  construct  shelter, 
make  clo+.hing  and  procure  food,  eventuated  in  the  necessity  of 
tools.  The  invention  of  eye-glasses,  microscopes  and  telescopes 
necessarily  appealed  to  for  counterbalancing  sorrow,  grief,  mel- 
ancholy and  despair.  A  broken  limb,  to  remove  a  rock  from 
the  highway  Is  initial  of  the  important  use  of  lever  power,  and 
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the  fallen  tree  spanning  a  stream  or  chasm  inspires  the  con- 
ception of  bridges. 

"With  the  advent  of  naked  man,  at  birth  the  most  delicate 
and  helpless  result  of  generative  energy,  appeared  simultane- 
ously the  necessity  of  art  and  the  use  of  tools,  hence  the  impera- 
tive necessity  of  Ratriocination  and  Registered  Knowledge.  Be- 
fore man,  and  with  man,  animals  appear  structurally  adapted 
to  maintenance  of  equilibrium,  and  generally  indigenous  to  lati- 
tude and  temperature.  Fishes  wear  their  tribal  coats  of  mail, 
birds  are,  coated  and  armored,  land  animals  are  usually  equal 
to  their  native  situations;  man  alone,  nude,  weak  and  defense- 
less, Is  unequal  to  environment  without  the  power  of  definitive 
art  The  impressions  of  art  utility  upon  the  human  mind  are 
necessarily  intense  and  continuous,  because  the  conditions  neces- 
sary to  maintain  equilibrium  are  arbitrarily  severe  and  con- 
tinually shifting.  Thus,  from  such  necessity,  the  gathering  and 
registration  of  knowledge  is  especially  a  human  adaptation 
and  functional  trait — an  inevitable  registry  in  memory  of  the 
struggles  of  a  conscious  spirit  to  maintain  corporeal  existence. 
Were  it  not  for  this  struggles  in  nakedness,  therefore,  the 
insistently  Imperative  impulse  for  knowledge  could  have  had 
no  existence  further  than  animal  cognition;  and  consequently, 
without  mans  naked  struggle  against  unequal  environing  menace 
to  life,  there  would  have  been  no  ratrioscination,  and  no  tool 
using  art-animal.  As  partial  illustration  of  this  exposition  of 
principles  in  nature,  the  negroes  of  Africa  and  natives  of  trop- 
ical islands  serve  the  purpose.  The  necessity  of  the  struggle 
for  maintaining  equilibrium  against  adverse  environment  ap- 
pearing only  in  minimum  degree;  hence  the  slight  differentia- 
tion of  natives  of  tropical  regions  from  dumb  animals  in  the 
acquirement  of  mental  registration  and  the  consequent  compara- 
tive absence  of  the  spiritual  function  of  ratrioscination. 

"There  is  another  important  necessity  besides  the  develop- 
ment of  knowledge  consequent  upon  intense  activity  in  main- 
taining equilibrium  against  causes  of  shifting  gravity;  the  neces- 
sity of  association,  coupled  with  special  knowledge  correlating 
thereto.  In  human  life  governments  are  formed  to  equalise 
and  maintain  benefits.  In  every  domain  of  nature  below  man, 
association  prevails  for  company  and  protection — animals  range 
in  families;  herds  in  groups;  birds  and  insects  in  flocks,  swarms 
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and  masses;  in  vegetal  life,  maples,  oaks,  pines,  willows,  pop- 
lars, etc.,  thrive  in  collective  individuality  ajid  grasses,  ferns, 
cereals,  fruits  and  flowers  cluster  in  apparent  protective  unity. 
When  wind  or  storm  disturbs  the  equipoise  of  a  spear  of  barley 
a  field  of  companion  plants  sustain  it  from  falling,  exerting 
their  combined  energy  to  preserve  in  each  its  vital  equilibrium. 
So  vascillating  are  the  points  of  polarity  in  human  affairs  that 
isolated  individuals  are  ever  beset  with  insurmountable  antag- 
onisms, and  social  and  political  compacts  are  Indispensable  to 
secure  conditions  wherein  an  injury  to  one  becomes  the  concern 
of  all.  The  Essences  of  Syria,  the  Mennonites,  Druids,  Masons, 
Shakers  and  Perfectionists,  all  realising  the  instability  of  isola- 
tion, were  compelled  to  fraternize  against  social  disorders  and 
political  convulsions. 

"Were  men  as  fraternal  as  fields  of  barley  or  flocks  of 
birds — close  enough  for  mutual  protection,  and  far  enough  apart 
for  the  free  growth  and  display  of  each  individuality — the 
necessity  for  fraternal  secret  orders  would  not  exist,  nor  would 
labor  riots  or  repressive  laws  prevail.  It  is  the  absence  of 
fellowship,  the  absence  of  mutual  benefit  and  protection,  that 
cause  men  to  seek  harbor  and  shielding  in  Masonry  and  other 
secret  orders.  But  while  the  majority  of  mankind  drift  under 
the  sway  of  passion,  with  honor  and  fidelity  laid  aside,  ameli- 
orating laws  are  a  nullity  and  safety  to  the  best  interest  of  life 
lays  in  the  direction  of  secret  organization.  As  dangers  to  life 
everywhere  exist  in  isolation,  therefore  of  necessity  safety  Is 
secured  through  union  of  Individual  forces;  there  being  the 
necessity  of  harmony  to  preserve  union,  fraternity  necessarily 
follows,  wherein  self-interest  is  subordinated  to  the  general 
welfare. 

"Now,  my  friends,  the  climax  of  all  I  have  to  say  to  those 
dwelling  among  the  conflicting  elements  of  earth  is  that  until 
the  elements  of  fraternal  unity  have  predominant  culture  and 
growth,  until  each  man  can  see  his  own  greatest  good  in  the 
equal  good  of  all,  the  best  legislation  will  be  void  of  effect  in 
remedying  social  and  political  hurts,  and  the  blood  of  Abel  will 
not  cease  to  cry  from  the  ground.  With  self  interest  as  the 
prevailing  social  and  economic  motive,  mans  holiday  promises 
are  vague  and  uncertain,  and  the  brand  of  Cain  rests  upon  the 
face  of  humanity.    Life  in  every  form  is  a  severe  struggle  out 
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of  the  environments  of  hostile  material  interests  toward  light, 
and  human  life  toward  spiritual  happiness,  midst  wreck  and 
destruction  all  around.  All  life  is,  consciously  or  unconsciously, 
an  aspiration,  from  slime  to  the  finny  kingdom,  from  worms  ro 
birds,  from  reptiles  to  beasts,  from  beasts  to  man;  and  man, 
environed  and  burdened  with  furious  passions,  perilously  aspires 
to  immortality,  and  without  the  melioration  of  the  destroying 
powers  of  evil  few  attain  that  high  ideal.  In  all  and  through  all, 
in  life  and  death,  in  growth  and  decay,  the  uniformity  and 
continuity  of  law  operates  forever." 

In  reviewing  the  foregoing  fifty  years  after  it  was  written 
it  appears  to  me  as  if  Inspired  by  Emerson,  yet  in  truth  I  had 
never  read  a  line  of  Emerson  at  the  time  of  its  alleged  delivery. 
At  that  time  my  own  mind  was  stored  with  ideas  of  similar 
character,  and  possibly  my  mind  was  sufficiently  coherent  to 
give  them  as  here  printed.  At  all  times  I  am  loth  to  attribute 
ideas  or  expressed  words  to  departed  spirits  which  can  possibly 
be  traced  to  mortals,  having  always  been,  In  my  normal  condi- 
tion, of  very  strong  leaning  toward  materialism,  and  troubled 
with  serious  doubts  of  immortality. 

But  there  have  been  so  many  strange  visitations  to  me  of 
individuals  claiming  to  be  persons  who  had  formerly  lived  in 
earthly  bodies,  that  in  my  thoughtful  moments  the  idea  of 
conscious  and  efficient  life  beyond  the  grave  fills  my  mind 
with  a  certainty  of  spiritual  reality.  It  has  often  happened  to 
me,  in  passing  through  lonely  forests  or  in  climbing  mountains, 
I  have  found  myself  making  addresses  similar  to  the  foregoing, 
and  not  realize  that  I  was  doing  so  till  thoroughly  aroused  to 
the  heat  of  enthusiasm,  when  I  would  observe  to  myself  that  I 
was  saying  things  apparently  not  from  my  own  volition,  but 
from  mental  activity  foreign  to  myself,  and  even  giving  the 
names  of  spirits  who  claimed  to  be  in  control  of  my  senses. 
What  has  often  been  peculiarly  strange  was,  after  talking  to 
myself  an  hour  or  so  on  such  occasions,  I  would  sit  down  and 
write  out  the  speech  word  for  word  as  if  making  a  copy.  I  can 
truthfully  say  that  not  less  than  a  hundred  such  speeches  have 
been  delivered  to  me  by  the  spirit  claiming  to  be  the  Identical 
Jesus  of  Nazareth,  many  of  which  have  lain  twenty  to  forty  years 
unpublished,  mostly  from  a  timorous  fear  of  ridicule  from  per- 
sonal friends.     I  have  an  article  on  "Prayer  in  the  Light  of 


150 

Digitized  by 


Google 


Science/'  which  Is  one  of  those  unaccountable  Inspirations, 
claiming  to  be  the  words  of  the  Savior.  The  Inspiring  genius 
of  the  chapter  on  "Religion  of  Science"  claimed  the  name  of 
Thomas  Paine,  and  the  chapter  on  "The  Social  Problem"  pur- 
ported to  come  from  Bernardln  de  St  Pierre.  Even  If  they  were, 
or  were  not  Inspired,  according  to  what  I  know  of  the  amenities 
of  literature,  I  feel  that  I  am  partially,  If  not  wholly,  entitled 
to  credit  for  any  valuable  Ideas  they  may  be  found  to  contain. 


151 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


CHAPTER  XIV. 
A  Vision  of  Apollonlus— The  New   Man. 

"George/  said  I,  "you  have  been  to  college  and  become  a 
master  in  chemistry,  higher  mathematics  and  several  of  the 
ologies,  and  I  am  glad  of  it  Now,  tell  me,  if  you  can,  what 
science  teaches  about  the  origin  of  life,  first  principles,  as  they 
call  it?" 

My  brother  George  had  just  returned  home  from  the  Michi- 
gan Agricultural  College,  about  May  1,  1858.  Our  home  was 
in  the  environs  of  Grand  Rapids,  half  a  mile  east  of  the  town 
at  that  time,  but  now  absorbed  into  that  beauiful  city. 

Brother  George  and  I  were  both  confirmed  materialists,  but 
of  different  schools,  he  cultivating  the  logic  of  Bacon  and 
Whateley,  while  I  had  drifted  into  the  high  seas  of  ratrioscina- 
tion  from  casually  reading  Spinoza,  Hume  and  Lardner,  as  I 
could  get  a  little  time  between  the  hours  of  necessary  labor. 

George  had  been  industrious  and  economical,  saved  his 
money  and  took  a  college  course.  Though  I  was  also  industrious 
and  made  more  money  than  he  did,  I  spent  it  in  travels,  sports, 
especially  theatrical,  and  some  rare  literature.  I  had  Just  bought 
and  read  Hugh  Miller's  Red  Sandstone,  before  the  paper  was 
dry  from  the  press,  and  I  had  imbibed  a  theorem  of  dynamlo 
origin  as  the  only  solution  of  the  great  problem  of  life,  which 
had  vexed  philosophers  for  ages. 

While  I  had  no  practical  knowledge  of  analytic  chemistry, 
In  ruminating  through  natural  phenomena  by  observation  my 
mind  was  struck  with  the  singularity  of  snow  crystals  and  their 
apparent  first  step  of  matter  out  of  vapor,  the  first  visible  form 
of  matter  out  of  primary  essence. 

In  this  I  thought  I  had  discovered  a  sign  of  a  universal 
principle,  a  uniform  certitude  that  dynamic  mode,  in  crystalisa- 
tion,  simple,  mechanical  operations,  was  the  first  jump  of  the 
universe  of  invisible  essences  into  palpable  material  forms. 
I  had  learned  to  think  that  a  principle  once  Is  a  principle  eternal. 
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I  suggested  to  my  brother  that  I  had  read  Hugh  Miller,  who 
found  the  earth  was  millions  of  years  old,  if  not  more,  and  that 
the  old  Bible  theory  of  creation  as  commonly  understood,  was 
a  mistake,  mythical  and  misleading  to  all  not  schooled  in 
science. 

"I  know  all  about  that,"  said  George,  "Hugh  Miller  was  a 
lunatic,  and  if  he  had  not  shot  himself  he  would  have  been  sent 
to  the  madhouse  before  now.  If  you  don't  want  to  go  crasy, 
better  let  such  books  alone/' 

"But  Miller  found  it  in  the  Bible  that  a  day  with  the  Lord 
is  somewhat  similar  to  a  thousand  years,  a  long  and  indefinite 
period  of  time,"  I  responded.  MA  day  with  the  Lord  is  as  a 
thousand  years,  and  a  thousand  years  as  one  day." 

"Why,  what  are  you  talking  about;  the  greatest  minds  of 
the  world,  and  the  greatest  scholars  in  geology,  consider  the 
six  ordinary  days  of  creation  as  strictly  in  line  with  science," 
he  rejoined. 

"George,"  I  continued,  "how  is  it  that  you  deny  the  exist- 
ence of  a  spirit  world,  yet  stick  to  the  old  Bible,  which  is  as 
full  of  Spiritualism  as  a  nut  is  full  of  meat?  Tou  have  mastered 
physiology,  and  if  you  have  learned  any  lesson  in  it  correctly, 
you  know  man  never  came  into  being  as  Moses  said  he  did, 
but  by  the  ordinary  processes  of  growth.  There  is  no  life,- 
except  through  parentage." 

"Then,"  said  George,  as  if  he  had  a  poser,  "where  did  the 
first  man  come  from?" 

"He  grew  from  a  babe,"  I  curtly  replied. 

"Then  where  did  the  babe  come  from,"  said  he. 

"From  its  maturely  developed  father  and  mother,"  I  replied; 
"and  you  may  repeat  this  question  and  answer  till  doomsday, 
and,  without  any  making  of  creating  about  it— all  life  simply 
grows  from  the  germs  of  its  own  kind." 

"But  that  theory  would  destroy  the  Bible  as  the  word  of 
God,"  he  said. 

"But  the  theory  is  the  truth,  regardless  of  the  Bible/"  said 
I,  "and  the  five  senses  alone  confirm  the  theory,  inasmuch  as 
observation  asserts  correctly — no  seed,  no  growth — and  never 
did  seed  germinate  without  a  certain  degree  of  maturity." 

"Well,  John,"  said  he,  MI  am  forced  to  admit  you  are  get- 
ting the  best  of  the  argument,  and  you  are  a  little  ahead  of 
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Professor  Williams,  president  of  the  college.     But  where  did 
growth  begin?" 

"It  never  had  a  beginning/'  I  asserted,  ''but  it  is  a  necessary 
eternal  fact;  and  eternity  is  a  word  without  meaning,  unless 
it  signifies,  without  beginning  and  without  end.  Hence  there 
was  no  beginning  in  a  general  sense,  no  creation  and  no  Creator, 
unless  the  latter  word  signifies  generation-— father  and  mother — 
they  are  the  only  Qod  we  can  determine,  unless  the  principle 
of  sex  ceases  with  death  of  the  body." 

"Well,  John,  your  reasoning  beats  the  books,"  said  he,  "but 
after  all,  it  does  seem  that  anything  made  must  have  a  maker, 
a  designer  and  maker,  a  watch,  for  instance." 

"Say,  George,  changing  the  subject,"  said  I  in  diversion, 
"how  would  you  like  to  go  to  a  spiritual  circle?  Arthur  and 
Andrew  Webster  have  circles  at  their  house  every  Sunday 
evening.    Will  you  go?" 

"What?  Run  after  that  trashy  nonsense!  Worse  blasphemy 
than  all  the  infidels.  Well,  yes,  111  go  if  only  to  keep  you 
from  going  crazy  on  religion.  But  I  don't  believe  a  word  of 
their  pretensions,  as  to  talking  with  the  dead;  but  they  have  a 
grand  philosophy,  even  if  it's  only  a  theory,  especially  as  pub- 
lished in  the  books  of  Andrew  Jackson  Davis;  and,  by  the  way, 
I  brought  some  of  his  books  home,  the  Seer,  the  Reformer,  and 
the  Philosopher." 

"Well,  George,  we'll  go  to  the  circle,  where  they  say  I  go 
into  trances  and  cut  up  like  the  devil.  Tou  better  keep  those 
books  hid,  or  father,  who  is  another  infidel,  will  throw  them 
into  the  stove,  as  he  threatened  to  do  with  my  books  of  Voltaire 
and  Paine. 

Early  the  next  Sunday  evening  we  were  in  Webster's  parlor 
sitting  in  a  circle  with  a  dozen  or  more  other  inquiring  minds, 
among  them  a  Mrs.  Monkhouse,  a  diminutive  little  woman,  who 
was  reputed  to  be  a  trance  medium.  The  lights  were  taken 
out  of  the  room,  and  we  were  in  total  darkness.  After  sitting 
a  few  moments,  Mrs.  Monkhouse  ordered  the  lights  returned, 
and  asked  to  be  blindfolded,  and  a  kerchief  was  tied  over  her 
eyes,  when  she  took  a  seat  with  her  back  toward  the  guests. 
I  was  near  the  opposite  side  of  the  room  from  her,  and,  holding 
an  enveloped  letter  in  my  hand,  asked  her  if  she  could  read  it. 
She  read  it  distinctly,  word  for  word,  from  date  Hne  to  sig- 
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nature.  I  then  opened  the  letter  and  rad  it  aloud,  to  th  aston- 
ishment of  all  present,  and  especially  so  to  myself,  as  I  knew 
she  had  never  seen  the  letter. 

Mrs.  Monkhouse  then  described  two  gentlemen  standing  by 
me,  one  she  said  was  Thomas  Paine,  and  the  other  gave  his 
name  as  Apollonius  of  Tyana,  an  apostle  of  Magian  and  Pythe- 
gorean  philosophy.  She  said  they  were  there  for  the  purpose 
of  transferring  language  by  a  new  process,  of  his  own,  Paine's, 
invention,  which  he  called  the  Llnguascope,  and  was  attending 
circles  to  test  its  accuracy.  He  claimed  for  it  that  on  storm* 
it  with  any  language  it  would  transfer  the  same  verbatim  to  the 
mind  of  another,  to  be  read  off  word  for  word  by  the  mind 
receiving  the  impression. 

After  sitting  some  half  an  hour  longer  I  began  to  feel  a 
numbness  about  my  hands  and  feet,  then  sudden  pains  in  my 
forehead,  coming  and  going  like  a  flash.  Then  a  feeling  as  if  a 
man's  hand  pressed  on  my  forehead  and  I  looked  to  see  whose 
it  was.  Then  an  itching  about  the  ears  and  nostrils,  hard  >o 
endure,  when  quickly  I  saw  the  page  of  a  book,  as  if  seeing 
every  word  at  once.  I  was  perfectly  conscious,  and  though  I 
noticed  my  eyelids  winked  normally,  successive  pages  appeared, 
and  Just  as  clear  as  the  first.  My  recollection  is  that  there 
were  twelve  pages. 

After  the  circle  broke  up  several  asked  me  if  I  saw  the 
pages  of  the  book  again.  I  had  not;  and  there  was  do  sign  of 
them  more  than  a  glimpse,  which  I  thought  was  no  more  than 
memory  of  the  vision.  On  awaking  at  home  the  next  morning 
I  remembered  of  seeing  the  same  pages  in  a  dream,  and  of 
having  read  them  carefully  through,  and  told  my  brother  the 
contents.  Three  or  four  successive  nights  I  dreamed  the  same, 
each  dream  being  clearer  than  the  others.  Then  I  sat  down 
and  wrote  them  off,  title  and  all.  The  entire  copy  T  will  now 
give  the  reader.  The  title  is,  'The  New  Man,  meaning,  as  I  see 
it,  men  and  women  who  have  outgrown  the  burdens  of  passion 
and  the  trespasses  of  greed  and  avarice. 

It  is  due  Mrs.  Monkhouse,  and  of  interest  to  the  reader, 
that  I  make  the  statement  that  she  was  well  known  by  the 
citizens  of  Grand  Rapids,  Michigan,  as  a  woman  of  strict  integ- 
rity, an  excellent  wife  and  mother,  and  in  every  way  worthy  of 
credence. 
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The  communication,  of  which  the  following  1b  a  copy,  and 
credited  to  the  spirit  of  Apollonlus  of  Tyana,  appears  to  me  in 
extract  from  a  longer  discourse  on  the  subject  of  human  life 
wholly  educated  and  habituated  to  the  duties  of  mankind  in  a 
condition  of  burdens  and  benefits.  The  piece  reads  as  if  he 
had  been  talking  about  old  conditions  of  strife,  wickedness  and 
suffering,  and  commenced  picturing  the  ideal  newness  of  life 

as  traced  in  the  utterances  of  Jesus  in  our  New  Testament. 
Listen  to  the  Spirit  of  Tyana: 

"The  New  Man  is  a  faithful  representative  of  the  universe; 
a  continuous  fountain  of  inspiration  from  the  spirit  that  abides 
In  naure.  Interrogated,  the  New  Man  says:  1  and  my  father 
are  one;  what  the  father  doeth  I  do;  the  universe,  of  mind  and 
matter  is  one.  I  come  to  you,  my  friends,  not  mortgaged  to  the 
opinions  of  Palesine,  Egypt,  Greece,  or  Rome.  A  pilgrim  in 
nature,  vitalized  by  all  life;  all  things,  air,  water,  mountains 
and  plains,  and  the  processions  of  life  attend  my  steps.  Man 
is  a  pilgrim  in  an  untried  world,  because  life  is  always  a  be- 
coming; he  has  to  deal  with  a  perpetual  present  hour;  the 
past  is  petrified  or  faded  away,  or  is  resolved  into  oblivious 
esence.  In  the  present,  with  him,  in  him,  about  him,  is  a  fresh, 
spiritualized  Virgin  Universe,  as  full  of  love,  joy  and  beauty  this 
very  day  as  in  any  yesterday.  This  universe  is  mine;  I  inherit 
It  and  hold  the  title;  I  hold  possession  in  the  name  of  the 
Eternal  One,  who  signed  my  warranty  to  all  that  is.  Then  let 
the  children  of  the  Father  rejoice;  the  universe  is  ours.  The 
melodious  song  of  eternity  is  vibrating  along  the  sounding  bars 
of  life;  golden  moments  of  joy  flit  around  us,  and  the  warming, 
mellowing  light  of  love  buoys  our  spirits  above  the  barriers  of 
matter.  With  the  pinions  of  thought  we  rise  above  every 
horizon,  extending  knowledge  beyond  the  domain  of  the  Finite, 
beyond  the  scope  of  vision.  I  come  to  you,  my  friends,  a  pulsa- 
tion of  the  Eternal  Heart,  a  spark  from  the  Infinite  Fire,  a  ray 
from  love's  holy  light,  a  thought  from  Divine  Mind;  I  come  as 
a  sincere  soul  in  unity  with  God.  The  eyes  of  the  soul  are  not 
blind  to  the  pathway  from  God  to  man.  The  soul  makes  its 
pilgrimage  on  a  smooth  and  well  beaten  path.  It  knows  the 
milestones  from  long  observation;  it  has  seen  that  all  life  Is 
touched  by  the  same  experience;  it  has  seen  that  all  things  are 
related,  that  all  things  represent  the  same  principle.  It  has  seen 
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Chat  man  unfolds  from  out  the  abyss  of  matter,  like  endogenous 
plants  (from  within;  that  all  life  unfolds  from  within  in  one 
sense  or  another,  and  that  each  form  of  life  carries  with  it  the 
golden  rule,  inherent  to  itself,  the  right  of  individual  develop- 
ment. The  law  of  love,  the  golden  rule,  is  not  a  rule  revealed 
by  any  special  word  or  act.  Bach  species  of  organic  life,  while 
in  a  condition  of  harmony,  approaches  toward  reciprocal  action. 
Reciprocal  action  is  in  the  golden  rule.  It  is  inherent  with 
every  particle  of  matter,  and  radiates  from  every  center  to 
every  circumference  and  every  vital  substance  proclaims  it  It 
is  the  affinity  and  fraternity  of  all  the  atoms  and  essences  of 
the  universe.  It  is  the  mode  of  conservative  energy.  It  is 
dynamic  motion.' 

"All  along  his  pilgrimage  the  New  Man  sees  recurring 
benefits,  each  in  the  modelisation  of  its  kind — as  if  from  the 
placential  encasement  of  its  own  generation,  nurtured  in  the 
bosom  of  nature — which  impress  him  that  the  cores  of  the  uni- 
verse somehow  conceal  bountiful  benevolence.'  Whatsoever  his 
eyes  see  or  thoughts  conceive,  are  recurring  expressions  of  a 
tenderness  in  nature  to  forecare  for  every  manifestation  of  life. 
He  sees,  with  eyes  brightened  by  science,  beneficent  promise  in 
crumbling  granite;  in  marl  and  alluvium,  friendly  auguries  of 
delicious  food;  in  clay  and  sand  and  loam,  possibilities  of  beau- 
tiful flowers  that  charm,  solace  and  refine  the  life  of  man. 
The  ripened  corn,  the  fruit  of  the  vine  and  the  tree,  spontaneous 
verdure  and  blooming  flowers  ravish  with  Joy  the  heart  of  man, 
alluring  the  soul  into  faith  and  hope. 

"The  New  Man  sees  regularity  of  succession  in  the  classi- 
fication of  everything,  from  the  snowflake  to  living  sensate 
forms,  and  says:  *Let  no  one  distrust  the  continuity  of  cause 
and  law,  lest  he  fail  into  the  net  of  despair.  Every  susceptibility 
of  life  recoils  at  the  idea  of  abruption;  the  idea  of  mental  de- 
struction is  paralytic  in  its  effect  on  every  human  motive.  An 
enduring  stability  of  the  status  of  life  stands  alone  in  harmony* 
with  aspiration,  faith,  hope,  desire,  endeavor,  and  moral  purpose. 
We  are  fixed  in  the  universe  to  stay  forever,  is  the  sense  of 
every  mind  not  disturbed  with  distrust  in  the  perpetuity  of  law. 
Trees,  birds,  flshs,  flowers,  in  a  state  of  nature,  preserve  their 
Identity  and  continuity— why  not  man?    Every  oak  affirms  that 
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it  is  the  unfolding  of  the  qualities  of  a  mature  acorn,  and  that 
acorn,  the  product  of  a  mature  oak.' 

"The  New  Man  affirms  only  whatever  runs  in  the  issues 
of  life.  His  utterances  are  reflections  of  the  sincere  life  and 
mind  within  him,  and  he  calls  up  the  true  condition  and  habit 
of  every  living  thing  for  contribution  to  his  knowledge.  He 
sees  the  modes  of  unversal  law  in  plants,  birds,  fishes,  reptiles, 
animals  and  man.  To  him  each  activity  in  life  gives  its  unhin- 
dered testimony  as  to  what  the  Supreme  Spirit  is  doing  in  the 
world,  and  how  it  is  done.  He  rehearses  the  long  story  of 
what  has  been  in  the  world,  and  foretells  what  will  be;  and  he 
gives  speech  to  sparrows,  plants,  trees,  fishes,  stones,  water, 
wind,  light,  heat,  darkness,  birth  and  death,  in  support  of  his 
testimony. 

"The  New  Man  is  the  living  oracle  of  God— the  source 
existing  in  the  flow — the  voice  of  the  Silent  One — the  embodi- 
ment of  the  true,  the  beautiful  and  the  good.  As  an  embodiment 
of  sincerity  he  is  a  manifestation  of  God  in  man  and  a  certain 
revelation  of  the  law  of  life  which  is  perennial  and  patent  in 
every  moment  of  time. 

"Every  untrammeled  thinker — Gautama  in  Asia,  Zoroaster  in 
Perfsia,  Confusius  in  China,  Pythagoras  and  Socrates  in  Greece, 
Jesus  in  Palestine,  Mahomet  in  Arabia,  Voltaire  in  France, 
Thomas  Paine  in  America — all  who  have  uttered  their  sincere 
convictions  without  fear  of  man — are  in  a  true  sense  divine 
incarnations.     They  are  of  those  who  dwell  with  God. 

"The  soul  which  dwells  with  God  speaks  from  behind  the 
veil  of  events,  because  it  renders  an  account  of  everything  by 
pure  reason  alone — through  IT  courses  the  spirit  that  rules  the 
world.  It  has  been  with  omniscience,  hails  from  thence,  Is  the 
harbinger  of  truth,  and  delivers  the  infinite  law.  The  light  of 
such  a  soul  dissipates  every  past,  glorifies  its  own  present,  and 
prophesies  every  future.  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  and  Voltaire  of 
France,  were  the  types  of  such  a  soul;  past  creeds  and  effete 
Institutions  withered  in  the  light  of  the  reason  that  came  from 
within  them;  they  revered  not  traditions  of  tumult  and  war, 
temporized  with  no  outward  authority,  but  spoke  and  acted  the 
imminent  intentlonallty  of  the  Divine  Being. 

"The  soul  which  dwells  with  God  is  a  divnely  delegated 
judge  of  events,  because  its  conclusions  are  based  upon  the  evi- 
dence deduced  from  verified  testimony.    If  he  falls  to  weigh  the 
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testimony  of  what  events  say  to  him — of  what  wars  and  mar- 
tyrs, priests  and  kings,  tyrants  and  slaves  say  to  him— and  fails 
to  separate  truth  from  falsehood,  honor  from  perfidy,  good 
from  evil,  he  has  proven  treacherous  to  his  divine  constituency. 
To  him  all  life  is  from  God,  therefore  all  life  has  the  right  of 
life  without  hindrance.  If  one  life  hinders  another  life,  it  is 
trespass — the  continuance  of  trespass  is  hate.  Love  all  and 
hate  none,  and  life  has  all  its  rights.  The  soul  of  life  is  the 
only  ultimate  judge;  and  divine  soul  is  judge;  they  who  kill  at 
all  hinder  life,  and  are  judged  as  not  in  the  law  of  life;  they 
who  covet,  steal  ,lie  or  forswear  are  somewhat  in  the  way  of 
trespass,  and  are  judged  as  the  enemies  of  life. 

'What  every  martyr  to  his  convictions  would  have  us  know 
is,  that  the  compassionate  benevolence  of  nature  should  have 
precedence  to  the  extortions  of  avarice  and  greed  in  human 
affairs. 

"All  inspired  teachers  are  alike — Zoroaster,  Moses,  Gautama, 
Plato,  Jesus,  Swedenberg — appealing  that  compassion  prevail 
among  men;  and  in  every  time  they  are  alike  assailed  by  the 
devotees  of  credulity  and  tradition;  and  in  every  case  the 
priests  of  credulity  and  tradition  falsify  their  creeds  and  their 
traditions — selfishly  falsify  them,  erroneously  or  maliciously 
converting  them  to  the  mercenary  purposes  of  maintaining  an 
idle  priesthood  in  luxury  by  a  prearranged  extortionate  taxa- 
tion. The  Hebrew  priesthood  made  Judea  a  land  of  mendicants, 
servants  and  masters,  contrary  to  Moses'  equality  of  posses- 
sions; India  and  China  lay  prostrate  at  the  feet  of  robber 
Monks;  Christianized  Greece  is  a  historic  derision  to  the  ideal 
Platonic  republic,  and  the  powers  of  Christendom  solemnly 
parade  the  dark  errors  of  factional  hate  in  place  of  unity  in  the 
compassionate  toleration  of  Christ,  who  made  no  suggestions 
for  establishing  a  church  or  churches  of  quarrelsome  Christian 
factions.  The  idea  of  a  trinity  was  older  than  the  pyramids 
of  Egypt,  and  Jesus  made  no  motion  for  its  adoption  as  an 
article  of  faith,  nor  did  he  hint  at  the  idea  of  immaculate  con- 
ception in  any  of  his  recorded  sayings.  He  never  intimated 
that  his  mother  was  a  virgin,  never  named  his  doctrines  Chris- 
tianity; never  dedicated  a  church.  He  simply  urged  that  loving 
fellowship  should  prevail  among  mankind  as  primary  importance 
in  security  of  all  other  benefits. 
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The  mind  in  unity  with  God  is  conscious  that  every  present 
hag  a  resemblance  to  every  past  and  to  every  future;  is  con- 
scious that  the  sun  which  shone  on  Syrians,  Greeks  and  Romans 
shines  now  on  us;  that  the  air  they  breathed  was  like  the 
air  we  breathe  now;  that  the  water  they  drank  was  like  the 
water  we  drink;  that  the  kind  of  nourishment  which  sustained 
them  now  sustains  us;  that  the  same  passions  thrill  our  blood 
the  same  loves  delight  our  hearts,  the  same  motives  arouse 
our  action,  the  same  conceptions  course  through  our  brains. 
It  is  also  conscious,  as  Jesus  and  Voltaire  were,  that  the  priests 
of  Baal  were  idolators;  that  the  priests  of  Brahm,  Buddha, 
Asshur,  Osiris  and  Christ,  and  modernly  of  Joe  Smith,  are  all 
alike — peddlers  of  wonder  books,  frequenters  of  graveyards, 
and  mainly  collectors  of  parish  revenues.  It  is  conscious  that 
prophets  also  are  ever  the  same,  and  associated  with  the  same 
manner  of  events — the  destruction  of  the  priesthood,  Gautama 
against  the  priests  of  Brahm,  Elijah  against  the  priess  of  Baal, 
Jesus  against  the  priests  of  Israel,  Voltaire  against  the  Jesuits; 
and  in  each  successive  assault  the  prophet  is  ultimately  the 
victor.  In  turn  every  established  priesthood  gives  place  to  a 
new  prophet;  in  turn  the  old  decays  and  new  survives.  In  the 
latest  and  final  turn  the  priests  of  Christianity  shall  yield  place 
to  the  prophesies  of  science.  Periodically  the  progressive  soul 
of  man  tires  of  the  husks  of  passing  lives  and  seeks  fresh  fruit* 

age  from  new  growth. 

"The  mind  conscious  of  its  inward  divinity  is  in  the  direct 
highway  of  experimental  knowledge— mingles  with  and  is  a 
part  of  the  true,  the  beautiful  and  the  good— in  harmonious 
accord  with  universal  principles.  Art,  science,  music  and  litera- 
ture are  its  playmates;  the  astronomies,  botanies,  chemistries 
and  philosophies  are  its  affinities,  as  homogenous  belongings. 
It  is  conscious  of  the  melodious  whirl  of  life,  its  joyous  births 
and  rebirths,  of  the  gaiety  and  gossip  of  angels.  In  the  ele- 
ments of  matter  it  perceives  chemical  adaptation  and  harmony 
not  understood  by  the  unlearned;  in  persons  and  things  it  per- 
ceives unanimity;  in  causes  it  beholds  expectation;  in  effects 
it  enjoys  realization.  Argus-eyed  what  the  All-Seeing  observes 
it  beholds,  what  the  omniscient  is  it  comprehends.  "The  soul 
of  man  unfettered  by  passion  gives  itself  alone  and  pure  to  the 
Original   Pure,   who   on    that   condition,   inhabits   and    speaks 
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through  it.  It  says:  1  am  born  into  the  universal  mind,  so 
I  come  to  live  in  thoughts  and  energies  and  actions  immortal.* 
The  Gods  to  each  other  are  familiar  friends."  As  light  reveals 
all  natural  phenomena  to  the  senses,  so  the  spirit  reveals  all 
truth  to  the  mind,  and  the  mortal  puts  on  Immortality. 

"Only  the  heroic  soul  lives  in  unison  with  Divinity,  the  soul 
that  habitually  utters  its  inward  conviction  and  makes  no 
apologies  for  customary  institutions.  It  is  Divinity  incarnated 
in  man,  and  its  words  are  the  words  of  wisdom,  its  voice  is  the 
voice  of  science.  It  setteth  an  end  to  darkness  and  searcheth 
out  all  perfection.' 

"But  where,  Old  Man  of  Greed  and  Avarice,  shall  the  New 
Man  of  Love  and  Benevolence  find  the  abiding  of  peace  on  earth 
and  good  will  to  all?  Shall  he  find  it  in  Christianized  Europe 
or  America,  where  mountains  of  wealth  frown  haughtily  upon 
valleys  of  poverty  and  distress?  Shall  he  find  the  haven  of 
brotherly  love  in  Christianized  Ireland  where  the  miseries  of 
the  Irish  millions  are  of  no  importance  to  the  British  parlia- 
ment, or  a  Christian  queen?  Shall  he  find  it  in  the  land  of 
authors  and  preachers,  where  a  million  poor  Highlanders  are 
pauperized  beside  temples  of  art,  learning  and  philosophy? 
Shall  he  find  peace,  joy  and  tranquility,  equal  rights  and  mutual 
benefits,  under  the  fostering  care  of  the  American  Declaration 
of  Independence,  where  praying  Christians  complacently  look 
on  the  decay  of  manhood  while  usury  and  extortion  rule  the 
nation? 

"Beware,  O,  ye  Men  of  Greed  and  Avarice!  Beware  before 
it  is  too  late,  lest  the  New  Man  cometh  unawares  to  rule  the 
world!  Tea,  yea;  is  he  not  already  abroad  sowing  the  fruitful 
seeds  of  his  promise,  that  The  time  will  be  when  there  will 
not  be  one  law  for  Rome,  another  for  Athens,  one  law  today, 
another  tomorrow,  but  there  will  prevail  for  all  nations  and  for 
all  times,  one  statute,  universal  and  immortal?  Oh,  my  priests, 
awake!     Arise!" 
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CHAPTER    XV. 
The  Overworld — Raiding  the  Dead. 

"Rouse  up,  Mr.  Evarts,  your  wife  is  dead!"  exclaimed  Dr. 
Henry  M.  Saxe,  our  family  physician.  "She  breathed  her  last 
this  moment,  unable  to  say  a  word/ 

*0,  doctor,  that  is  impossible!  It  cannot  be!  She  seemed 
better  an  hour  ago/'  I  replied,  rising  from  a  little  rest,  haying 
watched  over  my  sick  wife  night  and  day  for  three  weeks, 
except  during  occasional  brief  calls  from  neighbors. 

Entering  the  sick  room,  I  noticed  several  women  were 
standing  near  the  bedside  in  breathless  silence,  while  Dr.  D.  L. 
McCord  was  making  final  tests  for  the  possibility  of  discovering 
signs  of  life. 

"Be  calm,  Mr.  Evarts,  your  wfle  is  dead!  Every  indication 
of  life  is  gone!"  said  Dr.  McCord. 

If  I  burst  into  tears  I  do  not  remember  now;  but  taking  her 
hands  in  mine,  pressing  my  face  to  hers,  I  realized  she  was  cold, 
lifeless,  dead!  It  was  hard  to  believe  that  my  loving  companion 
of  a  few  brief  but  happy  years  was  to  go  from  me  forever.  J 
called  the  doctors  aside,  and  asked  them  to  Join  me  in  a  mag- 
netic circle,  or  try  the  arts  of  mesmerism,  in  the  hope  of  bring- 
ing her  to  life. 

Dr.  McCord  said  he  had  no  objections  to  make,  but  he 
thought  it  could  only  gratifly  my  anxiety;  he  had  applied  every 
test  for  life,  and  he  was  compelled  to  leave  immediately  and 
call  on  another  patient  that  evening.  Dr.  Saxe  was  worn  out 
by  three  nights  watching  at  my  house,  and  could  stay  no 
longer,  but  advised  me  to  satisfy  my  curiosity  in  magnetism, 
though  he  had  no  hope  of  any  favorable  results. 

This  occurred  at  Centralia,  Illinois,  at  4  p.  m.,  January  18, 
1874.  We  had  been  married  seven  years.  Three  weeks  previous 
my  wife  was  stricken  with  pneumonia,  and  lay  helpless  till  this 
fatality  occurred,  with  the  two  physicians  in  regular  attendance, 
and  Dr.  J.  L.  Hollam  in  consultation.    They  all  stood  high  In 
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their  profession,  and  everything  that  science  and  good  cat« 
could  do  was  done  for  her  recovery. 

I  proposed  to  the  ladies,  Mrs.  Fischer  and  Mrs.  Fulmer, 
that  they  dress  the  corpse  and  remain  with  it  till  I  could  go  to 
the  neighbors  and  get  several  young  people  to  form  a  magnetic 
circle,  to  which  they  consented.  The  distances  I  had  to  travel 
kept  me  away  some  two  hours,  and  after  supper  some  eight 
or  nine  strong  and  healthy  young  people  arrived.  At  about  8 
o'clock  I  formed  the  circle,  with  the  corpse  in  a  sitting  posture 
at  the  apex  to  get  the  full  benefit  of  the  magnetic  current. 
The  members  composing  it  were  Henry  W.  and  Augusta  Fischer, 
their  four  sisters,  Meta,  Lydia,  Melinda  and  Julia,  Mrs.  Fischer, 
their  mother,  John  Fulmer  and  wife,  Charles  Kuhn  and  myself, 
all  living  about  two  miles  west  of  Centralia. 

The  circle  was  formed  In  the  shape  of  a  horseshoe  magnet, 
myself  at  the  extreme  points,  and  the  ladies  and  gentlemen 
sitting  alternately.  Henry  and  August  Fischer  sat  next  to  the 
corpse,  taking  firm  hold  of  her  hands.  We  had  been  sitting 
about  thirty  minutes,  when  I  began  to  feel  dizzy.  I  told  them 
that  if  I  fafnted  to  take  me  outdoors  quick,  and  throw  water  in 
my  face  and  rub  my  hands,  but  be  sure  to  keep  the  circle  closed. 
A  moment  later  I  fell  to  the  floor,  and  Charles  Kuhn  done  as  I 
directed,  when  I  soon  recovered.  I  then  directed  the  circle, 
without  re-entering  it. 

At  10  o'clock,  six  hours  after  my  wife  was  pronounced  dead 
by  the  physicians,  her  hands  began  to  vibrate  slightly,  her  feet 
to  move,  and  presently  her  face  quivered  and  her  eyes  opened, 
then  closed  and  opened  again.  I  called  her  name,  made  passes 
over  her  face,  asked  her  to  speak,  held  camphor  to  her  nostrils, 
and,  after  several  efforts  at  breathing,  she  exclaimed: 

"Where  am  I?  What  are  you  all  doing?  O,  dear,  why 
don't  you  let  me  alone?" 

"Frank,"  said  I,  "we  are  trying  to  waken  you  up;  take 
some  of  this;"  and  I  give  her  a  spoon  of  brandy. 

"That's  good,"  she  said.  *But  O,  dearest,  what  made  you 
bring  me  back?  I  was  dead,  and  could  see  them  coming  for  me. 
O,  let  me  go!" 

The  circle  kept  closed,  and  the  girls  talked  cheerlngly  to 
her,  while  I  was  giving  her  brandy,  and  all  were  overjoyed  at 
the  realization  of  returning  life.    I  rubbed  her  hands  and  arms, 
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patted  her  gently  about  the  chest,  and  in  a  few  moments 
brought  her  a  cup  of  tea,  giving  it  to  her  with  a  spoon.  About 
11  o'clock  we  laid  her  on  the  bed,  and  after  a  short  lnteravl 
resumed  the  circle,  in  fear  that  she  would  die  again,  as  I  thought 
probably  our  work  might  fail  if  we  let  go.  By  12  o'clock  she 
talked  freely,  said  her  pain  was  all  gone,  laughed,  joked,  and  ate 
some  light  food. 

In  answer  to  questions,  she  said  it  all  seemed  like  a  dream, 
of  no  particular  scenes,  dim  and  vague,  but  seeing  persons  in- 
distinctly until  just  before  we  brought  her  to  life;  then  she  saw 
persons  beckoning  to  her  to  come  toward  them  and  the  thought 
struck  her  that  she  was  dead  and  was  about  to  enter  the  spirit 
world;  that  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  beautiful  scene,  so 
delightful  that  she  wanted  to  get  nearer  to  It,  when  she  felt 
a  twinge  of  pain  in  being  pulled  back,  and  felt  a  disgust  as  she 
saw  us  sitting  around  her  trying  to  keep  her  on  earth.  She 
said  It  seemed  as  if  she  was  on  a  boat,  and  the  shore  receding 
from  her,  when  the  boat  suddenly  stopped  and  she  was  on  shore 
again,  and  it  all  made  her  feel,  in  a  faint  way,  disgust  and  dis- 
appointment 

The  Misses  Lydia  and  Julia  Fischer  remained  with  her  the 
rest  of  the  night,  and  the  others  went  home.  She  slept  natural 
till  9  o'clock  the  next  morning,  when  she  awoke,  feeling  bright 
and  cheerful,  with  a  craving  appetite.  The  second  day  she  was 
dressed  and  about  the  house,  but  occasionally  said  the  place 
seemed  strange,  and  she  felt  restless,  as  though  she  wanted 
to  go  away,  as  if  she  did  not  exactly  belong  there. 

In  a  weeks  time  her  full  usual  health  was  restored,  with 
no  trace  of  the  malady  that  preceded  the  strange  event;  but 
when  left  alone  she  said  her  mind  continually  wandered  from 
home,  and  it  was  hard  to  fix  her  attention  on  anything  around 
her,  that  it  seemed  yearning  for  the  spirit  world,  or  for  some 
where  else  than  present  relations.  To  say  the  least,  she  never 
appeared  to  me  the  same  person  she  was  before,  and  a  few 
years  later,  at  her  own  volition  and  without  valid  cause,  with- 
drew from  my  presence.  If  living  now,  her  home  is  at  Pleasant 
Valley,  California,  a  woman  of  superior  mind,  but  of  many  sor- 
rows resulting  from  the  catastrophe  here  recorded.  Let  me 
here  drop  the  curtain  on  the  happiest,  yet  the  most  painful 
vicissitudes  of  my  life,  and  if  the  reader  ever  queries  whether 
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Christ  raised  the  dead,  my  reply  shall  always  be:  I  have  no 
reason  to  doubt  it  It's  truth  is  confirmed  by  my  own  experi- 
ence. 

I  have  never  before  made  a  public  recital  of  the  foregoing 
incident,  as  I  was  inclined  to  believe  it  would  cause  me  some 
annoyance  without  much  benefit  to  others.  All  those  partici- 
pating in  the  affair  were  persons  of  cultivated  minds,  perfect 
integrity,  generous  in  the  highest  sense  of  the  word,  and  of  good 
morals  from  habit.  I  have  no  doubt  that  each  would  affirm 
under  oath  all  that  is  herein  stated  should  anybody  feel  fin 
interest  in  collecting  verifying  testimony  on  the  proposition  that 
the  dead  can  be  restored  to  life. 

To  any  person  disposed  to  cavil  on  the  question  of  restoring 
the  dead  body  to  life,  I  have  nothing  to  say;  but  to  any  person 
honestly  inquiring  for  simple  truth,  I  sincerely  affirm  my  belief 
that  the  dead  can  be  returned  to  life  any  time  before  the  spores 
of  putrefaction  have  spread  over  the  membranes  of  the  stomach 
and  intestines.  But  that  such  a  miracle  can  be  performed  with- 
out a  high  degree  of  moral  and  intellectual  culture,  such  as 
prescribed  by  Jesus  to  his  apostles,  I  do  not  believe. 

As  I  have  generally  felt  disinclined  to  talk  much  about 
Spiritualism,  it  appearing  to  me  as  somewhat  vague  and  irrecon- 
cilable to  the  modes  of  material  evolution,  I  had  Intended  to 
omit  a  vision  associated  with  this  death  and' resurrection  scene; 
but  now,  however,  I  foel  persuaded  to  drop  my  incredulity  ana 
mention  it  in  this  connection.  It  was  a  vision  of  the  Savior 
standing  behind  and  to  the  left  of  my  wife's  body,  his  right 
hand  over  her  forehead  and  the  left  extending  upward,  holding 
to  another  hand  from  which  a  long  chain  of  hands  and  faces 
was  dimly  outlined,  reaching  obliquely  away;  and  also  a  large 
number  of  faces  were  faintly  discerned  in  a  circle  around  oar 
little  group. 

It  is  the  conquest  of  mind  over  material  forces  that  I  have 
written  out  this  narrative  to  illustrate  by  a  demonstration,  rather 
than  for  the  mere  gratificaion  of  curiosity,  or  as  offering  testi- 
mony in  support  of  Spiritualism.  And  it  is  the  subordnatton 
of  the  material  forces  in  man  to  the  enlightened  mind  that  I 
purpose  to  designate  as  especially  pertinent  to  the  objects  of  this 
discourse  on  the  Overworld,  defined  as  pure  Intellectual,  moral 
and  social  culture.     For  a  fair  statement  of  my  text  let   us 
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consider  the  world  of  culture  as  a  condition  of  the  human 
family  in  process  of  emancipation  from  the  fetters  and  entan- 
glements of  passional  environments.  It  is  a  condition  of  man- 
kind illustrated  in  the  teachings  of  Christ,  but  little  carried 
into  practical  operation  by  the  millions  of  people  professing 
adherence  to  his  doctrines.  It  is  a  condition  of  human  life  under 
the  Mosaic  law,  under  the  Oautaman  law,  under  the  Platonlan 
law,  under  the  new  covenant  of  grace  and  faith  issued  by  the 
Divine  Teacher  of  Nazareth.  Under  this  law  no  man  will  look 
upon  a  woman  to  lust  after  her,  or  think  of  doing  any  of  the 
acts  forbidden  by  the  Ten  Commandments.  Let  me  reproclalm 
the  moral  law  of  Jesus  right  here,  and  challenge  any  priest  or 
preacher  in  the  world  to  refute  the  charge,  that  any  man  who 
looks  upon  a  woman  to  lust  after  her,  belies  his  profession  of 
Christianity  and  is  a  mocker  of  the  God  he  worships.  All  around 
the  world  the  preachers  of  the  Christian  religion  have  pro- 
claimed that  "mere  morality  don't  save,"  and  all  around  the 
world  the  glitter  and  sin  of  scarlet  indulgences  have  held  festal 
holiday  in  the  shadows  of  church  walls.  As  the  world  rolls 
round  and  round,  by  night  or  day,  covetousness,  extortion,  mur- 
der, theft,  perjury,  adultery,  and  every  form  of  lechery  parade 
with  pompous  demeanor  every  viaduct  of  life,  and  the  preacher 
looking  on  complacently  repeats  his  tacit  approval  in  the  utter- 
ance that  "mere  morality  don't  save." 

It  is  In  the  law  of  grace  and  faith,  in  the  law  of  the  Over- 
world,  in  the  circle  of  culture,  in  the  symbols  of  science,  in. 
divine  dominion,  in  spiritual  supremacy,  in  mental  Illumination, 
where  the  active  potentialities  of  the  material  life  are  controlled, 
disciplined  and  subjected  to  the  use  and  benefit  of  mind  set  free 
from  the  slavery  of  matter,  that  I  here  essay  to  call  the  atten- 
ion  of  mankind. 

They  who  have  eaten  the  fruits  of  culture  and  drank  the 
delicious  wine  of  genius  that  flows  unceasing  from  the  foun- 
tains of  inspiration,  whose  sources  are  from  above  do  not 
require  any  processional  flambeaux  of  logic  to  rivet  conviction 
and  appreciation  on  the  beneficence  of  cultivated  mental  su- 
premacy In  the  affairs  of  the  world;  but  they  who  have  only 
lived  on  the  sodomy  fruits  of  neglect,  vice  and  ignorance,  and 
drank  the  bitter  distillations  of  burning  passion  to  the  dregs, 
and  who  suffer  in  darkness  the  torturous  miseries  of  misguided 
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lives;  they  whose  moral  vineyards  and  gardens  are  choked  with 
noxious  weeds  of  vice,  whose  drink  is  pollution,  and  whose 
air  is  contagion;  the  social  and  political  lepers,  who  sit  in 
anguish  by  the  wayside  of  life,  nursing  their  sores  and  crying 
unclean,  unclean;  the  libertine  in  the  toils,  the  lecher  in  the 
coils  of  wrath,  the  sinful  maid  in  her  sorrows — all  these,  the 
erring  children  of  the  merciful  and  indulgent  father  of  all — 
these,  my  dear  Apollonlus  of  Cappadocia  and  Prince  of  divine 
culture,  are  in  sore  need  of  a  guide  to  the  overworld  of  peace, 
tranquility  and  Joy.  Every  exponent  of  the  wisdom  of  Jesus  or 
Apollonlus  should  be  the  sufficient  guide  to  the  highest  order 
of  life  in  a  state  of  peace,  joy  and  tranqquility.  I  have  no 
differences  to  raise  between  my  philosophy  and  the  priest  who 
abides  by  the  sayings  of  Christ,  nor  against  the  priest  who 
practices  the  precepts  of  any  codified  religion,  for  every  precept 
of  the  world  bears  with  it  the  test  of  experience,  and  never  can 
stand  as  a  precept  without  such  test — when  it  stands  a  divine 
law. 

But  I  have  a  difference  to  raise  against  any  and  all  priests, 
of  Jesus,  Mohamet,  Gautama  or  Brahm,  who  disfigure  .the  prin- 
ciples inculcated  by  their  patron  gods  or  saints.  In  modern 
times  there  are  probably  more  fraudulent  teachers  of  Chris- 
tianity than  of  any  other  religion,  who  use  the  mantles  of  their 
sacred  offices  to  hide  tolerations  of  evils  which  they  outwardly 
condemn.  If  there  was  any  one  phase  in  the  ethics  of  the 
gospels  on  which  Jesus  made  more  strained  emphasis  than  an- 
other, it  was  refined  morality.  To  even  feel  or  think  evil  is  a 
corrupting  sin.  Fornication,  adultery,  lasciviousness,  idleness, 
the  carnal  mind,  ,luets  of  the  flesh,  drunkenness,  murder,  decep- 
tion, hypocrisy,  guile,  lying,  stealing,  unrighteousness,  tresspass- 
ing and  vileness  of  every  kind  are  all  severely  condemned  by 
Jesus  and  his  apostles  throughout  the  Testament,  and  when  I 
hear  a  preacher  say  that  "mere  morality  don't  save,"  I  am  sure 
to  consider  him  a  sanctimoniously  religious  pirate  and  liar,  and 
when  Jesus,  John  and  Paul  appear  to  me  in  person  they  say 
in  effect  the  same  thing;  and  they  as  severely  condemn  the 
prostitution  of  the  Religion  of  Humanity  to  the  interests  of 
greed  and  avarice,  as  it  is  done  in  most  of  the  fashionable 
churches  throughout  the  world. 

From  my  conversations  with  Jesus  and  his  apostles  I  am 
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fully  persuaded  to  write  that  moral,  physical,  social,  intellectual, 
political  and  spiritual  culture  are  the  only  conversations  of 
human  happiness  and  immortality.  Without  moral  culture  man 
is  a  sensual  animal;  without  physical  culture  he  is  a  filthy 
animal;  without  social  culture  he  is  a  devouring  animal;  with- 
out intellectual  culture  he  is  a  slave  to  animal  instinct;  without 
political  culture  he  is  the  dupe  of  knaves;  without  spiritual 
culture  he  is  doomed  to  eternal  death.  Let  me  here  write  somo 
of  the  names  of  the  great  and  good  of  earth  who  have  carried 
the  lamps  of  culture  into  the  dark  places  of  the  world.  Let  me 
begin  with  the  divinely  inspired  Thomas  Paine,  who  carried 
into  America  the  Light  of  Civil  Liberty;  next  comes  Voltaire  in 
France  with  the  Torch  of  Intellectual  Freedom;  here  let  me 
pause  a  moment,  in  awe,  in  wonder,  in  adulation,  for  I  have 
written  the  names  of  two  of  the  greatest  friends  of  humanity 
after  that  of  Jesus  Christ  But  I  will  enlarge  the  list  of  the 
great  and  good  of  the  Overworld  whose  lives  were  becomings 
and  implorations  to  struggling  humanity  to  rise  out  of  the  mire 
of  animalism  into  the  purely  human  dominion.  The  brightest 
light  in  modern  times  is  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  the  poet  and 
philosopher  of  Ideal  Life.  Turning  toward  the  past,  Plato,  Cicero 
and  Aristottle  established  for  all  time  the  lighthouses  of  pure 
reason.  For  fostering  the  wellbeing  of  mankind  Socrates,  Bruno, 
Servetus  and  Rodgers  suffered  death.  What  samples  of  noble 
manhood  brighter  than  Lincoln,  Washington,  Jefferson?  From 
the  hilltops  of  science  there  have  shone  bright  and  steady  lights 
in  the  hands  of  Kent,  Darwin,  Spencer,  Tyndall,  Helmholz,  Pas- 
teur, Proctor,  Flamarian,  Agassis,  Silllman,  Yeomans,  Humboldt, 
Ross  and  Herschell.  In  every  land  and  on  every  sea  innumerable 
lights  are  blazing  from  the  steady  hands  of  art  and  science 
inviting  even  the  weakest  of  the  human  race  to  the  banquets 
of  the  higher  (life  of  peace  and  good  will  to  mankind,  in  fulfill- 
ment  of  the  promises  of  Moral  Culture. 

It  is  scarcely  worth  while  to  ask  'what  for/  what  importance 
to  education,  what  importance  is  life,  association  and  order,  what 
importance  is  the  universe  itself,  or  the  idea  or  reality  of  immor- 
tality, and  if  there  is  a  God  with  or  without  angels  does  it 
amount  to  anything  at  all?  Is  it  the  least  particle  of  importance 
whether  or  not  that  worlds  accumulate  in  ether,  and  that  air 
and  moisture  surround  them,  that  heat  and  light  exist  and  that 
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vegetal  and  animal  forms  ore  unfolded?  Then  afterward  is  there 
a  scintilla  of  importance  connected  with  the  fact  that  man  is  born 
naked,  needs  clothing,  (even  a  fig  leaf)  food,  (even  an  apple) 
shelter  with  companions  and  conversation  (not  good  to  be 
alone)  ?  Then  is  it  progressively  a  single  lota  of  importance  to 
build  cities,  ships,  railroads,  fight  battles  and  serve  kings?  And 
are  churches  and  priests  even  of  the  importance  of  the  smallest 
particle  of  dust?  What  importance  is  it  that  billions  of  men 
live  and  die  every  century  except  for  clay?  If  the  great  end 
of  Being  consists  only  in  animal  growth  and  rot,  and  the  only 
aspiration  of  man  should  be  to  become  a  huge  sensual  beast, 
then  all  words  and  efforts  toward  cultivation  of  the  mind  are 
vanity;  "For  what  hath  the  wise  more  than  the  fool?" 

The  only  answer  under  heaven  to  what  for,  is — For  Existence, 
because  Things  Do  Exist  Things  in  every  conceivable  variety 
proliflcally  exist  in  assembled  classification.  Vegetal,  animal 
and  human  life  exist,  with  incremetary  and  excremetary  func- 
tions. Thirsts,  appetites  and  desires  exist,  and  things  exist  in 
adaptation  to  thirsts,  appetites  and  desires.  Things  have  exist- 
ence Independent  of  minds  or  senses  that  perceive  them;  trees, 
rivers,  valleys,  earth,  and  ocean  are  facts  in  nature  regardless 
of  man,  and  so  are  pressures  and  resistances,  attractions  and 
repulsion;  all  things  are  the  same  in  their  own  being,  before 
man  or  without  man;  human  perception  only  carries  with  it 
measures  of  adaptation  in  accordance  to  measures  of  culture 
in  the  mind  to  comprehend  and  utilize.  As  perceived  by  different 
•minds  things  are  not  of  the  same  utility.  Art  culture  gave 
value  to  many  things  that  had  lain  in  waste  for  ages.  Art 
brought  ivory,  marble,  gypsum,  coal  and  oil  into  general  use, 
while  the  untaught  mind  had  through  eons  of  ages  passed  over 
them  as  worthless.  At  the  Instance  of  cultivated  mind  the  vast 
resources  of  the  world  are  called  into  service.  Culture,  and  not 
Ignorance,  covered  the  seas  with  ships,  tunneled  mountains, 
built  railroads,  telegraphs,  telephones;  it  searched  the  world 
for  gold,  silver,  copper,  lead,  zinc,  and  converted  dirt  into  allu- 
minum;  fish  that  swam  the  seas  for  millenniums  of  time  are  by 
art  conserved  for  ready  use  over  all  the  globe;  it  raises  humanity, 
clean  in  mind  and  body,  purified  in  passion  and  emotion,  to  a 
civil  being,  and  promises  to  make  aerial  navigation  as  safe  as 
plodding  on  foot  and  as  fleet  as  the  wind. 
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Though  the  world  has  had  JesuB  and  his  benign  mercy,  his 
raising  the  dead  and  healing  disease,  his  promise  of  eternal  life 
as  a  reward  of  virtue,  yet  without  culture  his  sublime  revela- 
tions are  of  little  effect  after  his  death,  Heaving  the  human  race 
in  material  darkness  and  bestiality  till  the  kindly  touch  of  Art 
has  brought  relief. 

Art  culture,  science  and  the  philosophies  invite  men  and 
women  to  strive  for  social,  moral  and  intellectual  perfection, 
shielded  from  want  and  its  attendant  evils.  Few  of  the  human 
race  have  yet  approached  that  perfection,  where  pain  and  sin  and 
sorrow  have  gone  into  self-banishment.  Most  of  us,  even  with 
the  lights  of  science  blazing  all  around  us,  go  along  swinging 
our  hands,  as  if  they  had  recently  been  paws,  and  otherwise 
exhibiting  indications  of  our  beastly  origin.  Why  call  we  these 
millions  of  vice-soaked  American  voters  so  many  population? 
Why  not  say,  some  population  of  men,  and  some  not  wholly  men, 
and  most  of  us  heavily  burdened  with  taxes  to  punish  a  million 
of  us  who  carry  into  crime  our  traits  of  quadruped  ancestry? 
Shall  we  call  these  people  men,  who  make  merchandise  of  their 
suffrages,  while  half  or  two-thirds  are  fastened  in  the  mire  of 
sensualism,  clawing  and  kicking  and  screaming  to  get  out? 
Those  fellows  exist,  Immovably  fixed  in  their  condition,  and 
cannot  escape  it  if  they  would.  Offensive  with  disease  and 
filth,  unfit  for  earth  or  heaven,  they  can  only  struggle  from  one 
condition  of  squalor  into  another,  and  suffer  on  in  a  universe 
they  cannot  escape  from.  They  need  cleansing  outside  and  in, 
clothed  and  fed,  and  they  need  balmy  sleep  in  clean  rooms  on 
clean  beds.  They  need  moral  vaccination  for  thievery,  lechery, 
lleing  and  kindred  vices;  and  they  need  words  from  pure  minds 
to  inspire  them  with  hope,  instead  of  curses  and  the  stigma  of 
want  and  distress.  To  allure  them  toward  the  elyslan  parks 
and  esplanades  of  Art  Amelioration,  they  need  all  the  music 
that  can  be  lavished  upon  them  to  modify  their  animal  propin- 
quities and  tame  down  to  civil  order  any  lingering  taint  of  wild 
inherent  savagery  that  in  fitful  moods  has  rent  their  breasts. 

The  denizens  of  the  Underworld  are  inspired  by  passion, 
and  need  the  severest  restraint,  by  law,  if  necessary*  against 
lust  and  drunkenness;  and  they  need  the  Inspiration  of  love  to 
thrill  their  hearts,  unmixed  with  carnal  passions;  and  amuse- 
ments elevated  to  the  highest  standard  of  dramatic  art  to  charm 
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away  care.  They  need  cultivated  honesty,  consciences  made 
void  of  offense,  virtues  perfected  to  resist  temptation,  minds 
schooled  in  literature,  history,  science  and  religious  and  political 
ethics*  They  need  knowledge  of  physiology  to  guide  intelli- 
gently the  marriage  relations  and  the  cultivation  of  children, 
and  to  guard  against  transmission  of  evils  both  of  body  and 
mind.  They  need  to  extract  the  tapeworm  of  bestiality  from  the 
home,  which  saps  the  life  of  conjugal  love  and  sours  the  sweet- 
est ecstacies  of  life.  They  need  culture  in  economy  and  indus- 
try, which  form  the  basis  of  domestic  excellence,  and  secures 
comfort  without  extravagance,  elegance  without  ostentation, 
manners  without  affectation,  learning  without  pedantry,  pleas* 
ure  without  waste,  means  without  servility,  and  a  cheerful  life 
without  dependence. 

The  inhabitants  of  the  Overworld  are  inspired  by  love, 
which  comes  from  above,  and  are  firmly  established  in  mature 
individuality.  They  are  fixed  stars  in  the  intellectual  firma- 
ment. They  are  in  affinity  with  unversal  modes  and  laws,  and 
have  learned  to  match  conditions  by  superior  forces.  They 
have  learned  to  "use  all  things  as  not  abusing  them,"  and  are 
replete  with  sustenance,  but  not  surfeited.  They  are  above  the 
conflicting  struggles  for  wealth,  and  have  no  ill-got  gains;  they 
have  no  need  to  strive  and  toll  for  gold  and  lands  and  palaces — 
they  have  culture,  Inbred  cordiality,  unaffected  gentility  and 
accomplishments — all  doors  swing  open  at  their  approach,  as 
if  saying  "welcome,  and  be  at  home;"  all  hosts  say  to  culture, 
"what  is  mine  is  thine." 

For  the  lack  of  Culture,  viewing  heaven  as  far  away,  Greed 
and  Avarice  build  mansions,  not  to  enjoy  them;  for  the  compan- 
ions of  Greed  and  Avarice  are  Lust  and  Oppression  and  Fraud 
and  Murder! 

♦The  Spirit  of  Peace,"  saith  the  Holy  Spirit  of  Nazareth, 
"walketh  abroad  by  the  palaces  of  Fashion;  the  blood  of  Op- 
pression is  on  the  door  latchet,  and  It  enters  not— the  body 
of  Uprightness  is  drunken  within,  while  the  cries  of  the  Op- 
pressed are  heard  by  the  wayside. 

"The  Spirit  of  Culture  vieweth  the  land;  the  blood  of  Ex- 
tortion is  on  the  gate-posts,  and  he  passes  by — Monopoly  lies 
groaning  in  gout,  while  the  sons  of  toil  starve  midst  plenty! 

The  Spirit  of  God  cometh  abroad  In  the  guise  of  Christ,  and 
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seeth  the  blood  of  Greed  and  Avarice  and  Monopoly  and  Op- 
pression, and  asketh: 

4  Whose  land  is  this,  and  who  hath  the  title  deeds  thereof?" 
The  Spirit  of  Labor,  being  sick  with  sin,  in  cowering  tim- 
idity, replied: 

"Usury  hath  usurped  possession,  My  Lord;  the  Pincess  of 
Moloch,  I  am  told,  hath  many  title-deeds  in  every  land;  my 
native  Ireland  groans  beneath  his  cruel  grasp.** 

'Tea,  yea,  my  Brother,  more  pity  for  Ireland  than  all  the 
rest  of  earth/'  said  Christ;  "the  Celts  had  not  the  Law  when 
conquest  robbed  them  of  the  land;  King  Moloch  took  the  land  by 
force;  by  violence  will  it  be  restored,  and  more  than  Cavendish 
shall  fait  Then  Spirit  of  Labor  of  other  lands  than  Ireland, 
thou  hades t  the  Law  of  Brotherhood.  God  made  the  land  an 
inheritance  forever,  equally  among  the  Brethren — dost  thou  not 
call  every  man  thy  Brother?  Who  among  you  in  all  the  earth 
is  not  thy  Brother,  as  God  Is  Father  of  All?  Dost  thou  know 
the  Commandments  well?" 

"Yes,  yes,  my  Lord  and  Savior,  I  have  kept  them  from  my 
youth  up." 

"What  Fraud  Is  this,  my  Brother?  Had  you  kept  the  Faith, 
King  Moloch  had  never  a  rod  of  land.*'  said  Christ:  "Were 
the  Sons  of  Toil  at  one  with  God,  supremely  Love  would  rule 
the  land  Instead  of  the  Princess  of  Hate.  Did  ye  not  always 
draw  the  sword  and  fight  the  wicked  wars  of  every  tyrant  that 
ruled  the  world?  Had  ye  the  Law  graven  on  the  Heart,  that 
ye  Love  the  Brethren,  as  God  Loves  Man,  then  every  Son  of 
Man. goes  forth  to  sow  and  reap  in  EQUAL  RIGHTS  UPON 
THE  SOIL! 

"Verily,  I  say  unto  the  Spirit  of  Labor,  whosoever  hath 
fought  In  the  army  of  the  Oppressor  hath  betrayed  his  Brother 
Into  Moloch's  Power. 

"Ye  Sons  of  Toll,  how  long  will  ye  befoul  the  Law  of 
Life  by  making  sacrifice  at  Mammon's  feet?  How  long  will  ye 
burden  the  world  with  taxation  to  punish  your  misdeeds." 

"Touching  the  needs  of  Life,  there  is  plenty  for  all  and  to 
spare  without  trespass;  as  with  air  and  water,  ye  have  your 
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fill,   without   limit,   and   the   elements   undiminished,    so   with 
earth  when  the  law  is  unbroken." 

Te  spirits  of  labor,  how  long  will  ye  make  Shylock  fat  with 
usury  and  yourselves  lean  by  strife  one  with  another? 

'Touching  the  right  of  life  upon  the  land,  I  will  give  ye  a 
parable  of  the  vine;  there  is  one  vine,  but  many  grapes.  Has 
one  grape  a  right  above  another?  Ye  say  nay;  then  no  man 
hath  a  right  above  another  in  the  land,  for  the  earth  is  the 
vine  and  ye  are  the  fruits. 

1  will  liken  the  law  of  love  unto  the  sap  of  a  tree;  if  a 
bruise  cometh  does  not  the  sap  hasten  the  healing  thereof? 
So  if  a  brother  falleth,  or  is  bruised,  do  not  the  brethren 
hasten  to  overcare  his  needs? 

Te  have  had  the  law,  Thou  shalt  take  no  usury/  and  by 
your  own  law  have  robbed  the  poor  to  fill  the  coffers  of  the 
usurer.  Te  have  had  the  law,  Thou  shalt  not  kill/  and  for  the 
Princess  of  Oppression  your  swords  have  killed  the  brethren.' 

Whereupon  the  spirit  of  labor  inquired,  Then  wherein  can 
ever  the  sons  of  toil  be  free?  Like  the  growing  grape,  which 
withers  if  severed  from  the  vine,  we  faint  when  denied  the 
soil.  Usury  and  extortion  have  put  the  blood  of  innocence  on 
the  gateposts  of  the  soil;  they  despoiled  the  title  deeds  thereof 
and  hold  in  surveillance  the  rights  of  man  to  life,  peace  and 
tranquility.  like  bruised  seeds,  that  fall  by  the  wind,  the  sons 
of  labor  are  sore  and  weak,  and  tremble  and  cower  at  the 
sight  of  Mammon's  instruments  of  destruction.  What  light  Is 
there  in  all  the  world  to  guide  the  sons  of  toil  to  overcome  the 
mighty  powers  of  Moloch's  wicked  reign?' 

'The  Light  of  Love/'  passively  replied  the  Christ  of  the 
gentle  Nazarene;  "they  who  love  the  brethren  in  the  light  of 
life  will  never  man  Moloch's  Instruments  of  death,  nor  chase 
with  sword  and  shackels  the  victims  of  Shylock's  lust.  The 
woes  of  all  the  earth,  of  Mammon's  greed  and  Moloch's  burning 
hell,  are  born  of  lust — the  light  of  life  is  love.  In  this  light 
labor  is  free,  for  in  love  no  violence  is  done  one  to  another. 
Harken  and  understand!  Take  heed,  all  ye  children  of  earth! 
Te  shall  not  mock  God  forever. 
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CHAPTER   XVI. 

The  Christ  in  the  Ught  of  Science,  by  the  Spirit  of  Thomas 

Paine. 

"Is  this  Voltaire  Spaulding?"  inquired  a  tall  young  man 
at  the  entrance  of  a  commodious  residence  at  Aurora,  Illinois, 
in  February,  1860. 

"My  name  is  Rev.  V.  Spaulding,  sir,"  replied  a  very  prim, 
stout  gentleman  of  piercing  black  eyes,  sallow  complexion  and 
coal  black  hair.  He  was  apparently  forty  years  old,  and  looking 
even  younger  than  forty,  though  I  knew  htm  to  be  seventy. 

"Can  you  guess  who  I  am?*'  I  said,  thinking  to  arouse  sur- 
prise in  my  uncle. 

With  a  merry  smile  and  quizzical  glance,  he  called  to  a 
side  door  "Oracle,  here's  that  cousin  tramp  of  yours;  come 
and  see  him!" 

In  a  flash  a  bright  sunny  face  appeared  at  the  door.  'This 
is  my  cousin,  John;  O,  I'm  so  glad;  come  In.  I  thought  I  would 
know  you  on  sight"  Mother  had  been  there  a  few  months 
before,  and  her  description  had  given  me  away. 

Grace  Spalding  I  thought  the  most  beautiful  blond,  of  just 
past  sitxeen,  I  had  ever  seen — a  mass  of  lovely  golden  hair, 
ivory  complexion,  richly  pink  tinted,  perfectly  white  teeth,  and 
poetic  lips.  I  felt  like  falling  to  my  knees  in  worship,  and 
Aunt  Lucy  and  Uncle  Voltaire  gave  me  a  royal  welcome  into 
their  household;  more  so,  perhaps,  because  their  boys  were  all 
gone,  and  possibly  I  would  partly  compensate  their  absence. 
William  was  in  business  at  Galena,  Illinois,  Rufus  was  at  Three 
Rivers,  Michigan,  and  Oliver  was  away  in  college. 

"John,"  said  Uncle  Voltaire,  while  we  were  alone  in  his 
library,  "please  don't  use  the  name  'Voltaire/  as  I  have  dropped 
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that  since  going  into  the  ministry.  Just  say  Uncle,'  and  let 
the  rest  go.  It  would  hurt  my  business,  you  know,  preaching 
to  a  damned  ignorant  set  of  Yahoos  under  the  name  of  the 
great  Infidel  would  never  work.  Now  I  am  only  known  as 
V.  Spaulding.." 

"All  right,  uncle.  That's  the  way  It  was  of  old  in  Egypt- 
philosophy  for  the  wise,  religion  for  the  ignorant  It  is  that 
way  I  find  with  some  of  the  Catholic  priests,  who  feed  their 
dupes  on  religion  and  privately  enjoy  liberal  philosophy."  My 
uncle's  father  was  a  scholarly  infidel  of  the  Voltaire  school, 
and  named  all  his  children  from  noted  skeptics,  Voltaire,  Vol- 
ney,  Franklin,  Sterne,  and  the  girls  from  several  women  of 
literary  note  when  free  inquiry  was  prevalent  in  France 
and  England 

Uncle  Voltaire  was  a  great  scholar,  versed  in  the  Greek, 
Latin  and  Hebrew  languages.  He  had  read  the  Bible  through 
twice  in  Greek,  three  times  in  Latin  and  four  times  in  Hebrew, 
making  careful  notes.  "John,"  said  he,  "it  may  surprise  you  to 
know  that  I  have  found  over  four  thousands  errors  from  trans- 
lation in  the  King  James  version  of  the  Old  Testament  and  two 
thousand  in  the  New  Testament!" 

"What's  that?"  I  asked;  "six  thousand  errors  in  the  Word 
of  God!  And  how  then  can  you  lay  such  a  book  before  the 
people  as  divine  truth?  Voltaire's  Philosophical  Dictionary  was 
entirely  exempt  from  errors — why  not  be  proud  of  his  name  and 
preach  his  philosophy?" 

•"Ah,  John,  there's  no  money  in  philosophy,"  replied  Uncle; 
"we  must  cater  to  the  popular  taste,  if  we  win  patronage.  Tou 
saw  my  audience  was  In  laughter  several  times  this  morning. 
I  was  trying  to  amuse  them,  and  augment  the  collection,  for 
the  church  owes  me  over  a  year's  salary,  which  is  damned 
hard  to  collect." 

"Yes,  Uncle,  I  enjoyed  the  fun  with  the  rest;  I  was  very 
proud  to  sit  with  Grace  and  Aunt  Lucy,  ,and  were  it  not  in  fear 
of  offending  them  I  would  have  laughed  outright  at  your  non- 
sense." 

"Let  me  tell  you,  John,  I  am  no  wit,  but  being  the  only  man 
in  town  who  takes  the  Louisville  Journal,  I  manage  to  treat 
my  audiences  to  the  fun  of  that  paper  every  week  at  first  hand. 
Its  editor,  George  D.  Prentiss,  is  the  wittiest  man  living,  and  he 


176 


Digitized  by 


Google 


is  doing  more  good  than  all  the  preachers  in  America.  Amuse 
the  world,  if  you  would  aim  to  do  good — this  idea  I  learned  from 
the  great  Voltaire!" 

'Tea,  Uncle,  and  I  would  like  to  see  every  church  in  the 
world  turned  into  a  theater,  or  at  least  a  place  of  recreation  and 
amusement,"  I  chimed  to  his  humor. 

"O,  no,  not  so  fast,  my  boy;  that  would  be  a  caricature  of 
religion — I  only  mean  that  the  church  should  welcome  every 
wholesome  amusement  into  its  fold,  so  long  as  the  solemnity  of 
divine  worship  is  not  marred,"  returned  my  uncle. 

"But,  my  dear  Uncle,  why  limit  amusement,  if  it  is  a  source 
of  good,  and  how  can  it  caricature  religion,  when  every  church 
Is  a  caricature  of  Christ?  With  due  respect  to  you,  tell  me,  if 
you  can,  what  church  is  performing  the  work  laid  out  in  the  ex- 
ample of  Christ?  Who  is  it  following  Christ—healing  the  sick, 
raising  the  dead,  talking  with  the  departed,  curing  the  deaf  and 
blind,  making  the  lame  walk  ,feeding  the  hungry — are  the  aris- 
tocracy of  your  congregation  doing  the  work  of  Christ?" 

"Nonsense,  John,"  replied  uncle,  "that  is  some  of  your 
damned  Spiritualism!  Rufus,  poor  boy,  has  gone  wild  in  the 
same  way,  and  almost  alienated  from  my  family/* 

"Say  it  not,  Uncle/'  I  responded;  "Cousin  Rufus  is  your  best 
son — honest,  intelligent,  generous  to  a  fault,  very  industrious, 
and  lives  up  to  the  golden  rule  in  every  particular,  and  claims 
personal  proof  of  immortality,  while  you  can  only  claim  the 
whilom  testimony  of  unaccredited  witnesses/' 

"Yes,  Rufus  is  a  good  son;  but  our  family  are  all  in  the 
church  except  him,  and  it's  been  a  great  sorrow  to  me  to  see 
him  out  of  our  family  circle.  Few  prosper  in  this  world  who 
leave  the  beaten  path.  Socially  and  financially  I  can  see  no 
prosperity  outside  of  the  church.  By  all  means,  John,  come  into 
the  church,  then  believe  what  you  please.  Prosperity  you  will 
find  is  of  more  importance  than  any  mere  belief." 

I  remembered  that  Voltaire,  the  author,  had  asserted  that 
intellect  was  in  a  bad  plight  unless  fortified  with  wealth,  and 
concluded  to  study  the  policy  of  my  uncle,  remembering  many 
sad  cases  of  poverty  where  radical  thinkers  had  buffeted  popu- 
lar prejudice.  I  am  quite  certain  that  my  uncle*B  admonitions 
went  far  toward  causing  my  early  writings  to  lay  unpublished 
a  third  and  a  half  of  a  century. 
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The  records  of  the  Episcopal  Church  at  Detroit,  Michigan, 
will  show  that  Voltaire  Spalding  was  ordained  at  the  age  of 
fifty,  and  he  preached  some  forty  years  in  that  state,  Illinois  and 
New  York.  As  an  orator  he  was  not  far  behind  Ingersoll,  and 
though  his  preaching  was  strictly  orthodox,  I  am  constrained  to 
believe  it  would  have  been  as  strictly  heterodox,  but  for  the 
severe  bindings  of  personal  environment. 

Uncle  fairly  worshipped  his  daughter  Grace,  and  desired  to 
enjoy  whatever  pleased  him.  He  was  favorably  taken  with  my 
reading,  and  one  morning  called  Grace  into  his  library  to  "hear 
the  finest  piece  of  reading  she  could  imagine."  I  read  the  piece, 
though  she  appeared  ill  at  ease,  and  remarked:  "Now,  father, 
you  and  Cousin  John  come  into  the  parlor  and  hear  some  music. 
Cousin  John  is  a  better  singer  than  reader.  He  has  learned  me 
the  Raven,  and  every  word  thrills  to  the  depths — midnight  makes 
me  feel  in  darkness,  at  dreary  I  feel  gloomy,  at  weary  I  feel 
languid,  at  chilling  I  fairly  shiver;  just  come  in  and  hear  us." 

We  went  through  the  piece,  Grace  singing  to  her  piano 
accompaniment  as  If  enchanted,  and  Uncle  fairly  went  into  rap- 
tures, with  Aunt  Lucy  looking  on  with  delight.  Were  I  to  live 
a  thousand  years  the  melody  of  that  voice  will  thrill  my  emotions 
till  my  final  pulse,  and  Grade  seemed  fairly  transformed  into  an 
angel  of  light.  I  thought  that  if  the  spirit  of  Poe  could  have  lis- 
tened the  music  of  heaven  would  have  seemed  dreary  beside 
the  melody  of  the  entranced  singer.  I  doubt  that  she  ever  re- 
peated the  Raven  with  equal  rapture. 

The  inspiring  spell  between  us  was  soon  broken,  when  short- 
ly afterward  Uncle  Voltaire,  Aunt  Lucy  and  Grade  attended  my 
first  appearance  on  the  rostrum,  and  listened  to  a  prosy  lecture 
on  "The  Religion  of  Science."  Uncle  had  urged  me  to  deliver 
the  lecture.  I  hired  the  best  hall  in  Aurora,  and  billed  the  town. 
The  hall  was  filled  at  the  usual  price  of  admission,  and  I  was 
rejoiced  at  prospects  of  $200  net  profit,  when  suddenly  the  entire 
auditorium  filled  with  smoke.  The  money  was  ordered  returned 
to  all  who  desired  to  leave.  Among  the  few  who  remained  were 
my  kind  relatives,  who  were  pained  and  amazed  at  my  rehearsal 
of  a  discourse  purporting  to  be  inspired  by  the  spirit  of  Thomas 
Paine.  I  accompanied  Grade  home  after  the  lecture  that  night, 
Uncle  and  Aunt  with  us,  all  mournfully  silent,  all  ashamed  of 
my  failure,  I  in  deep  grief;  and,  I  never  saw  them  again! 

177 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


I  will  not  attempt  here  to  give  the  reader  the  circumstances 
of  the  writing  of  the  discourse,  as  probably  none  of  the  witnesses 
to  it  are  now  living,  but  trust  that  its  ideas  are  of  sufficient 
importance  to  merit  its  perusal  after  resurrection,  from  forty- 
six  years  oblivion.    Following  are  the  words  then  uttered: 

"During  my  earthly  career  of  over  seventy  years  the  high- 
est conception  of  religion  that  came  to  my  mind  was  to  do  good, 
and  the  place  to  do  good  is  with  mankind.  After  more  than  fifty 
years  of  occult  consciousness  and  spiritual  insight  among  the 
noted  religious  teachers  I  am  unable  to  find  a  better  religion 
than  was  Indicated  in  my  little  book,  entitled  "The  Age  of  Rea- 
son.' It  was  my  entire  purpose  in  that  book  to  expose  error,  ab- 
surdity, superstition  and  hypocrlcy,  by  which  mankind  had  been 
enslaved  and  robbed  since  the  earliest  dawn  of  intelligence.  That 
I  accomplished  my  task  is  attested  by  the  fact  that  scarcely  a 
pulpit  orator  in  the  world  but  quotes  my  book  for  effective  met- 
aphors without  giving  me  credit  for  the  language.  And  while 
most  clergymen  have  abused  me  roundly  with  epithets,  not  one 
has  ever- undertaken  a  logical  refutation  of  my  positions. 

"It  was  not  till  I  entered  spirit  life  that  I  was  recognizant 
of  the  beautiful  teachings  and  exemplary  character  of  Jesus  of 
Nazareth.  Nor  have  J  become  satisfied  till  in  mutual  converse 
with  him  regarding  the  real  mission  of  his  life,  which  was  simply 
the  elevation  and  enlightenment  of  his  fellowmen,  as  many  other 
men  have  done  at  different  times,  and  suffered  martyrdom  for 
resolutely  and  firmly  maintaining  their  convictions  on  right  and 
honor  among  men.  All  the  superstitious  drivel  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament disappears  when  in  spirit  life  an  intelligent  man  meets 
the  founder  of  Christianity  face  to  face.  The  purpose  of  his 
life,  then,  was,  what  it  is  now,  rightly  understood;  it  was  and 
is,  equal  and  exact  justice  to  <all  and  special  privileges  to  none, 
which  is  the  pivot  of  all  correct  social  and  political  fellowship,  on 
which  compassion  and  hope  rest  secure. 

'In  my  'Age  of  Reason'  I  clearly  indicated  that  superstition 
should  be  replaced  by  something  purely  reasonable  and  so  in 
accord  with  scientific  knowledge  as  to  discontinuance  every 
theory  that  is  not  founded  upon  demonstrable  proof.  It  was 
the  ideal  of  my  life  to  have  everything  concerning  human  affairs 
brought  under  the  guidance  of  pure  scientific  knowledge.     It 
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is  with  great  pleasure  that  I  here  confess  that  the  teachings  of 
Jesus,  so  badly  distorted  by  the  clergy,  were  actually  Inspired  by 
mind  in  conformity  with  pure  logic.  The  object  lessons  of  the 
New  Testament,  construed  from  a  scientific  point  of  view,  are 
quite  equal  to  the  modes  of  instruction  pursued  by  Plato,,  Leib- 
nitz or  Des  Cartes.  The  one  "thing  of  my  whole  life  in  which  I 
entered  with  the  greatest  zeal  was  the  cause  of  science,  for 
science  had  given  to  the  world  the  key  to  universal  truth — 
Verified  Phenomena — the  key  that  opens  the  locks  to  all  of 
nature's  treasures.  Whatever  there  is  in  the  entire  universe 
readily  yields  to  the  touchstone  of  science,  be  it  mind  or  matter, 
however  secreted  from  passing  sensation.  Verified  Phenomena, 
the  criterion  of  science,  unveils  the  mystery  of  every  seeming, 
detects  every  illusion  or  deception,  interrogates  the  primal 
sources  of  life,  and  makes  witnesses  of  all  causes  and  all  effects. 
As  it  was  only  Ignorance,  poverty,  servility,  disease  and  crime 
which  cursed  the  human  race  through  a  reign  of  superstition,  so 
the  reverse  of  these  causes, — intelligence,  wealth,  health  and 
safety,  will  bless  the  race  by  placing  the  means  of  thrifty  life 
within  the  reach  of  all  through  a  general  diffusion  of  knowl- 
edge. 

'It  is  marvelous  to  contemplate  the  benefits  bestowed  upon 
mankind  by  genius  in  a  brief  space  of  time — printing,  engines, 
medicine,  surgery,  railways,  bridges,  telegraphs,  motor  power 
and  artificial  light,  heating  contrivances,  reapers,  threshers, 
mills,  and  multitudes  of  tools  and  instruments  that  ease  the  bur- 
dens of  labor.  Were  it  not  for  the  art  of  printing  and  the  prog- 
ress of  language  I  am  sure  that  the  Intellectual,  stupor  and 
social  thraldom  of  the  Dark  Ages  would  now  prevail  in  America 
and  Europe.  This  is  true,  for  while  Americans  were  struggling 
for  free  institutions  every  religious  organization  in  the  world 
was  active  to  perpetuate  the  divine  right  of  kings  and  the 
supremacy  of  clerical  powers  over  man's  social  relations. 

"In  every  era  of  the  progress  of  scientific  research  its  reve- 
lations turned  in  the  direction  of  ameliorating  the  hardships  of 
humanity,  while  every  church  in  every  land  has  stood  for  the 
enslavement  and  oppression  of  the  poor.  In  North  and  South 
America,  in  Africa,  Russia  and  Europe  both  Catholic  and  Pro- 
testant christians,  Tn  their  organized  power,  have  stood  firmly 
by  slavery,  peonage,  serfdom  and  land  usury.    Not  one  prevail- 
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ing  religion  has  practiced  the  injunction  of  Christ — 'As  70  do  it 
unto  the  least  of  these,  ye  do  it  unto  me!'  Tet  in  every  age  the 
apostles  of  science  and  philosophy  have  stood  for  and  lead  the 
oppressed  in  every  battle  for  liberty  and  equal  rights.  Further, 
apostles  of  liberty  of  conscience  in  every  land,  Jesus,  Bruno, 
8ervetus,  Hidalgo,  and  others,  were  murdered  by  the  vengeance 
of  organized  religion,  as  theological  authorities  had  determined 
that  free  inquiry  was  Inimical  to  religious  interests;  hence,  at 
every  revival  of  scientific  inquiry  preceding  the  past  century,  in 
violence  to  the  teachings  of  the  Nazarene,  christian  theologians 
savagely  marshalled  their  forces  to  prevent  the  spread  of  scien- 
tific knowledge.  But  one  century  of  mental  freedom  in  Western 
Europe  and  America  has  wrought  a  radical  change  In  the  think- 
ing world,  making  it  not  only  possible  but  probable  that  science 
in  all  its  phases,  within  the  space  of  another  century,  will  be 
found  as  much  a  social  and  religious  necessity  as  It  has  already 
proved  an  economic  necessity  in  art,  commerce,  finance  and 
domestic  affairs. 

"At  the  Judicial  bench,  in  legislation,  in  colleges,  in  navi- 
gation, in  artificial  sanitation,  in  light  and  heat,  in  means  of 
transit,  in  food,  raiment  and  shelter,  In  every  Instrument  of 
utility,  in  the  means  of  comfort  and  enjoyment,  science  and  not 
religion  has  become  the  world's  great  Oracle,  Prophet  and  Auto- 
crat, whose  words  are  law,  whose  authority  Is  supreme!  The 
priests  of  Christ  still  prate  and  wrangle  over  the  technicalities 
of  superstition,  bewildering  and  bedeviling  the  unlearned,  while 
in  the  light  of  education,  sitting  or  standing,  walking  or  riding, 
sick  or  well,  the  people  at  large  have  fixed  their  trust  in  science 
and  learned  to  feel  safe  in  its  guidance. 

"Even  to  this  late  day,  in  the  middle  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century,  when  science  is  popular  in  public  schools,  Christian 
clergymen  are  almost  unanimous  in  denouncing,  ridiculing  and 
anathematizing  the  conclusions  of  geology,  physiology,  phren- 
ology, astronomy  and  the  laws  of  energy.  Tet,  regardless  of 
the  stupendous  opposition  of  mercenary  priests,  who  pursue 
their  callings  chiefly  for  the  salaries  involved,  science  has 
made  very  rapid  progress  because  the  people  at  large,  knowing 
its  benefits,  demand  its  service.  Scientific  discovery  has  opened 
to  mankind  new  sources  of  benefits,  new  means  of  happiness, 
new  and  reliable  methods  of  thought,  new  and  refreshing  foun- 
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tains  of  prophecy;  and  regardless  of  traditional  sayings  and 
vague  and  presumptuous  opinions  of  bigoted  and  lying  priest- 
craft, regardless  of  the  idiotic,  ignoble,  vicious  persecutions  of 
Christian  churchcraft,  men  have  universally  learned  to  entrust 
their  destinies  to  the  rules  of  science— learned  to  have  implicit 
faith  in  every  order  of  science — in  mathematics,  chemistry,  as- 
tronomical calculations,  telescopes,  engines,  crucibles,  spectro- 
scopes and  mechanical  powers.  Science  has  winnowed  truth 
from  the  confusion  of  Ignorance;  it  has  saved  the  world  from 
the  infamous  dogmas  of  Christian  superstition;  It  has  learned 
mankind  how  to  overcome  obstacles,  how  to  build  palaces  for 
comfort,  how  to  guard  against  disease  and  accidents,  how  to 
supply  food  and  clothing  and  how  to  provide  mental  and  social 
enjoyment,  and  what  the  church  has  failed  to  do,  it  has  safely 
guided  youth  in  the  paths  of  virtue,  while  many  priests  have 
cunningly  allured  innocence  into  ruin  and  used  the  cloaks  of 
their  profession  as  concealment  for  vice.  All  around  the  globe 
men's  actions  declare  they  have  espoused  the  cause  of  science. 
They  have  drank  from  the  pure  fountains  of  knowledge,  have 
breathed  the  refreshing  air  of  experiment,  have  sat  in  the 
banquets  of  culture  thrilled  with  the  music  of  high  art,  and  have 
seen  the  ills  of  life  trasformed  into  blessings.  By  faith  in 
science  men  invest  millions  in  machinery,  though  the  misson- 
ary  box  goes  empty — send  warships  to  conquer  barbarism  rather 
than  prayer  books.  It  is  gun-powder,  not  psalm-singing,  that 
secures  good  behavior  among  the  cannibals. 

"Scientific  knowledge  has  moved  mankind  into  habits  of 
thought  new  and  different  from  the  thinking  by  old  religious 
methods— awakened  the  mind  from  the  narrow  special  to  broad 
universal  concepts  from  the  bias  of  finite  to  the  fullness  of 
Infinite  methods.  Like  the  crude  errors  of  ancient  mythology 
and  astrology,  vanished  on  the  discovery  of  physical  laws,  so 
the  absurdities  of  traditional  theology  recoil  in  the  presence  of 
philosophy  founded  upon  Verified  Phenomena.  Habits  of  think- 
ing eventually  form  public  opinion,  followed  by  associative  doc- 
trine and  social  organization  conformatory  to  the  new  ideals. 
And  already  science  is  bearing  fruit  in  crystallzed  public  opin- 
ion, and  many  purely  scientific  societies  are  well  established,  in 
enlightened  nations,  whose  mission  is  to  apply  scientific 
methods  to  every  activity  In  human  affairs.    Each  nation  and 
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province  in  the  civilized  world  is  eagerly  watching  the  conclu- 
sions of  its  own  scientific  authorities  for  any  latest  revelation 
or  prediction,  and  people  everywhere  are  anxious  to  believe 
whatever  science  asserts/  regarding  Nature's  resources  and 
powers.  All  minds  are  on  tip-toe  to  listen  to  the  latest  words 
from  Darwin,  Agassiz,  Spencer,  Lewes,  Davy  or  Herschel,  or 
from  the  humblest  student  in  the  schools  of  experiment.  They 
wish  to  know  day  by  day  what  is  really  new  to  them  as  coming 
to  the  surface  from  Nature,  and  they  show  their  readiness  to 
accept  any  change  of  ideas  that  science  suggests,  because 
science  is  habitually  sincere  and  candid  to  admit  and  correct 
errors. 

"It  would  not  be  of  much  interest  to  elaborate  on  the  for- 
malities of  human  association  under  the  general  sway  of 
science,  as  all  formalities  take  shape  from  conditions  of  mental, 
moral  and  social  development.  All  such  things  are  matters  of 
growth  and  gradually  adjust  themselves  according  to  degrees  of 
social  and  intellectual  culture.  Bodies  of  the  human  family 
generate  formalities  and  entertainment  as  readily  as  animals, 
birds  and  Insects  congregate  according  to  species.  I  would  say, 
however,  that  under  the  sway  of  science,  art  and  philosophy 
would  substitute  much  of  the  tiresome  stupidity  of  church  ser- 
vices with  amusements  suited  to  the  intellectual  and  social 
tastes  of  the  people  concerned. 

"It  was  my  purpose  in  material  life,  it  is  my  purpose  now, 
that  science  and  art  should  occupy  such  position  in  the  world 
as  would  leave  no  demand  for  religious  superstition,  that  it 
would  disappear,  from  disuse,  as  carriages  and  railways  have 
relieved  mankind  from  the  position  of  beasts  of  buroen.  In 
the  back  countries  of  Europe,  in  Africa,  South  America  and 
Mexico  most  of  the  people,  men  and  women,  carry  great  bur- 
dens on  their  backs,  plodding  over  vast  distances  in  footsore 
poverty,  under  the  sway  of  the  hellish  mockery  styled  Chris- 
tianity, which  causes  Jesus  the  Spirit  to  turn  in  shame  from 
the  foulness  of  his  pretended  followers.  Science  has  beckoned 
to  these  poor  dupes  of  priestcraft  to  lay  down  their  burdens  and 
let  mechanic  powers  make  life  easy  to  live;  but  the  priest  says, 
'No;  there  is  rest  only  in  heaven;  bear  your  burdens  with 
patience;  printing  and  engines  are  only  the  works  of  the  Devil.' 
Unconscious  matter,  in  the  form  of  wool,  coal  and  iron,  has 
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more  benevolence  and  more  mercy  than  the  average  Priest  of 
Christ,  and  Jesus  himself  in  spirit  life  shares  with  me  this  as- 
sertion. At  the  request  of  science  and  art,  wood,  coal  and  iron 
unite  in  unselfish  response  to  bless  humanity  and  carry  its 
ourdena.  Chasms  are  bridged  for  easy  transit,  carriages  and 
^*rs  carry  the  burdens,  steamboats  span  vast  oceans,  thought 
i  lies  around  the  world  with  the  celerity  of  light.  Fifty  years 
after  mortal  death  I  am  not  cured  of  my  hatred  of  priestcraft, 
of  fraud,  falsehood  and  imposture;  I  hate  priestcraft  because 
of  its  persecution  of  science,  art  and  philosophy;  I  hate  it  be- 
cause of  its  war  against  the  progress  of  mind,  in  killing  Bruno, 
Servetus,  and  others  -who  dared  to  reason ;  I  hate  it  because  it 
espoused  the  cause  of  human  slavery;  I  hate  it  because  it  has 
stood  for  the  rich  In  oppressing  the  poor  in  every  age  of  the 
world. 

"Yet  in  my  intense  hatred  of  priestcraft  I  must  hasten  to 
express  my  appreciation  of  every  good  word  and  deed  of  indi- 
vidual preachers,  many  of  whom  in  modern  times  have  de- 
nounced superstition  quite  as  savagely  as  I  have  done,  and 
quite  a  few  have  recently  given  loyal  support  to  everything 
worthy  of  the  name  of  science.  Personally  I  have  always  been 
friendly  to  preachers  regardess  of  denomination,  because  I  am 
the  friend  of  everything  human,  however  low  in  estate  or 
however  shrouded  in  the  darkness  of  error,  sin  and  crime.  Be 
my  fellow  man  a  liar  in  the  pulpit,  a  perjurer  at  the  bar  of 
justice,  a  thief  or  robber  in  prison,  a  murderer  at  the  gallows, 
still  I  am  his  friend;  though  I  condemn  his  infamy,  I  commis- 
erate his  defects. 

"Through  my  entire  life  I  was  burdened  with  a  great  fault, 
that  of  all  reformers — Jesus,  Gautama,  Socrates,  Washington, 
Hidalgo — impatience  and  hostility  at  the  slow  motions  of  the 
wheels  of  progress.  But  when  we  come  to  understand  the  con- 
struction of  Nature — wherein  the  great  moving  forces  of  the 
Universe  are  signally  displayed  in '  crises,  epochs  and  eras — 
we  are  not  at  a  loss  to  account  for  extreme  events  in  the  evo- 
lutions of  both  mind  and  matter.  For  earthquakes  and  vol- 
canic eruptions,  long  periods  of  gathering  heat  preceded;  pro- 
longed spells  of  drouth  and  hot  air  precede  destructive  storms; 
the  fierceness  of  war  is  measured  by  the  amount  of  accumu- 
lated wrath;   revolutions  and  reforms  rise  in  height  in  propor^ 
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(ion  to  wrongs  suffered,  and  evils  endured.  If  In  my  'Age  of 
Reason*  I  struck  a  merciless  blow  at  the  vitals  of  superstition, 
It  was  because  I  conceived  the  wrongs  of  superstition  beyond 
the  pale  of  mercy.  Will  any  intelligent  priest  now  say,  that 
che  hanging  and  burning  of  witches,  and  religious  persecutions 
for  opinions'  sake,  should  have  ever  been  endured  by  a  civil- 
ised people,  and  yet  the  inquisitorial  fires  have  but  recently 
cooled,  and  the  blood  of  Innocence  not  long  bleached  from  the 
Instruments  of  torture.  Let  me  ask  every  reasonable  priest 
now  living:  If  Christ  was  a  witness  to  the  religious  persecu- 
tions recorded  in  modern  history,  would  he  have  been  less 
severe  than  Tom  Paine  in  denouncing  the  cruelties  of  super- 
stition?' 

"It  was  not  long  ago,  as  in  the  evolution  of  worlds,  that 
authropomorphlc  religions,  similar  to  Christianity,  indulged  in 
human  sacrifices  continually,  thousands  every  year,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  gaining  divine  favor  and  benefits!  What  would  edu- 
cated priests  today  think  of  the  act  of  butchering  and  roasting 
of  people  to  please  the  tenderhearted  Jesus,  who  preached 
mercy  to  all  and  cruelty  to  none?  Ah,  preachers  themselves 
now  condemn  persecution  and  human  sacrifice.  But  did  the 
church  move  against  the  wrongs  and  cruelties  of  superstition 
until  after  revolutionary  revolt  disarmed  religion  of  its  weap- 
ons of  wickedness?  Was  it  not  the  infidels,  the  apostles  of 
science,  whose  writings  and  speeches  led  on  the  French  and 
American  revolutions,  who  cut  the  claws  and  broke  the  tusks 
of  the  Religious  Beast?  Let  the  priest  run  down  the  list  of 
those  leading  actors  in  the  drama  of  intellectual  liberty! — they 
were  all  promoters  of  science! 

"In  the  light  of  American  liberty,  of  which  I  am  proud  to 
have  borne  an  humble  part  in  securing,  science  is  greatly  modi- 
fying and  reducing  the  ugly  excrescences  of  credulity.  By  the 
priests  of  superstition  pestilence  was  regarded  as  a  chastise- 
ment for  sin,  and  as  such  was  an  Important  factor  in  clerical 
power.  But  science  has  disarmed  the  clergy  of  this  power, 
having  dispelled  the  error,  by  instituting  sanitary  devices. 
Knowledge  of  electricity  has  disarmed  Jupiter  of  his  thunder- 
bolts; magnetism  has  driven  the  ghosts  out  of  miracle;  and 
verily,  physiology  has  blasted  the  fraud  of  divine  conception  and 
miraculous  birth.    What  general  revolt,  what  terrific  violence, 
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what  prodigious  cost  of  blood  and  treasure!  — that  the  cruelties 
of  superstition  should  cease!— that  truth  should  be  victor  in 
the  war  against  credulity!  Every  scientific  discovery  of  the 
world  has  been  swathed  in  blood,  and  fought  its  way  to  recog- 
nition, step  by  step,  through  fire,  prison  and  torture.  Only  a 
few  centuries  ago  nearly  all  inventions,  except  those  designed 
for  religious  torture,  were  stamped  out  by  the  clergy  as  Satanic 
devices,  calculated  to  deceive  the  simple  and  injure  the  cause 
of  religion.  For  explaining  the  rainbow  and  teaching  science, 
De  Dominis,  a  priest  too  learned  for  the  use  of  the  church,  was 
starved  to  death  in  a  Roman  prison  in  1624.  For  announcing 
the  rotatory  system  of  planetary  motion,  Gallileo  was  accused 
of  heresay  and  atheism,  and  after  ten  years  of  barbarous  treat- 
ment in  prison,  died  from  privation  and  fever.  For  teaching 
science  in  the  schools  of  Europe  and  expounding  the  Coper- 
nican  system,  Bruno  was  burned  to  the  stake  in  the  year  1600 
by  order  of  the  church.  He  had  outgrown  the  dogmas  of 
superstition  and  drifted  from  the  priesthood  into  preaching 
scientific  theories  and  inductive  philosophy.  Go  over  the  entire 
history  of  the  conflict  between  reason  and  credulity,  the  hands 
of  the  latter  are  black  with  cruelty  and  the  blood  of  Inno- 
cence, while  in  every  stage  of  the  world's  progress  the  hands 
of  science  are  white  with  the  good  deeds  of  compassion. 

"But  the  progress  of  science  has  been  through  a  variable, 
difficult  and  calamitous  career,  from  the  fact  that  its  various 
branches  have  until  recently  been  kept  separated  into  distinct 
specialties,  with  interests  frequently  antagonistic,  and  with 
aims  often  directed  to  exterminate  rather  than  promote  free 
inquiry  into  the  merits  of  natural  phenomena.  Especially  have 
the  physical  branches  of  science  been  placed  in  antagonism  to 
the  gathering  of  facts  bearing  directly  upon  occult  forces.  Hap- 
pily those  dark  days  of  mental  isolation  are  past,  and  we  are 
now  called  to  contemplate  the  universal  harvesting  of  human 
knowledge,  from  the  domains  of  mind  as  well  from  the  regions 
of  gross  matter,  in  the  interdependence  and  solidarity  of  all 
mental  and  material  operations,  so  completely  blending  that 
the  study  of  any  one  fact  turns  to  its  relationship  with  the  sum 
total  of  universal  phenomena.  Shall  we  not  say,  then,  that  the 
study  of  the  whole  man,  and  the  study  of  the  whole  universe, 
shall  co-ordinate  and  unify  all  knowledge,  and  it  must  be  scien- 
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tific  or  useless?  In  this  line  the  mind  demands  a  knowledge 
of  all  conditions  and  powers.  Invisible  as  well  as  visible.  Learn- 
ing to  depend  upon  facts  for  understanding,  both  mortals  and 
spirits,  are  turning  to  science  for  light  on  every  subject  of  in- 
tellectual interest,  basing  knowledge  exclusively  upon  verified 
physical  phenomena;  and  wherever  the  human  mind  has  con- 
scious existence,  it  is  now  awaking  from  the  stupor  of  super- 
stition, seeking  the  true  light  that  science  is  giving  the  world." 
When  the  foregoing  was  written  I  tried  to  get  the  author 
to  give  his  views  on  the  condition  of  life  in  the  spirit  world. 
"Beautiful  or  ugly,  according  to  mental  cultivation/'  was  the 
only  answer.  My  relatives  wore  a  decided  frown  during  the 
entire  reading,  which  so  depressed  my  ambition  that  I  always 
felt  shy  of  'appearing  in  public  again.  The  progress  which 
science  has  made  since  that  time  in  various  directions,  in  mag- 
netism, electricity,  photography,  etc.,  seems  to  me  that  we  are 
near  the  vestibule  of  that  Pantheon  of  Culture  spoken  of  by 
Plato,  prophesied  by  Christ  and  foreseen  by  John  of  Patmas. 
Some  Iterations  in  another  chapter  are  drawn  from  the  preced- 
ing pages  as  giving  emphasis  in  illustrations. 
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CHAPTER    XVII. 
(A    MESSAGE  TO    MANKIND— JESUS  AND  THE   ESSENES.) 

As  it  waa  stated  in  the  fore  part  of  this  book  that,  were  it 
not  that  I  was  burdened  by  a  message  to  the  remnant  of  the 
human  race,  that  still  struggles  under  the  nightmare  of  super- 
stition, I  would  not  have  attempted  to  add  more  to  the' already 
extensive  literature  on  the  subject  of  mental  light  and  liberty. 

Before  commencing  my  message  I  will  lay  down  my  incit- 
ing proposition,  that,  were  It  not  for  the  interests  of  supersti- 
tion, as  involved  in  religious  organizations,  masquerading  chiefly 
under  the  name  and  guise  of  Christianity,  not  a  child  of  human- 
ity on  the  face  of  the  earth  would  be  outside  the  comforting 
beneficence  of  Charity. 

What  logical  basis  have  I  for  making  such  a  sweeping  prop- 
osition? On  the  very  basis  laid  down  by  the  humble  teacher 
of  Galillee,  wherein  the  wealth  and  energies  of  the  world  should 
be  utilized  for  the  mutual  benefit  of  all,  without  partiality. 
What  is  there  more  anti-Christ  than  the  massing  of  millions  of 
wealth  in  the  hands  of  a  few  persons  while  the  great  mass  of 
humanity  suffer  in  want  of  the  bare  necessities  of  life? 

What  was  Jesus  doing  on  the  earth?  Was  it  not  work  in 
the  direction  of  raising  the  poor  and  sick  into  conditions  of 
plenty  and  health?  Was  it  not  the  work  of  comforting  those  In 
distress  and  making  the  burdens  of  the  weak  easy  to  bear? 
Was  this  beneficent  work  of  Jesus  to  properly  die  out  with  his 
death?  and  were  his  followers  to  properly  go  along  crying, 
Saviour!  Saviour!  and  omit  the  work  of  Charity  and  place 
their  energies  into  the  service  of  the  mammon  god  of  Greed 
and  Avarice? 

What  were  the  teachings  of  the  Divine  Jesus,  and  what 
did  he  do  to  exemplify  his  purposes?  I  aver,  without  fear  of 
refutation,  that,  to  answer  these  questions  logically,  we  must 
rely  upon  the  ethical  environment  of  the  man  and  those  di- 
rectly connected  with  his  teachings  and  work.     If  men,  ideas, 
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and  the  application  of  their  practical  purposes,  are  not  charac- 
terised by  their  surrounding  conditions,  then  we  might  as  well 
close  the  doors  against  reason  at  once  and  forever.  I  will  not 
here  offer  any  argument  on  the  subject  of  correspondential 
environment,  as  the  history  of  all  tribes  and  nations  amply 
attest  that  the  ethics  and  literature  of  every  country  are  epi- 
tomized from  contemporary  moral,  social  and  political  surround- 
ings. My  chief  purpose  here,  in  this  message  to  mankind,  is  to 
draw  a  picture,  from  the  best  authentic  data,  of  the  conditions 
in  Syria  that  of  necessity  produced  the  ethics  of  the  apostolic 
period,  to  clearly  comprehend  which  leaves  the  life  and  teach- 
ings of  Jesus  of  Nazareth  entirely  stripped  of  the  gauze  of 
superstition  without  mitigation  of  his  merits,  as  a  man,  nor  can 
it  in  the  least  darken  his  subliminal  glory  as  a  Divine  Being. 

In  the  summer  of  1885,  being  free  from  all  kinds  of  social 
entanglements,  and  in  possession  of  a  handsome  sum  of  money. 
I  was  meditating  deeply  as  to  what  I  could  do  to  place  myself 
in  circumstances  for  a  secure  and  permanent  livelihood,  with 
leisure  to  pursue  philosophic  studies  and  a  business  congenial 
to  my  literary  tastes.  I  had  just  wound  up  my  connection  with 
the  Pantagraph  at  Bloomington,  Illinois.  To  do  something  that 
I  knew  how  to  do  was  my  first  impulse;  in  fact  I  could  not  har- 
bor any  other  Impulse.  Printing  was  the  only  craft  I  was 
master  of,  and  a  novice  at  everything  else.  To  couple  printing 
with  literary  taste  required  something  else  than  a  newspaper, 
as  a  newspaper  must  be  corruptly  partisan  to  prosper.  I  had 
long  since  sickened  in  that  line.  Only  a  literary  paper,  on  a 
sound  business  footing,  could  answer  my  purpose,  and  that  in 
a  town  large  enough  to  give  it  sufficient  local  patronage  to  in- 
sure financial  success. 

Knowing  my  faults  well,— that  I  was  frequently  moody, 
and  only  inclined  to  read*  and  think  and  talk  and  dream,  and 
especially  did  I  entertain  the  infatuation  that  a  lot  of  noted 
spirits  were  bent  on  me  writing  and  publishing  a  book  that 
would  kill  superstition, — I  trembled  at  the  threshhold  of  any 
business  venture,  in  fear  of  being  reduced  to  poverty,  through 
business  Incapacity.  But  work  I  must,  in  the  absence  of  large 
resources,  and  in  my  poverty  of  calculation  I  finally  decided  to 
go  to  Qulncy,  a  town  famous  for  its  schools,  its  culture  and  its 
antique  New  England  ways,  and  there  publish  a  nice  literary 
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Sunday  journal,  for  the  good  of  all  and  the  injury  of  none. 

As  there  had  been  several  failures  of  papers  of  a  similar 
character  In  Qulncy  the  publishers  of  other  papers  there  gav> 
their  friendly  caution  against  entering  upon  such  a  perilous 
undertaking.  But  to  my  sorrow  later  on  I  did  not  heed  their 
timely  advice,  and  went  blindly  ahead,  and  in  August,  1885, 
the  first  copy  of  the  8unday  Optic  made  its  appearance,  with 
its  full  edition  of  2000  copies  sold  before  eleven  o'clock  on  the 
morning  of  its  issue.  I  was  so  elated  with  success  that  I  risked 
all  the  money  I  had  to  make  the  Optic  a  first  class  literary 
journal — the  only  question  against  me  being  that  of  advertising 
to  cover  expenses.  It  seemed  as  though  everybody,  Protestants, 
Catholics  and  Infidels  took  the  paper,  and  praised  it  as  the 
handsomest  and  best  paper  ever  published  in  Quincy.  Not 
being  able  to  secure  advertising,  to  my  utter  grief,  I  soon  found 
my  receipts  were  falling  some  fifty  dollars  a  week  behind  ex- 
penses, and  my  bank  account  was  soon  exhausted,  though  I 
owned  the  material  clear  of  debt  upon  which  the  paper  was 
printed.  To  sell  the  material  for  what  it  would  bring  was  my 
only  hope,  which  I  did  for  the  small  sum  of  $250,  less  than  half 
of  my  investment.  A  woman  of  literary  turn,  Julia  D.  Pratt, 
bought  the  concern,  and  soon  put  the  Optic  on  a  paying  basis. 
She  was  no  dreamer,  but  in  every  sense  a  lady  of  great  busi- 
ness tact  as  well  as  a  versatile  scholar  and  talented  writer. 

Well  out  of  my  journalistic  (failure,  I  secured  an  elegant 
suit  of  rooms  on  the  third  floor  of  a  large  residence  in  Quincy 
at  the  corner  of  Third  street  and  York  avenue.  I  did  this  partly 
to  gain  a  quiet  retreat  for  contemplation  on  my  future  move- 
ments, and  partly  on  account  of  a  Platonic  attachment  for  Miss 
Mollie  Day,  the  landlady's  daughter.  Mrs.  Day  was  a  widow 
of  scrupulous  good  taste  and  refinement,  of  high  cast,  New  Eng- 
land culture.  The  girl  and  mother  seemed  to  have  some  mys- 
terious witchery  about  them,  and  from  their  home  occasionally 
issued  startling  stories  with  ghostly  climaxes  for  periodical  pub- 
lications, one  of  which  I  had  published  in  the  Optic.  Whenever 
I  had  entered  their  parlor  some  weired  influence,  masquerading 
behind  music  and  mirth,  seemed  to  clasp  me  as  in  a  web  of 
subtle  weaving.  The  first  night  I  entered  my  apartments  an 
impression  seised  me  that  the  house  is  haunted. 

Miss  Mollie  Day  was  quite  young  appearing  for  twenty-four, 
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a  decided  blond,  skilled  on  the  piano,  and  sang  beautifully 
words  that  usually  savored  of  the  mystical,  especially  so  pre- 
vious to  my  retiring  the  first  night. 

My  new  quarters  overlooked  the  Mississippi  river  in  three 
directions,  north,  west  and  south,  and  In  altitude  I  was  domi- 
ciled about  ninety  feet  above  water  leveL  The  sound  of  my 
feet,  as  I  ascended  the  two  flights  of  stairs,  made  an  echo  pecu- 
liar to  that  of  sounds  in  a  deserted  building.  I  thought  that  was 
probably  caused  by  some  of  the  rooms  not  being  furnished  or 
occupied. 

It  was  on  a  cold  December  night,  and  entering  my  rooms 
a  glowing  wood  fire  greeted  me  from  the  grate,  making  me  feel 
a  pleasant  welcome.  Ah,  I  thought,  what  a  delightful  retreat — 
too  good,  too  charming  to  long  continue;  and  so  cheap,  only  five 
dollars  a  month.  But  I  was  startled  to  trembling  before  reach- 
ing midway  of  the  room  by  a  rustling  sound  and  waving  of 
the  porteirs  of  the  alcove  passage  to  the  bedroom.  Every 
object  in  the  room  cast  dancing  shadows,  from  the  flickering 
blaze  in  the  grate.  I  hurriedly  lit  the  lamp  on  the  card  table, 
then  drew  aside  the  curtains  In  search  for  the  cause  of  the 
noise  and  motions.  No  person  was  visible,  so  I  concluded  it  all 
came  from  the  influx  of  air  as  I  opened  and  closed  the  door,  still 
I  could  not  overcome  the  nervous  tremor.  Going  to  bed  in  such 
a  condition  I  expected  frightful  dreams.  But  such  was  not  the 
case.  On  awaking  late  the  next  morning  the  vision  of  a  singre 
scene  only  was  clear  to  my  mind.  It  was  that  of  an  old  man 
and  his  son  following  a  lonely  path  through  a  forest,  the  elder 
carrying  a  basket  of  clumsy-looking  tools,  while  the  son,  appar- 
ently about  twenty  years  of  age,  followed  the  father  with  a 
small  covered  basket.  At  the  end  of  the  path  the  two  were  busy 
building  a  small  cabin  of  poles,  at  midday  the  elder  spoke  of 
eating,  and  opening  the  little  basket,  he  remarked: 

"Isis,  half  of  our  bread  is  gone;  what  has  become  of  it?M 

"Father,  do  you  remember  of  passing  a  lad  by  the  wayside 
this  morning?"  asked  the  son. 

"Yes,  Isis— but  what  of  him?" 

"That  poor  boy  was  sick  from  hunger,  and  I  gave  him  half 
of  our  bread." 

"Well,  Isis,  I  will  not  chide  you  for  it— the  times  are  ill, 
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labor  unrewarded,  and  many  are  in  want.    But  who  Is  the  lad? — 
know  you  his  name?" 

"Yes,  father — his  name  is  John,  son  of  Gemmel  Zaccur, 
who  is  master  of  the  Holy  Vow.    Do  you  know  him,  father?" 

'Yes,  my  son.  We  all  must  take  the  Holy  Vow,  or  perish, 
either  at  the  hands  of  Caesar,  or  by  Herod's  bloody  sword. 
Here,  Isis,  eat  this  bread  with  me." 

Suddenly  the  scene  shifted  and  there  stood  in  plain  view 
Jesus  and  John  as  they  appeared  to  me  many  years  before, 
which  is  recorded  in  a  former  chapter. 

"We  have  brought  you  to  this  secluded  retreat,  where,  away 
from  worldly  noise,  you  can  paint  with  words  true  pictures  of 
our  lives  and  times/'  said  Jesus;  "and  follow  your  own  thoughts 
without  study,  and  the  writing  will  unveil  the  man  you  see  I 
am  from  the  masks  of  Christian  superstition  and  the  distortions 
of  creeds." 

"Yes,"  said  John;  "you  are  not  unmindful  that  some  one 
was  with  you  while  writing  the  laws  of  life;  I  was  with  you,  and 
will  be  at  your  side  while  you  lift  the  veil  that  holds  back  man- 
kind from  knowing  the  simple  truth." 

"May  I  ask  you,"  said  I,  "what  is  meant  by  the  'word,'  in 
the  Testament?" 

'It  means,"  he  replied,  "law  is  eternal,  uniform,  forever  the 
same." 

"My  friend,"  said  Jesus,  "you  once  asked  me.  Is  there  a 
God?'  My  only  answer  is,  Is  it  not  written  In  your  law,  I  said, 
ye  are  gods?'  To  the  mind  that  reasons  this  is  a  sufficient 
answer." 

Waving  their  hands,  they  disappeared,  and  I  awoke  with  the 
words,  'follow  your  own  thoughts  without  study'  ringing  in  my 
ears. 

From  that  time  on  for  three  months  I  was  enchanted  with 
the  search  for  creditable  writings  on  primitive  Christianity.  I 
ransacked  the  British  and  American  cyclopedias,  found  in  the 
public  library  an  edition  of  Philo  with  leaves  uncut,  a  work  of 
Glekle,  the  Scotch  divine,  laying  under  years  of  dust,  and 
gained  scraps  of  information  from  various  sources,  all  of  which 
assisted  me  in  the  following  portraiture  of  the  environments 
that  developed  the  characteristics  borne  by  Jesus  the  Teacher 
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of  Nazareth,  which,  though  very  simple  in  style,  is  a  message 
to  mankind  that  all  will  delight  to  read.  In  this  matter  I  haye 
carefully  avoided  profane  literature,  and  taken  my  authorities 
exclusively  from  sources  creditable  to  both  Chrlstlan-and  Jewish 
societies. 

Parenthetically  it  is  due  the  reader  of  this  book  for  me  to 
note  the  strange  Inconsistency  of  my  own  character — in  early 
life  being  a  logical  Atheist,  and  believing  that  worlds  and  all 
they  contain,  even  the  germs  of  life  and  the  monads  of  mind, 
are  evolved  from  interstellar  space  through  Dynamic  Modes  of 
Motion,  yet  later  in  life  at  Intervals  entering  with  infinite  earn- 
estness and  sincerity  into  correspondence  with  Spiritual  Beings. 
As  my  mother  was  a  consistent  Baptist  and  a  believer  in  Modern 
Spiritualism,  and  my  father  an  Infidel  avoiding  every  species 
of  religion,  it  is  possible  that  my  incongruent  traits  are  simply 
a  matter  of  heredity,  which  I  had  no  inclination  or  desire  to 
overcome,  though  my  yearning  for  immortality  was  always  in- 
cessant and  overwhelming. 

THE  8TORY  OF  JE8US  AND  THE  E88ENE8. 

Come,  let  us  reason  together  on  a  subject  that  has  been 
of  absorbing  interest  to  civilized  man  for  more  than  twenty 
centuries  reaching  back  in  Jewish  history  to  the  beginning  of 
the  Maccabean  wars,  and  in  principles  prior  to  the  proclamation 
of  Levitlcal  laws. 

Come,  let  us  examine  the  moral,  religious  and  political 
ethics  of  the  people  who  in  secret  organization  practiced  in  pri- 
vate and  publicly  proclaimed  a  degree  of  fellowship  which  said, 
"Mine  is  thine  and  thine  is*  mine,"  and  "The  interest  of  one  is 
the  concern  of  all." 

Come,  let  us  Investigate,  in  the  light  of  pure  logic,  unprej- 
udiced by  present  interests  and  associations,  and  unbiased  by 
education,  the  ancient  secret  order  of  Essenes,  of  which  the 
popular  cyclopedias  say,  "Christianity  stands  in  so  close  con- 
nection with  them  that  John  the  Baptist  and  Christ  himself  have 
been  pronounced  to  have  originally  issued  from  their  ranks." 

That  the  Essenes  bore  one  of  the  momentous  parts  in  the 
preservation  of  Jewish  literature  and  religion  is  well  attested 
by  Hlllel,  the  most  eminent  Talmudic  authority;  by  Philo 
Judeus,  a  Jewish  philosophic  writer  of  Alexandria,  who  makes 
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note  of  the  personality  of  Jesus;  by  Josephus,  Pliny,  Emebius, 
Marcrlss;  by  the  Talmud,  the  Midrask,  and  by  many  of  the 
most  eminent  Christian  writers  and  historians. 

To  enter  into  anything  like  a  fair  digest  of  the  character 
of  the  Essene  Hebrews,  it  will  be  necessary  to  note  their  time, 
their  surroundings,  the  political,  social  and  religious  situations 
of  the  period  in  which  they  flourished,  their  use  of  Aramaic 
language  and  literature,  the  causes  that  lead  to  secret  organ- 
isation, their  connection  with  Judaism  and  Aryanism,  their  social 
and  religious  tenets,  and  the  instances  in  which  their  peculiar 
ideas  and  doings  were  brought  into  public  notice. 

As  it  is  not  the  purpose  of  this  message  to  raise  any  ques- 
tion on  the  reputed  life  character  and  mission  of  Jesus,  what- 
ever is  said  to  connect  him  with  the  Bssenes  and  Accadlans, 
should  not  detract  a  particle  from  the  estimate  formed  of  him 
among  established  religious  orders,  as  this  writing  can  only 
the  more  clearly  Illustrate  his  position  as  an  exemplar  of  human 
life  and  as  a  teacher  of  the  most  ennobling  qualities  of  man- 
hood. All  creditable  authorities,  Jewish,  Christian  and  pagan, 
confirm  the  fact  that  Jesus  lived  among  the  Essenes  and 
Magians,  and,  so  far  as  his  public  ministrations  are  known, 
that  he  preached  their  doctrines  and  practiced  their  virtues  and 
methods  of  living,  such  as  religion  at  table,  cleanliness,  re- 
sources in  common,  allegorical  illustration  of  ideas,  communion 
with  spirits,  abstinence  from  lust  and  gluttony,  caring  for  the 
sick  and  poor,  and  following  the  spirit  Instead  of  the  letter  of 
the  Jewish  laws  and  faith. 

If  there  ever  was  a  time  in  human  history  that  transcends 
all  other  times  in  causing  decency  to  unite  all  its  forces  for  pro- 
tection it  was  during  the  century  preceding  the  apostolic  period. 
For  nearly  a  century  before  King  Augustus  decreed  that  the 
entire  world  should  be  taxed  to  support  the  corrupt  power  of 
Rome  all  Syria  had  been  the  highway  of  roving  brigands,  rob- 
bing and  pillaging  the  country,  and  was  alternately  overrun  and 
laid  waste  by  the  merciless  hordes  of  rapacious  Syrians  and 
extortionate  Romans;  and  the  licentious  vices  which  flooded 
Palestine  betimes  from  Syria  were  as  often  deplaced  by  a  reac- 
tionary tide  of  treachery,  debauchery  and  murder  which  poured 
In  resistlessly  from  Rome.  All  the  things  spoken  of  in  this 
message   concerning  the  conditions   and   environments   of  the 
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Jews  during  and  preceding  the  apostolic  period,  being  positively 
what  every  reader  knows  to  be  true,  they  will  have  specific 
weight  in  whatever  conclusions  Individual  minds  may  see  fit 
to  form,  and,  with  logic  not  at  fault,  every  mind  freed  from 
sectarian  bias  Inevitably  comes  to  the  decision  that  Jesus,  John, 
Paul  and  the  rest  of  the  actors  In  the  apostolic  drama  were  to 
a  certitude  what  hereditary  traits  and  surrounding  conditions 
made  them. 

The  ascension  of  Herod  to  the  throne  of  Judea  about  31 
B.  C,  (though  confirmed  in  Rome  as  king  of  that  territory  ten 
years  previous  found  Palestine  exhausted  by  brigandage  and 
desolated  by  the  spoliation  of  a  vagabond  soldiery.  Galilee  lay 
prostrate  by  pillage  and  depopulation,  whose  inhabitants  had 
been  sold  as  slaves  by  Cassius  in  payment  of  Roman  taxes; 
Jerico  had  been  captured  and  plundered  time  and  again,  includ- 
ing five  towns  around  it,  all  laying  in  rubbish  and  ashes;  and, 
to  gratify  the  lusts  and  baccanallan  feasts  of  Antony  and  Cleo- 
patrla  the  whole  country  was  again  thrown  under  tribute,  though 
the  Parthians  were  in  possession  of  Jerusalem,  having  plun- 
dered the  city,  and  were  sweeping  like  a  devouring  fire  through 
every  hamlet  and  village  of  Judea.  They  were  scouring  the 
country  in  squads,  with  indiscriminate  rapine  and  massacre, 
burning  every  habitation,  raping  women  and  torturing  defense- 
less age  and  childhood.  In  the  midst  of  this  reign  of  terror  and 
bloody  torture,  Antigonus  was  proclaimed  king  and  the  Parthian 
army  went  into  quarters  at  Jerusalem.  At  this  critical  juncture 
of  affairs  Herod  set  to  work  raising  an  army  from  his  scattered 
former  adherents  while  he  was  governor,  and  during  two  years 
of  strategic  movements  and  occasional  desperate  fighting  he 
succeeded  in  regaining  possession  of  the  outlying  country.  After 
many  tedious  and  rash  predatory  movements  he  massed  his 
troops  of  50,000  strong  and  laid  seige  to  Jerusalem  with  rein- 
forcements from  the  Roman  army,  in  the  spring  of  37  B.  C.  At 
the  end  of  a  fierce'  conflict  of  two  months  the  city  fell  into 
his  hands.  Forty  days  of  terrible  carnage  were  consumed  in 
taking  the  first  wall,  and  fifteen  days  in  taking  the  second. 
When  the  outer  court  of  the  Temple  was  reduced  an  indiscrim- 
inate massacre  ensued.  On  every  hand,  in  narrow  streets,  in 
houses,  shops  and  hovels,  In  byways  and  parks  the  Parthian 
hosts  were  hewn  down  without  mercy.    The  slaughter  was  only 
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stayed  by  the  repeated  solicitations  of  Herod,  who  exposed  his 
person  to  danger  and  stood  with  drawn  sword  at  the  door  of 
the  Holy  of  Holies  threatening  to  cut  down  any  Roman  who  at- 
tempted to  enter. 

Ascending  to  power  Herod  met  with  an  empty  treasury,  and 
faced  a  country  strewn  with  smouldering  ruins,  surrounded  by 
an  exasperated  and  revengeful  population  of  mixed  races,  fam- 
ished with  hunger,  destitute  of  resources,  ragged,  squallid  and 
yiscious  without  limit.  To  raise  funds,  food  and  other  supplies, 
prescriptions  was  resorted  to  without  distinction,  and  wherever 
any  men  were  found  with  possessions  they  were  put  to  death 
and  their  property  seized.  Every  member  of  the*  Asmonean 
tribes,  even  those  of  his  own  kindred,  fell  e  sacrifice  to  his 
sword,  partly  through  jealous  fears  and  their  opposing  influ- 
ence. In  a  fit  of  jealousy  he  barbarously  butchered  his  wife  and 
two  sons, -her  mother  and  many  of  her  relatives,  resulting  from 
a  scheme  to  placate  certain  opposition  of  Cleopatria  toward 
Antony  to  whom  he  was  annually  obliged  to  pay  tribute  for 
the  crown  he  wore. 

Though  Herod's  long  and  excessively  cruel  reign  over  Judea 
was  attended  with  incessant  and  appalling  destruction  of  human 
life,  which  made  his  name  a  byword  of  infamy  for  all  time,  yet 
in  the  midst  of  his  bloody  crimes  he  caused  the  wrecked 
Temple  of  Solomon  to  be  partly  rebuilt,  requiring  the  work  of 
20,000  men  for  a  period  of  twenty  years,  and  with  all  his  cruel- 
ties, extortions  and  wars,  his  people  rebuilt  their  ruined  villages 
and  country  homes  and  attained  to  a  degree  of  prosperity  un- 
known for   a   century. 

Before  Herod,  under  Syrian  kings,  Palestine  was  full  of 
Greek  settlements,  and  in  most  places  Greek  and  Aramaic 
languages  and  literature  prevailed.  The  doctrines  of  Plato, 
Aristottle,  Pythagoras  and  Zoroaster  were  taught  everywhere 
without  hindrance,  especially  at  Nazareth,  in  all  Samaria,  at 
Gaza,  at  Jerico  and  in  and  about  Jerusalem,  and  the  coins  of 
Herod's  time  mostly  bore  Greek  inscriptions.  The  imperial 
court  of  Herod  glittered  with  the  elegance  and  sensuality  of 
Greek  courtezans,  the  ladies  of  honor  were  of  Grecian  descent, 
Greek  writers  swarmed  the  royal  household,  and  nearly  every 
position  of  honor  and  trust  was  filled  by  Grecian  notables.  In 
very  fact  all  central  Judea,  with  many  altars  to  Grecian  deities, 
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with  numerous  theaters  and  amphitheaters,  presented  a  Grecian 
rather  than  a  Jewish  appearance.  The  Jew,  of  ancestral  pride, 
found  himself  without  home  or  country— all  that  stimulated 
love  of  kindred,  patriotic  seal,  fireside  enjoyment,  family  ties 
and  religion,  lay  in  desolation  and  ashes  before  his  eyes;  and 
it  was  not  unreasonable  that  the  mothers  and  daughters  of 
Israel  were  found  weeping;  •  it  was  not  unreasonable  that  the 
fathers  and  sons  of  Israel  made  secret  tows  of  common  inter- 
ests. It  was  then,  under  conditions,  the  most  revolting  pos- 
sible for  the  mind  to  conceive,  that  the  remnant  of  Jews,  who 
escaped  massacre  either  by  flight  or  by  abject  submission,  im- 
plored all  powers  of  earth  and  heaven  for  deliverance  and  res- 
stltutlon  from  their  robber  masters,  and  in  their  superstition 
prayed  and  watched  for  a  long  promised  Messiah. 

For  two  hundred  years  Judea  had  been  largely  under 
Persian  rule,  and  the  Magi  had  schools  in  Jerusalem  during  all 
that  period,  mixing  Aryanism  with  the  Jewish  religion,  appeal- 
ing constantly  to  every  object  in  Nature  in  support  of  the  ten- 
ability  of  the  doctrines  of  Zoroaster — 'One  God,  the  Father,  the 

Generator  of  the  Universe;' 

'One  God,  the  only  good,  who  grants  immortality;' 

'By  him  are  wrought  all  good  deeds;' 

'From  him  all  blessings  flow/ 

There  are  two  abodes  for  the  dead, 

Heaven  for  the  pure  in  heart,  and 

'Hell,  with  eternal  torment,  for  the  wicked.' 

'Between  heaven  and  hell  there  is  a  bridge, 

'A  straight  and  narrow  way  on  which, 

The  good  alone  may  pass  the  final  Judge.' 

In  the  resurrection  of  the  dead 

The  final  Judge  appears — 

To  the  right  go  the  pure  to  heaven, 

To  the  left  go  sinners  to  torment.' 

It  was  from  the  Aramaic  Bible  that  the  Apostolic  quotations 
were  made,  and  it  was  the  Aramaic  language  that  was  uni- 
versally spoken  by  the  Jews  of  Palestine  in  the  times  of  John 
the  Baptist  and  Jesus,  and  it  was  from  the  Aramaic  Bible,  and 
not  from  the  original  Hebrew  that  Jesus  made  quotation  at 
the  time  of  execution.    It  was  the  Aramaic  Scriptures  that  the 
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Jews  were  commended  to  search  for  a  knowledge  of  the  laws 
of  God. 

It  Is  appropriate  in  this  connection  to  call  the  reader's  at- 
tention to  an  ancient  district  in  northwestern  Persia,  now  a 
part  of  Asiatic  Turkey,  where  in  ancient  times,  not  only  there 
but  northward  to  the  Black  and  Caspian  seas,  the  Aramaic  lan- 
guage and  literature  were  universal,  and  where  southward  in 
one  locality,  at  the  present  time,  there  dwells  a  prosperous 
population  of  Essenes,  whose  chief  town  is  the  site  of  the 
ancient  city  of  Bazra,  or  Bussorah,  once  a  great  city.  As  de- 
scribed by  recent  travelers  they  comprise  quite,  an  extensive 
community,  engaged  in  the  various  industrial  pursuits  of  agri- 
cultural and  the  mechanic  arts.  Many  of  them  are  expert 
workers  in  metals,  manufacturers  of  fabrics,  architects,  makers 
of  pottery  and  various  utensils,  very  industrious,  economical 
and  provident.  The  Persians  speak  of  them  as  a  very  honor- 
able and  intelligent  people.  They  have  many  commodious 
temples  for  worship,  and  their  religious  formulas  resemble  those 
of  modern  Hebrews,  with  the  exceptions  that  they  discard  the 
rite  of  circumcision  and  all  manner  of  sacrifices.  They  style 
themselves  8ebastos,  (Sabbatarians,)  and  upon  investigation 
prove  to  be  an  Essene  community  in  full  working  order,  with 
property,  resources  and  benefits  in  common.  Since  ancient 
times  till  the  present  day  they  have  honored  John  the  Baptist 
as  the  true  Messiah.  They  extoll  Jesus,  whom  they  speak  of 
by  the  name  of  Joshua,  and  praise  the  apostles  and  deciples, 
mentioning  them  as  followers  and  teachers  of  the  doctrines  of 
John  the  Baptist.  They  strictly  enforce  the  monogamic  mar- 
riage custom,  practice  daily  ablutions  in  running  water,  and 
rigidly  enforce  the  Mosaic  law  regarding  purification  of  women. 
They  follow  the  ancient  ordinance  of  baptism  as  practiced  by 
John  In  the  River  Jordan,  all  the  Levitical  commandments 
about  cleanliness,  and  they  abstain  from  eating  the  flesh  of 
grown  animals,  as  liable  to  contain  the  germs  of  disease;  but 
they  use  generally  the  flesh  of  lambs  and  calves.  They  eat  in 
groups  at  common  tables,  and  garner  their  products  at  common 
storehouses.  The  art  of  healing  by  laying  on  of  hands  and 
by  suggestion  is  common  among  them,  and  many  of  their 
members  foretell  events,  interpret  signs,  forecast  destinies  and 
explain  the  zodiac.    Their  written  literature  is  only  accessible 
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to  members  of  high  standing  in  the  order,  and  is  believed  to 
contain  many  writings  which  would,  if  published,  give  much 
valuable  information  covering  the  time  of  the  apostolic  period 
and  greatly  dissipate  the  superstition  that  gathered  around  the 
Christian  religion— rather,  that  has  made  up  the  Christian 
religion. 

Among  the  authorities  which,  if  taken  out  of  the  Vatican 
and  published  to  the  world,  would  throw  light  upon  Essenian 
life  and  literature,  are  the  books  of  Abal  Faraglus  (Abulfaraj) 
born  in  Armenia  in  1226,  a  historical  writer  in  the  Syriac, 
Arabic  and  Greek  languages.  His  Magazine  of  Mysteries  is  a 
commentary  on  the  Aramea-Syriac  version  of  Jewish  scriptures, 
his  Chronicle  is  universal  history  from  Adam  to  his  own  time, 
and  being  a  philosophic  reasoner  he  examined  and  expounded 
every  ancient  religion  from  a  logical  point  of  view. 

Preceding  the  birth  and  during  the  lifetime  of  Jesus  and 
John  the  Baptist  every  avenue  to  power  had  passed  through 
scenes  of  war  and  assassination.  Caesar  was  the  lrresistable 
dictator  to  the  world,  a  prise  won  through  sixty  years  of  war 
and  plunder,  in  which  Sully,  Pompy,  Marius  and  Caesar  had 
led  their  vast  armies  on  fields  of  slaughter.  Augustus  himself 
struggled  through  thirteen  years  of  incessant  carnage,  before 
he  reached  the  throne.  The  prolonged  agony  and  desolation  of 
such  continuous  strife  had  literally  exhausted  the  world  of  its 
hostile  elements,  and  everywhere,  ,from  Gaul  to  the  Indus, 
from  the  Upper  Nile  to  the  Caspian  sea,  the  mothers  of  man- 
kind yearned  for  peace  and  men  of  peace;  and  words  of  peace, 
out  of  such  a  long  period  of  gloom,  destitution  and  despair, 
were  hailed  as  something  emanating  from  divinity,  something 
more  than  human. 

"Ah,  mothers  and  daughters  of  Israel/'  said  a  weeping 
Samaritan  widow,  "what  strange  thing  is  this? — men  turning 
from  war  to  peace,  from  hate  to  love,  from  rapine  to  virtue, 
from  theft  to  gifts,  from  violence  to  comforting,  from  blows  to 
healing,  from  robbery  to  charity!  O,  so  strange!  It  is — it  is 
the  very  Messiah  come  to  dwell  in  the  hearts  of  Israel!" 

"Who  are  these  Essenes?"  asked  an  outcast  on  the  street 
"What  a  strange  and  curious  people!  They  dress  so  plain,  yet 
so  clean!     They  say  even  the  harlot  can  return  to  happy  life, 
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If  she  sin  no  more!  Why,  so  said,  their  abodes  are  like  a  para- 
dise; joy  without  sorrow,  pleasure  without  sin,  evil  banished 
by  good,  the  vile  purified— O,  that  my  misery  could  end! — O. 
my  pain  and  despair!  They  can  cleanse  me,  they  can  heal! — 
yes,,  I  will  go  then — I  will  be  good!" 

To  become  a  member  of  the  Order  of  Essenes  each  candi- 
date wab  made  to  recite  a  solemn  vow,  as  here  quoted  from 
Josephusr'To  exercise  piety,  justice  and  charity;  to  visit  the 
sick  and  help  the  needy;  to  shun  wickedness  and  promote 
mercy;  to  love  the  truth  and  reprove  falsehood;  to  avoid  theft 
and  refrain  from  usury;  to  show  obedience  to  all  in  authority, 
honor  to  superiours,  kindness  to  inferiors  and  fidelity  to  all.' 
Consecrated  from  childhood  by  many  purifications,  and  familiar 
with  the  Holy  Books  and  utterances  of  the  prophets,  they  claim 
to  see  into  the  future,  and  there  is  scarcely  an  instance  in  which 
their  prophesies  have  been  found  false.  The  Essenes  believed 
they  could  attain  communion  with  the  God  by  purification 
and  sanctlfication,  and  that  they  could  pass  into  such  trance 
visions  as  would  reveal  secrets  of  the  future.  They  believed 
the  future  was  open  to  aged  members  who  htud  practiced  puri- 
fication, whose  souls  had  become  well  nigh  freed  from  the  bond- 
age of  the  flesh,  and  were  ready  to  wander  in  the  world  be- 
yond. Their  old  men  dreamed,  their  young  men  saw  visions, 
and  the  sons  and  daughters  prophesied/' 

Josephus  estimated  the  number  of  Essenes  who  were  mem- 
bers of  that  brotherhood  in  his  time  at  four  thousand.  This 
estimate  was  exclusive  of  women  and  children  and  young  men 
under  age — about  fifty  thousand  in  all.  He  relates  that  the 
Essenes  had  many  writers  and  rare  sacred  books  among  them; 
that  they  often  came  in  contact  with  the  people  of  Judea  as 
exorcists  healers,  interpreters  of  dreams  and  prophesies.  They 
were  sent  for  by  Ring  Herod  and  his  sons  when  troubled  with 
dreams,  and  were  regarded  with  much  superstitious  fear.  King 
Archelus,  son  of  Herod,  midst  his  barbarous  sensual  and  tyran- 
nical reign  over  Samaria,  Idumea  and  Judea  dreamed  he  saw 
ten  ears  of  ripe  wheat  eaten  by  oxen  and  taking  the  dream 
as  an  omen  he  sent  for  Simon,  an  Essene,  who  told  him  the 
ten  ears  meant  ten  years,  which  would  be  the  length  of  his 
reign.    Five  days  later,  by  an  order  from  Augustus  Caesar,  he 
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was  called  to  Rome,  tried,  and  sentenced  to  banishment  in 
Gaul,  with  his  property  confiscated. 

One  of  the  most  faithful  authorities  on  the  social  life  and 
character  of  the  Essenes  is  Geike,  an  eminent  Scotch  Presbyter- 
ian, who  lived  many  years  in  Palestine  searching  for  the  true 
modes  of  life  followed  by  the  ancient  Jews.  He  thought  of 
absorbing  impressions  of  their  real  characteristics,  as  they 
never  change  from  one  century  to  another,  by  traveling  about 
the  land,  leisurly  viewing  all  the  scenes  of  that  country,  talk- 
ing with  the  people  in  their  own  dialect,  and  eating  and  sleep- 
ing among  them  for  a  long  time.  In  the  light  of  the  most  cred- 
itable antiquarian  writers  he  carefully  studied  everything  per- 
taining to  the  Essenes,  their  traits  and  habits,  and  moulded  into 
coherence  and  symmetry  fragments  of  a  literature  that  had 
hitherto  lain  scattered,  slighted  and  uncollated.  It  is  not  strange 
that  the  writings  of  Geike  lay  in  libraries  with  leaves  uncut 
and  covered  with  dust,  because  the  reader  of  them  concludes 
that  Jesus  was  purely  a  human  creature,  though  intensely  actu- 
ated by  human  purposes.  The  character  of  the  Essenes,  as 
summarized  from  Geike,  should  cause  the  modern  Christian  to 
marvel  at  the  mountains  of  error  he  has  climbed  and  at  the 
rich  fields  of  truth  he  has  passed  by  unobserved.  Reader,  lis- 
ten to  these  words: 

"Among  the  Essenes  was  practiced  the  loftiest  morality 
known  in  the  history  of  mankind.  They  observed  pure  mono- 
gamlc  marriage  without  legal  formality,  lived  in  perfect  peace 
free  from  even  any  disposition  to  trespass,  each  being  a  law 
unto  himself,  having  the  Law  of  God  graven  in  the  memory, 
which  gave  them  the  greatest  spiritual  force  of  any  age.  So- 
cial purity  was  taught  to  infants  so  thoroughly  that  in  youth 
every  one  could  recite  the  law  concerning  clean  and  unclean 
things.  Their  social  gatherings,  brotherly  greetings,  musical 
festivities,  and  visitings  of  their  numerous  colonies  among 
each  other  awakened  gratitude  and  happiness  among  old  and 
young.  The  marriage  feast  of  Cana  is  cited  as  purely  an  Essene 
festivity.  Their  communal  homes  were  a  strange  contrast  to 
the  poverty,  misery  and  desolation  that  prevailed  only  a  day's 
journey  from  their  earthly  paradise." 

The  furious  charcter  of  Pontius  Pilate  was  such  as  to  cause 
the  Essenes  to  make  their  order  as  compact  and  effective  as 
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possible,  and  to  develop  such  minds  as  those  of  Jesus,  John 
and  their  adherents.  In  the  language  of  Philo  Judeus,  "Pilate 
was  a  furious  and  malicious  man,  unwilling  to  do  anything  to 
please,  but  everything  to  offend  and  harrass  his  subjects." 
Continuing,  Philo  relates  that  the  union  of  the  spiritual  with  the 
material  was  a  doctrine  of  the  Essenes,  illustrated  by  alle- 
gories of  ingenious  application,  and  the  expounding  of  doctrine 
by  them  always  included  bodily  and  spiritual  significance, — and 
in  all  things  they  used  the  dual  meaning — to  fish,  wine,  bread, 
air,  water,  fruit,  money,  light,  darkness,  fire,  tree,  bird,  feast, 
blood,  felsh,  eating  and  drinking,  father,  temple,  mother,  wife, 
house,  husband,  son,  sun,  mansion,  kissing  as  of  holy  or  unholy 
meaning,  Son  of  Man  and  Son  of  God. 

It  would  seem  from  this  that  the  principles  of  the  Essenes 
were  built  directly  from  the  doctrines  of  Plato — the  unity  of  ' 
.Life,  Mindand  Mattel? — Immortal  spirit  and  perishable  temples, 
houses,  mansions— the  body  is  God's  temple,  and  should  be 
clean,  daily  cleansed,  as  His  fit  abode.  Every  morning  the  Es- 
senes paid  homage  to  the  sun,  as  the  source  of  divine  bene- 
fits. That  the  Essenes  had  in  their  order  a  sacred  literature 
is  well  attested  by  Philo,  Josephus  and  Pliny,  and  from  internal 
philological  evidence  in  the  books  of  Baruch,  The  Wisdom  of 
Solomon,  Eccleslasticus,  and  other  apocraphal  writings,  the 
ideas  and  sentiments  of  which  are  homogeneous  to  those  of  the 
Essenes. 

Here  is  a  fuller  quotation  from  Philo  Judeus,  as  given  by 
Eusebius  in  his  treatise  on  the  Gospels:  "Our  lawgiver,  Hil- 
lel,  trained  an  innumerable  body  of  his  pupils  to  practice  the 
Jewish  social  virtues,  who  are  called  the  Essenes.  They  are 
honored  with  this  title,  as  I  understand,  because  of  their  purity 
of  character.  They  dwell  in  many  cities  of  Judea,  and  in  many 
villages,  and  in  great  and  populous  communities.  They  are  not 
of  hereditary  or  family  connection,  for  family  ties  are  not 
spoken  of  with  reference  to  acts  voluntarily  performed.  Their 
ways  of  life  are  adopted  from  an  admiration  of  virtue  and  love 
of  gentleness  with  humanity.  There  are  no  children  .in  their 
secret  combination,  nor  any  youths  or  women,  since  the  dis- 
position of  such  persons  are  unstable  and  liable  to  change; 
for  a  man  who  is  bound  under  the  influence  of  the  charms  of 
a  woman,  or  of  children,  by  the  necessary  ties  of  nature  being 
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overwhelmed  by  the  impulses  of  affection,  is  no  longer  the  same 
person  toward  others,  but  is  entirely  changed,  having,  without 
being  aware  of  it,  become  a  slave  instead  of  a  free  man. 
The  members  of  the  Essene  order  are  all  full-grown  men,  even 
inclining  toward  old  age,  such  as  are  not  carried  away  by  the 
impetuosity  of  passions  and  appetites.  No  one  among  them 
seeks  to  acquire  property  of  his  own,  neither  house,  lands  or 
flocks,  or  anything  that  leads  to  personal  riches;  but  each 
member  brings  whatever  he  produced  to  the  common  stock,  to 
be  enjoyed  by  all.  They  dwell  in  groupes,  making  clubs,  un- 
ions, societies  and  combinations  with  one  another,  doing  every- 
thing for  the  general  advantage  of  all.  They  have  various  em* 
ployments,  and  they  labor  without  hesitation  or  cessation,  re- 
gardless of  heat,  cold  or  other  changes  of  weather  as  excuses 
for  leaving  their  tasks.  Before  the  sun  rises  they  are  at  their 
daily  work,  not  quitting  it  till  after  the  sun  has  set,  and  re- 
turning to  their  homes  happy  and  contented.  Some  of  them  are 
devoted  to  agriculture,  others  are  shepherds,  some  attend  to 
bees,  some  are  artisans  and  handicraftsmen,  and  nothing  is 
omitted  from  their  industries  which  is  requisite  to  supply  the 
necessaries  of  life.  These  people,  who  differ  so  widely  Id 
their  employments,  when  they  recieve  their  wages,  give  them 
to  one  person,  who  is  appointed  steward,  or  general  manager, 
and  who  purchases  and  prepares  what  is  necessary  for  food 
and  other  things  in  abundance.  They  eat  at  the  same  table  and 
dress  in  common.  In  winter  they  wear  thick  cloaks,  in  summer 
thin  mantles,  each  taking  at  any  time  whichever  he  chooses. 
If  one  is  sick  his  wants  and  ailments  are  carefully  attended  to; 
and  old  men,  if  feeble  or  decrepit,  are  especially  looked  after 
with  the  greatest  care  and  affection.  They  repudiate  mar- 
riage, as  calculated  to  dissolve  such  associations." 

If  the  Masons,  Odd  Fellows  or  members  of  other  fraternal 
orders  desire  to  know  the  origin  of  the  cardinal  principles  of 
their  organizations  let  them  turn  to  the  Essenes — they  had 
them  in  detail  If  the  Christian  of  any  sect,  Catholic  or  Pro- 
testant, inquires  the  source  of  his  doctrines — Father,  Son  and 
Holy  Ghost,  the  Atonement,  selfdenial,  purification,  sanctlfi- 
cation,  spirit  birth,  faith,  hope  and  charity  .miracles,  healing, 
hell  and  Heaven,  Fatherhood  of  God  and  Brotherhood  of  Man — 
turn  to  the  Essenes  for  every  answer.    If  one  would  know  the 
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emanation  of  the  words  and  heart  and  conscience  of  Jesus,  in- 
quire of  the  Essenes  with  a  heart  single  to  know  the  truth  that 
frees  the  mind  from  superstition. 

If  there  is  any  authority  in  the  world  worthy  of  credit  in 
Hebrew  history,  so  recognized  by  all  sects,  it  is  Philo  Judeus, 
born  at  Alexandria  about  B.  C.  13.  He  is  the  only  reputable 
writer  of  the  apostolic  period  creditably  known  to  have  men- 
tioned Jesus  in  a  manner  as  if  from  actual  knowledge.  The 
apparent  mention  of  Jesus  by  Josephus  is  now  discovered  to  be 
an  interpolation,  taken  from  a  flyleaf  note  in  a  copy  of  Jo- 
sephus' works  formerly  owned  by  Eusebius,  but  now  in  the 
British  museum.  This  is  what  Philo  says  of  Jesus  Christ: 
"He  was  famous  for  his  gift  of  prophesy,  and  skilled  in  every 
branch  of  the  black  art.  He  had  learned  the  greatest  names, 
names  of  angels  and  gods  used  in  magic,  and  through  his 
knowledge  of  the  flight  of  birds  he  does  much  that  is  wonder- 
ful by  their  means.  He  predicts  rain  in  the  hottest!  time  of 
summer,  heat  and  drouth  in  the  midst  of  winter,  unfrultful- 
ness  when  fields  are  greenest,  plenty  in  years  of  famine,  over- 
flowing and  drying  up  of  streams,  removal  of  pestilence,  and 
a  thousand  other  things  the  foretelling  of  which  brought  him 
boundless  fame." 

Good  things  should  have  come  out  of  Nazareth,  and  they 
did.  "Can  any  good  thing  come  out  of  Nazareth?"  was  not  a 
question  from  the  pure  in  heart,  but  from  those  exercising  cor- 
rupt power.  The  golden  rule  came  out  of  Nazareth,  and  it  also 
came  out  of  India,  China  and  Egypt,  and  on  which  hangs  every 
beneflcient  law  known  to  mankind.  "By  the  nature  of  its  situ- 
ation" says  Oeike,  Nazareth  should  engender  every  imaginable 
good,  and  it  did — a  beautiful  fraternity  worthy  the  name  of 
Paradise.  The  town  itself  was  but  a  rude  village  of  narrow 
streets,  but  it  was  surrounded  with  pleasant  homes  and  rich 
gardens.  It  was  hid  away  from  winter  winds  by  hills  from  five 
to  six  hundred  feet  high;  well  watered,  and  had  a  mild  and 
salubrious  atmosphere;  of  very  fertile  soil  round  about,  and 
yielded  abundance  of  fruits  and  vegetable  productions  of  great 
variety — a  fitting  locality  for  the  development  of  mild  and  gen- 
ial people.  Away  among  rough  hills,  it  was  comparatively  free 
from  military  incursions,  though  near  the  highway  route  of 
nations.    It  being  one  of  the  richest  spots  for  agricultural  pur- 
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poses  In  Palestine  it  possessed  the  natural  elements  for  the 
prosperity  of  a  quiet,  thrifty  and  progressive  community,  where 
peaceful  people  could  feel  safe  except  from  the  turbulence  of 
war  and  bands  of  marauding  robbers.  Laying  near  the  Ro- 
man road  to  Syria,  Nazareth  was  in  touch  with  the  commerce 
of  nations,  and  its  inhabitants  were  kept  familiar  with  the  arts, 
literature,  education  commerce  and  military  and  political  chan- 
ges of  the  various  nations  of  the  world;  and  there  was,  there- 
fore, prevailing  in  that  locality  more  general  intelligence,  more 
diffusion  of  knowledge,  more  open  hospitality,  more  liberality  of 
sentiment  and  greater  breadth  of  character  than  in  any  other 
small  town  in  Jewish  territory. 

It  is  in  such  environments,  with  careful  education,  that  the 
minds  of  men  are  enabled  to  attain  a  high  degree  of  excellence. 
And  in  those  days  the  Jews  were  carefully  educated.  It  is  re- 
lated of  Josephus  that,  at  the  age  of  fifteen  he  had  so  thor- 
ough a  knowledge  of  the  Law  that  high  priests,  governors  and 
Judges  sought  him  for  consultation.  Philo  says:  "Since  the 
Jews  look  on  their  laws  as  revelations  from  God,  and  are 
taught  them  from  their  earliest  childhood,  tbey  bear  the  image 
of  the  laws  in  their  souls.  They  are  taught,  from  their  very 
swaddling  cloths,  by  their  parents,  masters  and  teachers,  in 
the  holy  laws  and  unwritten  customs,  to  believe  in  one  God, 
the  Father  and  Creator  of  the  world." 

Reader,  I  commend  that  you  search  the  scripture;  not  only 
those  saved  by  and  through  the  mercenary  interests  of  super- 
stition, but  those  also  that  infamous  clerical  prejudice  has  hid 
away  or  cast  aside;  learn  that  Jesus  was  one  of  the  brethren 
in  life  worth  living,  a  prince  for  honor  in  the  moral  universe; 
first  learn  this,  then  cleanse  the  temple  in  which  you  live  of 
that  accursed  superstition  which  mantles  and  promotes  every 
greed,  avarice,  vice  and  crime.  Let  us  build  for  mankind,  for 
the  gods  need  no  altars  on  which  to  pour  the  flattery  of  fools, 
no  Holy  of  Holies  to  curtain  the  arts  of  knaves. 

With  the  clouds  of  superstitions  removed  from  religion, 
what  isthere  left  to  mankind?  There  is  left  examples  of  true 
manhood,  the  ethics  of  moral  and  mental  culture,  and  the  phil- 
osophy of  the  ancient  Zabians  and  of  Plato,  commending  char- 
ity and  guiding  the  world  to  paths  of  peace,  hope  and  happi- 
ness.   Aye,  there  is  left  more — with  every  vestige  of  supersti- 
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tion  dissipated  with  reason,  there  is  left  the  teachings  of  the 
Oracle  of  Galilee,  whose  wisdom  transcends  the  brightest  light 
of  Arcadian  inspiration  the  holy  words  of  the  Zabian  Seer,  the 
knowledge  of  the  Magician  fathers  and  the  sciences  of  India, 
Greece,  Persia  and  Egypt.  The  tide  of  Divine  Inspiration  was 
at  its  flood  at  the  birth  of  Jesus.  Now,  Catholics,  Protestants, 
Mohametants,  Jews,  Confucians,  can  you  ask  for  more? — More 
than  the  wisdom  of  Compassion?  It  is  the  wisdom  of  Compas- 
sion, the  divine  illumination  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  the  true 
Light  of  Life,  for  which  this  message  is  written.  For  the  lack 
of  this  Divine  Compassion  Catholic  Russia  has  been  a  field 
of  bloody  cruelty  for  centuries;  with  it  all  nations  would  abide 
in  peace,  prosperity  and  happiness. 
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CHAPTER    XVIII. 
The  8tar  That  8hone  on  Christ— The  8plrit  of  Paine  and  Vol- 
taire 8peak  Now. 

"What  in  Sam  Patch  have  you  done  to  these  beans?"  ejac- 
ulated George,  who  colored  with  rage  after  the  first  taste. 

"Why,  George!  what's  the  matter?  I  cooked  them  in  ma- 
ple sap,  as  you  suggested,  to  give  them  tne  famous  Boston  fla- 
vor, you  know.    All  right,  I  hope." 

They're  burnt  and  spoilt,  and  all  for  your  infernal  writing 
while  you  ought  to  watch  the  pot!"  and  down  went  the  platter 
into  fragments  on  the  stone  hearth,  followed  by  dishes,  pots 
and  kettles  broken  in  one  incongruous  mass.  George  was  mad, 
because  I  neglected  my  duties  as  cook  while  he  was  busy  with 
hard  labor  in  the  garden. 

This  happened  only  a  few  days  after  attending  the  spirit- 
ual circle  mentioned  in  the  previous  chapter.  Brother  George 
and  I  had  moved  into  a  log  cabin  five  miles  northeast  of  Grand 
Rapids,  located  in  a  dense  forest,  to  dwell  for  a  season  as  her- 
mits in  the  wildest  solitude,  where  we  could  plant  a  garden  and 
study  the  masters  in  science  and  letters. 

Each  of  us  had  a  small  library  of  rare  books,  and  every 
mail  brought  us  the  periodical  and  news  literature  of  the 
day.  We  had  just  planted  a  nice  garden,  and  were  prepared  to 
enjoy  a  summer  midst  our  books  and  primitive  nature's  most 
romantic  scenes,  and  close  by  our  doors  was  one  of  Michigan's 
clear  water  lakes,  where  the  finest  of  bass,  perch  and  pickerel 
were  abundant,  affording  us  delicious  food  as  well  as  the  de- 
light of  angling,  an  absorbing  delight  peculiarly  and  notably 
attractive,  and  I  may  say  entrancing,  to  all  minds  which  phil- 
osophize on  the  affairs  of  life  and  meditate  on  the  gathering 
in  of  knowledge. 

I  looked  up  to  my  brother  as  a  superior  scientific  genius, 
for  he  inspired  animation  into  the  dead  formulas  of  experiment, 
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giving  spirit  and  the  ruddy  glow  of  life  to  his  botany,  chem- 
istry and  geology.  I  regarded  him  as  a  new  apostle  of  sci- 
ence, whose  name  would  become  a  household  word  in  every 
land,  for  his  Insuperable  rhetoric  would  make  orators  of  peb- 
bles, rocks,  ferns,  trees,  fish,  birds,  air,  water  and  every  star. 

He  was  an  omniverous.  reader,  and  his  presence  and  con- 
versation was  the  incarnation  of  posey,  romance,  art,  history, 
comedy  and  tragedy,  but  never  before  had  anger  seized  absolute 
control  of  his  mind  and  body  as  when  he  dashed  to  destrction 
our  entire  camp  outfit  and  my  happy  contemplations  of  a  good 
dinner.  He  soon  tamed  down  however,  the  fretful  demon  that 
entered  his  breast,  and  both  of  us  being  hungry,  we  sat  at  the 
hearth  and  picked  from  the  debris  some  meat  and  potatoes, 
and  to  my  astonishment  I  saw  him  eating  the  beans  from  a 
broken  dish. 

"Why,  John,  those  beans  are  good,  after  all — better  than 
any  I  ever  ate!"  he  exclaimed;  and  we  rescued  all  we  could 
from  the  ashes  and  ate  them  with  uncommon  relish. 

"Gorge,"  said  I,  "I  had  the  grandest  dream  last  night  pos- 
sible to  imagine,  and  was  all  the  forenoon  writing  it  out,  to 
the  neglect  of  my  duties.  If  you  will  get  calm  awhile  I'll 
read  you  a  very  astonishing  piece  of  writing.  At  least  it  Is 
astonishing  to  me,  for  there  are  many  things  said  in  It  that  I 
never  saw  in  the  books  on  the  same  subject,  but  which  seem 
reasonably  true." 

"All  right,  I'll  not  work  this  afternoon;  I'll  clean  up  this 
muss,  and  then  hear  you  read.  I  suppose  It  Is  more  of  your 
spiritual  nonsene." 

"Not  at  all,"  I  replied;  'It  is  a  philosophical  disquisition 
on  the  doctrines  of  the  founder  of  Buddhism,  Sakyamuni,  th9 
Christ  of  Asia,  who  lived  a  thousand  years  before  the  Jewish 
Christ. 

"'Tut,  tut;  what  nonsense  is  this  you're  giving  me?  Ridicu- 
lous, that  a  rattlehead  like  you  can  write  philosophy.  Sooner 
expect  you  reporting  a  dog  fight  or  a  horse  race — you're  only 
spoiling  a  lot  of  clean  white  paper;  better  spend  your  time 
hoeing  onions.' 

"Well,  George,"  said  I,  "it  may  amount  to  nothing.  Rattle- 
head  or  sport  that  I  am,  as  soon  as  the  beans  were  over  to 
cook  a  spell  came  over  me  that  drove  me  to  write;  I  could  see 

207 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


the  copy,  many  pages*  and  could  see  a  hand  laying  it  out  to 
me,  and  as  I  sat  down  to  write  there  stood  a  man,  just  as  plain 
as  I  see  you  now." 

"John,  I  hate  to  think  you  crazy — rather  see  you  hung 
for  murder,  or  go  to  prison  as  a  thief  or  robber,  than  think 
you're  light  in  the  upper  story.  But  ever  since  you  was 
smitten  with  that  Comstock  girl  you  are  never  like  your  old 
self — there  are  other  girls  as  good  and  handsome,  'as  good  fish 
in  the  sea  as  ever  were  caught*  " 

"Crazy  or  rational,  devil  or  saint,  you  know  I  am  constable 
of  Grand  Rapids  township,  elected  by  a  unanimous  vote  of  the 
people,  and  yet  only  twenty  years  old;  an  illegal  election  to  bo 
sure,  but  I'm  filling  the  office." 

"Very  true,"  rsponded  George;  "it  takes  a  thief  to  catch 
a  thief/  and  you  are  well  chosen,  for  you  have  led  more  boys 
into  the  neighbors'  melon  patches  than  any  other  fellow  in  the 
county,  and  you've  lied  yourself  out  of  more  scrapes  than  any 
person  I  know  of." 

"But  you're  aware,"  said  I,  "that  the  past  few  years, 
while  absent  in  the  east,  I  met  with  considerable  attention 
from  worthy  sources;  also,  you  must  remember  I've  had  only 
one  fight,  that  with  Jack  Turner,  for  nearly  four  years." 

'Tes,"  said  George,  '1  believe  you  have  tried  to  improve 
since  that  girl  made  a  fool  of  you." 

"If  Alzine  made  a  fool  and  lunatic  of  me/'  I  replied,  "and 
in  my  insane  folly  I  quit  my  meanness — thieving,  lying,  curs- 
ing and  fighting— then  devoted  myself  to  improving  over  my 
neglected  opportunities,  was  it  not  the  best  thing  that  could 
have  happened  to  me?  Between  the  age  of  fifteen  and  nine- 
teen I  have  devoted  every  spare  moment  to  hard  study  of  his- 
tory, literature  and  science.  You  freely  acknowledge  that  I 
am  your  superior  in  ancient  lore,  in  poetry,  logic  and  biography, 
and  I  as  freely  accord  to  you  in  every  way  my  master  in  the 
practical  sciences." 

"Well,  John  the  rubbish  is  about  cleaned  up,  and  I'll  take 
all  the  blame  for  our  culinary  catastrophe.  Ill  soon  be  ready 
to  hear  your  discourse." 

"In  the  first  place,"  I  answered,  "let  me  tell  you  the  dream, 
which  is  the  basis  of  what  I  have  written  on  the  philosophy  of 
the  great  reformer  of  ancient  India.    Tou  may  give  me  credit 
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for  every  word  of  it,  if  you  like,  as  I  am  somewhat  familiar 
with  Buddhist  literature,  but  I  am  as  certain  as  that  I  see  you 
now,  that  a  man  of  tall  imposing  appearance  stood  before  me 
this  very  morning,  and  he  appeared  to  me  in  the  dream  last 
night,  and  at  both  times  showed  me  the  copy  of  the  writing 
I  am  about  to  read  you." 

"Can  you  describe  his  appearance,  and  was  there  any  one 
with  him?" 

"Yes,"  I  answered,  'that  one  man,  who  seems  to  stick  to 
me  like  a  brother,  Thomas  Paine,  as  claimed  by  the  mediums, 
and  who  said  the  person  with  him  was  Gautama,  an  ancient 
king,  and  prince  of  the  wise  hermits  of  the  Himalaya  moun- 
tains. In  appearance  Gautama  stands  about  six  feet  and  two 
inches  high,  heavy  muscled,  but  symmetrical  in  proportions, 
of  slightly  sallow  but  very  clea  rcomplexion,  smooth  high  oval 
forehead,  smooth  rosy  cheeks  and  full  red  lips  fronting  a  large 
firm  executive  chin,  very  dark  bluish  grey  eyes,  black  wavy 
hair,  fluffy  style  and  un parted.  His  hands  were  white  as  ivory; 
feet  encased  in  white  cloth  shoes,  silver  trimmings  and  lacings; 
his  clothing  was  a  robe  of  pure  white  satin  and  silvery  girdle 
with  silver  braid  and  tassels.  His  legs  were  firmly  attired  with 
lemon  colored  silk  stockings,  embroidered  in  jessamine  and  lo- 
tus flowers  and  a  branch  of  a  vine.  In  the  dream  Paine  told 
me  "This  is  the  man  who  preached  and  practiced  the  Golden 
Rule  ten  centuries  before  the  birth  of  the  Carpenter  of  Naza- 
reth! Paine  also  told  me  that  the  latter  was  born  in  the 
month  of  January  twenty-four  years  prior  to  the  accredited 
beginning  of  the  christian  era,  and  was  therefore  fifty-seven 
years  old  at  the  time  of  his  execution.  This,  he  said,  was  ac- 
cording to  the  best  data  obtainable  and  was  given  to  him  by 
Jesus  himself,  whom  he  had  learned  to  honor  with  the  most 
unreserved  love  and  admiration." 

"I  am  ready  to  listen  to  your  writing,"  said  George;  "at 
three  o'clock  I  must  go  to  town  and  replace  the  broken  dishes 
and  bean  pot" 

"It  will  not  take  over  an  hour  to  read  it,"  said  I.  'Its  title 
is,  "The  Doctrine  of  Buddah  that  Cures  the  Pains  of  the) 
World." 

I  will  here  say  that  the  original  copy  has  lain  In  my  private 
packages  forty-eight  years,  and  never  published,  except  a  por- 
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Uon  of  it  in  a  literary  paper  at  Quincy,  Illinois,  in  1885.  I  nave 
since  read  the  "Light  of  Asia"  by  Arnold,  and  other  writers 
on  India,  and  find  nothing  among  all  the  authors  in  conflict 
with  my  own  communication,  which  I  here  produce,  trusting 
it  will  receive  the  close  and  heedful  study  of  mankind,  as  it 
not  only  comes  up  to  the  latest  deductions  from  philosophy,  in- 
cluding the  doctrine  of  evolution,  but  also  parallels  the  purest 
ethics  of  christian  morality.  Following  is  the  article  in  full 
as  purporting  to  emanate  from  the  wise  and  humane  Saykaya- 
munl;  through  the  words  of  Thomas  Paine. 

"False  Impressions  of  Buddhism  Corrected.'' 

"Many  eminent  historians  and  writers  in  modern  times  of 
christian  education  have  singularly,  though  I  will  not  aver 
through  the  unfairness  of  malicious  prejudice,  treated  of  Budd- 
hism as  merely  a  generative,  self-impelling  material  force,,  ab- 
solutely atheistical  in  its  primary  inception  and  fundamental 
principles.  It  appears  to  me  as  unfortunate  to  the  unlearned 
of  mankind  that  states  and  kingloms  should  permit  the  license 
of  libel  and  misstatement,  causing  the  interests  of  the  poor,  to 
know  the  truth  to  lay  buried  for  ages  under  the  cover  of  private 
gain  and  emoluments.  It  Is  far  from  my  present  purpose  to 
indulge  very  much  in  the  excoriation  of  professed  christians 
for  falsifying  and  traducing  the  doctrines  of  Buddhism  as  pro- 
mulgated by  the  self-sacrificing  adepts  of  my  day  and  genera- 
tion, as  the  time  is  fast  passing  away  when  the  falsehoods  of 
religious  self-interest  will  have  weight  in  the  domains  of  phil- 
osophical and  scientific  inquiry. 

"It  is  my  purpose,"  says  Gautama,  "at  this  time  to  briefly 
restate  for  the  benefit  of  benighted  mankind  the  general  sen- 
timents which  actuated  my  earthly  life,  give  some  allusions  to 
my  own  career,  and  to  symbolize  in  language  the  cardinal  prin- 
ciples that  inspired  my  plans  for  ameliorating  the  miseries  of 
the  unfortunate  of  the  human  race.  It  was  the  whole  purpose 
of  my  life,  however  Inefficiently  carried  into  effect  outside  of 
my  own  provinces,  to  prevent  poverty,  distress  and  disease 
among  my  fellow  men.  In  youth  my  sympathies  were  with  the 
poor  and  needy,  in  manhood  as  prince  and  king  I  sought  their 
elevation  above  distress  at  whatever  cost  by  the  most  effective 
means.    My  religious  belief  was  that     of     the     philosophical 
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School  of  Adepts,  who  held  that  every  person  living  in  full 
control  of  the  passions  is  an  emanation  of  Divine  Being.  But 
no  philosophical  mind  in  India  entertains  any  other  idea  than 
the  ordinary  natural  modes  of  the  origin  and  destiny  of  life. 
There  was  nothing  in  all  my  long  and  active  life  to  excite  cre- 
dulity or  superstition  among  my  own  people,  as  I  did  nothing 
more  nor  said  anything  more  than  it  is  always  the  duty  of  any 
well  meaning  man  to  do  and  say;  yet  when  kindness  becomes 
very  rare  among  men,  one  manifesting  ordinary  and  uniform 
.  kindness  is  either  made  a  martyr  or  canonized  a  saint! 

"Many  superstitious  nations  either  clothe  religious  or  po- 
litical leaders  with  the  garb  of  romance  or  hide  the  reality  of 
their  lives  behind  the  fantastic  veil  of  miraculous  wonders;  and 
from  age  to  age  the  same  romances  and  wondrous  legends  are 
rewritten  and  retold  to  suit  occasion  by  writers  whose  chief 
employment  is  to  astonish  and  prey  upon  and  dupe  their  igno- 
rant and  credulous  countrymen.  The  following  legend,  true  as 
to  reasonable  facts,  but  spurious  as  to  superstitious  coloring, 
I  copy  as  a  fair  specimen  of  much  of  the  literature  that  goes  to 
make  up  the  books  of  mystery  in  primitive  religion;  this  leg- 
end, in  various  degrees  of  exaggeration  ,has  been  the  stock-in- 
trade  of  religious  charlatans  and  mendicants  In  all  countries 
for  thousands  of  years.  As  fairly  translated,  from  one  of  the 
most  rational  of  the  modern  lingos,  it  reads: 

'The  canonized  legend  of  the  immaculate  conception  and 
miraculous  birth  of  Sakyamuni,  the  Buddhist  prince-priest,  sav- 
iour and  prophet,  is  similar  to  other  ideals  of  Divine  Incarna- 
tion, and  in  point  of  literary  merit  equally  creditable.  The  ap- 
plication of  the  same  old  story  to  the  founder  of  chrirtianity  in 
Palestine  is  evidently  a  branch  of  the  same  tree  which  flour- 
ished in  India  a  millennium  of  years  before  the  time  of  Jesus 
the  Jewish  moralist.  Maya,  the  mother  of  Sakyamuni,  was  born 
in  northern  India  of  princely  ancestry,  and  continued  a  virgin 
all  her  l<fe.  She  was  a  woman  of  marvelous  personal  beauty, 
possessing  rare  mental  cultivation,  and  skilled  in  the  fine 
arts  of  musi.\  poetry,  painting  and  the  adornment  of  tapestry. 
Though  she  became  the  betrothed  wife  of  King  Suddhodana  in 
her  youth  she  was  not  formally  espoused  for  many  years,  ana 
continued  childless  until  the  age  of  forty-five,  when  she  gave 
birth  to  a  son,  alleged  without  a  human  father.    The  child  was 
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of  such  remarkable  beauty  as  to  attract  attention  from  far  and 
near.  The  wise  men  of  Benares  had  predicted  the  birth  at  that 
time  of  an  Enlightened  One,  Saviour  and  Divine  Ruler,  and 
three  of  the  Magi  came  from  their  mountain  seclusion  to  visit 
the  child,  and  they  blessed  him  and  named  him  The  Buddah,  the 
enlightened  oracle  of  Wisdom.  His  mother  gave  the  infant 
the  significant  title  of  Muni,  meaning  silent,  as  he  was  very  se- 
date and  quiet,  which  by  habitual  use  became  a  suffix  to  the 
family  name  of  Sakya.  As  heir  to  his  fathers  throne  in  the 
kingdom  of  Kapilavastu  he  was  named  in  the  royal  family 
Prince  Siddhartha.  In  the  principality  to  which  his  father  as- 
signed him  as  a  governing  prince,  on  reaching  the  age  of  his 
majority,  he  was  styled  Prince  Gautama,  in  family  lineal  descent 
of  an  ancestry  designated  as  the  Solar  Race.  As  an  infant  the 
•child  would  sit  for  hours  in  perfect  silence  while  fully  awake, 
and  not  even  wink  an  eye  except  when  its  mother  or  nurse 
would  exclaim  'Muni!'  At  a  tender  age  he  was  taught  read- 
ing and  numbers  at  his  mother's  knee.  When  less  than  a  year 
old  a  saintly  old  Magian  hermit  from  beyond  the  Indus  paid 
the  mother  and  child  a  visit,  invoking  blessings  upon  the  in- 
fant, proclaiming  its  divine  origin.  At  the  birth  of  this  Buddha 
the  earth  was  reputed  to  be  ablaze  with  strange  and  marvelous 
light;  the  sight  of  blind  people  suddenly  returned;  the  deaf 
heard;  the  lame  walked;  prison  doors  fell  down;  trees  burst 
for  th  in  bloom;  the  air  was  filled  with  singing  birds,  and  the 
angels  sang  in  heaven  to  welcome  the  divine  child.  The  name- 
choosing  festival,  a  popular  ancient  Brahminlc  holiday,  occur- 
red as  the  babe  Muni  was  five  days  old,  and  a  hundred  noted 
Brahmin  priests  assembled  at  the  mother's  royal  chamber  to 
select  a  fitting  name  for  the  wonderful  child.  After  going 
through  all  the  formal  solemnities  of  prayer,  chants  and  dldi- 
natlons,  midst  soft  music  and  profusion  of  incense  of  delic- 
ious odors,  each  priest  in  his  turn  confirmed  the  prediction  that 
the  child  was  born  a  Buddha,  and  by  that  name  he  was  straight- 
way christened  with  the  prophetic  announcement  that  he  would 
become  ruler  of  the  world!  The  proclamation  of  such  an  im- 
portant prophesy  greatly  incensed  the  fosterfather  of  the 
child,  King  Suddhodana,  who  for  many  days  attempted  to  de- 
stroy the  boy  whom  the  priesthood  and  poular  clamor  had 
sought  to  raise  into  dominion  over  himself.    But  by  the  adroit 
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management  of  the  mother  the  life  of  the  child  was  shielded 
from  harm  and  saved  from  a  cruel  death. 

'In  early  youth  Sakya  displayed  great  aptness  in  learn- 
ing, and  while  at  school  he  was  frequently  found  instructing 
his  teachers  in  the  arts  and  sciences.  On  one  occasion,  at  the 
age  of  twelve  years,  when  his  mother  took  him  on  a  visit  to  the 
King's  city,  he  mysteriously  disappeared  from  her.  Fearing 
that  the  King's  emissaries  had  kidnapped  the  boy  to  put  him 
to  death  the  mother  instituted  a  search  for  him,  and  when 
found  at  a  late  hour  in  the  evening  the  lad  was  in  the  Sacred. 
Temple  among  the  learned  Brahmin  doctors  astonishing  them 
with  his  knowledge.  An  old  woman  who  was  passing  him  on 
the  streets  while  he  was  answering  questions  put  to  him  by  a 
Brahmin  priest,  exclaimed:  'Blessed  be  the  womb  that  bore 
thee!'  when  the  boy  turned  upon  her  with  a  rbuke,  repelling 
the  praise. 

"Such  in  brief  is  one  rendition  of  the  legend  concerning  a 
man  whose  birth  and  development  were  simply  usual  in  the 
course  of  natural  law.  But  qualities  of  mind  abiding  in  a  man 
are  due  to  inheritance,  and  the  forces  of  mind  largely  due  to 
conditions  and  relations  of  education  and  association.  One 
grown  to  manhood  with  goodness  of  heart,  benevolent  sym- 
pathy with  the  poor  and  unfortunate,  with  pity  at  the  sight  of 
pain  and  disease,  is  indebted  to  the  mother  heart  from  which 
he  descended  for  those  qualities,  and  for  executive  forces  to  the 
will  and  judgment  of  his  father.  All  streams  partake  of  the 
nature  of  the  fountain,  even  though  corrupted  by  conditions  of 
their  channels.  Born  in  the  surroundings  of  wealth  and 
power  and  learning,  the  child  of  a  virtuous,  learned  and  bene- 
volent mother,  and  tutored  in  the  watchful  care  of  parental 
love  and  devotion  his  fine  impulses  and  aspirations  were  neces- 
sarily turned  toward  imparting  to  others  the  feelings,  sensibil- 
ities and  purposes  implanted  in  him  by  transmission  and  cul- 
tivation.   This  is  his  own  story: 

"Inheriting  power  and  luxury,  with  lands  and  castles,  hors- 
es, cattl  and  servants,  educated  in  the  Brahmin  faith  and  tne 
sciences  and  wisdom  of  the  logicians  of  India,  early  in  life  it 
fell  to  my  lot  to  administer  to  the  wildest  and  most  unruly 
race  of  barbarians  then  inhabiting  the  Himalayan  states  of 
eastern  India.     It  was  a  country  most  abundant  in  resources, 
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hence  most  of  it  had  lain  for  ages  of  time  under  heaviest  trib- 
ute for  public   revenues,  and   most  of  all     India     rebellions, 
against     the     extortions     of     crown     taxation.    On  assuming 
charge  of  affairs,  with  the  strongest  military  forces  east  of  the 
Indus  at  my  command,  I  was  appealed  to  by  many  chiefs  of 
tribes   for   clemency   and   moderation   and   the   restitution   of 
personal  rights  for  many  centuries  ignored  by  the  ruling  dy- 
nasties.   I  listened  to  my  subjects  with  a  soft  heart,  and  real- 
ized the  righteousness  of  their  cause.    Everywhere  I  traversed 
my  province  to  counsel  peace  I  met  hostile  bands  of  mad  and 
savage  rebels  under  momentary  armistice  praying  for  justice, 
and  naked  and  starving  slaves  thronged  every  roadway  suppli- 
cating for  alms  and  mercy.     Misery,  squallor  and  starvation 
met  my  eyes  everywhere  in  a  land  by  nature  the  richest  in  the 
world.     The  awful  spectacles  of  woe  and  horrors  of  crime  in- 
cessantly confronting  my  progress  overcame  my  youthful  senti- 
ments    and     convulsed  a  king  with  tears,   and   in   emotions 
aroused  by  mercy  I  resolved  to  correct  every  wrong  endured  by 
my  subjects  at  whatever  cost.    First  to  confront  my  resolution 
was  robber  taxation,' collected  by  marauding  militia  for  the  no- 
bility, who  assumed  to  own  all  the  fertile  lands  in  India.    At 
such  a  juncture  all  plans  of  reform  must  halt  or  meet  with  con- 
flict.    Aware  that  any  attempt  to  suppress  the  nobility  of  a 
single  province  in  a  great  kingdom  would  result  in  political 
suicide   and   disaster,   or   a   war   of   extermination,   I   decided 
to  take  counsel   of  the  old  and  wise  men  famous  for  their 
knowledge  on  plans  for  curing  prevalent  epidemic  diseases  and 
ameliorating  the  condition  of  the  poor  and  distressed.     Tem- 
porarily resting  authority  over  states  absolutely  in  the  hands 
of  migratory  hostile  bands  of  savages,  for  several  years  my 
attention  was  incessantly  devoted  to  the  science  of  peaceful 
government,  if  such   were  possible   among  men.     Every   city 
was  overwhelmed  with  the  pomp  of  fashion,  the  pageantry  of 
the  nobility  and  the  ostentation  of  superstition  , where  a  hint 
of  reform  was  sacrilige.     Every  valley  and  fertile  plain  was 
in    control    of    the    nobility     under    the     whip    of     tyrants 
Only  in   the   arid    mountains,   beyond   pursuit,   or   in   the   sol- 
itary cloisters  of  students,  was  it  safe  to  philosophize  on  prin- 
ciples  of  equity   and    peace   among   men.     In    all   India   both 
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law  and  religion  were  debased  to  the  mutual  service  of  priests 
and  nobles  to  enslave  most  of  the  inhabitants  that  a  few  only 
could  revel  in  luxury  without  toil. 

"Mine  were  a  people  made  barbarians  by  a  system  of 
land  usury;  all  the  good  lands  were  ruthlessly  seised  by  the 
nobility  and  the  rich  in  years  long  forgotten;  my  subjjects 
were  unhoused  slaves  or  maurauding  robbers,  with  possessions 
only  gained  by  theft,  robbery  or  murder.  They  were  athletic 
and  warlike  in  youth  and  in  the  prime  of  life,  but  miserable, 
vicious  and  despairing  mendicants  in  old  age,  abandoned  to 
starve,  fester  and  rot  among  the  young  and  vlgorus  of  their 
kinsmen.  Driving,  riding  or  walking  about  my  provinces,  pov- 
erty, squallor,  misery  and  crime  met  my  eyes  everywhere,  while 
on  every  hand  the  earth  was  yielding  in  prodigal  abundance 
fruits  and  grain  sufficient  for  the  food  of  every  creature. 
Heartsick  from  the  sight  of  so  much  misery,  starvation,  dis- 
ease and  death,  with  none  to  help,  my  feelings  recoiled  within 
me  in  horror  and  dismay,  as  my  hands  were  tied  from  render- 
ing assistance,  for  the  life  of  my  father's  kingdom  was  at 
such  a  cost. 

"Hazarding  my  title  to  the  crown  of  India  and  my  ulti- 
mate opportunity  to  wield  the  scepter  of  a  great  kingdom,  then 
the  greatest  kingdom  of  earth,  I  resolved  to  study  out  the 
causes  and  remedies  of  the  miseries  of  my  pepole.  The  wise 
men  of  my  time,  who  had  sought  to  overthrow  the  empire 
and  establish  equity  of  rights,  privileges  and  benefits,  had 
fled  to  the  mountains  for  safety  against  pursuit  Any  propo- 
sition to  ameliorate  the  condiiton  of  the  poor,  or  to  relieve  dis- 
tress or  hospitate  the  sick  and  infirm,  was  promptly  rebuked 
by  the  guardinans  of  the  realm,  and  any  complaint  of  the 
abuse  of  power  was  quickly  hushed  as  tending  to  sedition.  In 
my  viceroyalty  there  were  but  two  paths  to  follow  with 
safetly,  the  one  leading  to  universal  oppression  of  the  poor,  the 
other  to  teach  mercy  and  equity  in  the  guise  of  a  monk.  The 
sad  reflection  that  the  most  learned  and  virtuous  men  of 
India  were  driven  to  self-banishment,  or  to  involuntary  exhile, 
unctiously  seized  my  heart  to  seek  their  counsel  and  learn 
to  teach  the  true  way  of  life  to  a  despairing  world." 

''Well,  John,  that  don't  Bound  as  if  it  came  from  the 
brain  of  the  greatest  philosopher  of  ancient  times;  its  language 
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Is  simple,  and  citing  his  alleged  mysterious  birth,  egotistical 
in  the  extreme,"  said  George  after  impatiently  listening  to  the 
reading. 

"Yes  it  does  sound  simple/'  I  replied;  "but  he  waived  the 
legend  of  his  birth  as  an  absurdity  similar  to  the  absurdities 
relating  to  the  alleged  miraculous  conception  of  Jesus,  Osiris 
and  other  founders  of  ancient  religions.  However  simple,  if 
true  that  he  is  the  real  Sakamuni,  the  great  Buddhist  philoso- 
pher, his  simple  words  are  the  heaviest  blows  ever  dealt  to  the 
ridiculous  absudditles  of  the  Christian  religion." 

"The  most  absurd  thing  of  all  is,  that  the  greatest  of  all 
oriental  characters  should  select  a  back-woods  chump  of  little 
or  no  merit  through  whom  to  reach  the  world's  intelligence." 

"But  haven't  you  heard  it  said/'  I  continued,  "that  the  sim- 
ple shall  confound  the  wise?"  As  I  stopped  copying  his  piece 
Paine  remarked,  that  the  celebrated  Voltaire  had  prepared  a 
brief  monograph  of  an  ethical  character  touching  the  religion 
and  philosophy  Gauthama  promulgated  in  his  lifetime.  He 
said  that  modern  Buddhism  had  been  corrupted  from  his  own 
teachings  to  even  a  greater  extent  than  the  Christian 
churches  have  corrupted  the  pure  and  simple  philosophy  of 
Jesus,  the  carpenter's  son." 

"Worse  and  worse,/'  said  George;  "it  is  the  height  of  folly 
to  suppose  that  the  Buddhist  revelator  would  sanction  Voltaire, 
the  most  blattant  atheist  that  ever  lived,  as  a  messenger  of  his 
sublime  philosophy." 

"Why,  George,  what  are  you  talking  about?"  said  I;  "Voltaire 
was  never  an  atheist;  on  the  contrary,  he  was  the  prince  of 
Deists,  and  went  to  work  with  the  powers  of  logic  to  prove 
the  reality  of  One  God,  and  no  more.  In  that  respect  he  and 
Jesus  were  in  perfect  accord,  who  said  there  is  none  good  but 
One,  God." 

George  replied  that  he  would  prove  my  error  regarding 
Voltaire  when  he  returned  the  next  day,  and  started  for  town, 
leaving  me  alone,  for  a  cheerless  night  midst  songs  of  whip- 
poorwills  and  hooting  owls  and  the  raccoon's  dismal  cry,  and 
within  the  lonely  cabin  my  nerves  trembled  as  the  sun  went 
down  behind  the  dark  and  moving  foliage  of  beach  and  maple 
trees  in  fear  of  ghostly  visitations,  both  hoping  and  fearing  that 
Voltaire's  spectral  form  and  glaring  eyes  would  give  me  the 
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long  sought  conviction  that  the  soul  of  man  does  really  live 
beyond  the  damp  and  hateful  grave. 

Darkness  came  early  there  in  the  great  forest  on  that 
evening,  as  the  sky  was  overcast  with  floating  clouds,  and 
the  new  moon,  seen  through  the  trees  betokened  trouble;  as 
I  closed  the  door,  slowly  and  cautiously;  the  wooden  hinges 
creeked  plaintively;  along  the  lane  fence  some  pine  sapplings 
waved  spectrally  in  the  evening  breeze,  making  a  low  intrusion 
noise;  and,  as  I  pulled  in  the  latch-string  to  prevent  intrusion, 
a  stick  of  glowing  embers  fell  from  the  fireplace  onto  the 
hearth.  To  say  that  I  was  scared  would  be  drawing  it  mildly 
on  my  situation.  Surely,  I  thought,  I  was  never  born  to  fear, 
yet  I  knew  bears  and  wolves  had  been  seen  in  that  region, 
and  many  stories  had  been  related  of  the  growl  of  panthers 
heard  frequently  from  the  same  cabin;  but,  as  I  was  told,  that 
was  when  the  occupant  kept  pigs.  I  shook  off  all  fear  as  best 
I  could.  For  light  we  used  tallow  candles — dips,  as  they  were 
termed — some  I  helped  mother  dip  the  wintr  previous.  I  was 
trying  to  light  one  with  a  pine  shaving,  when  a  sharp  shriek 
came  from  the  direction  of  the  gate.  I  listened  nervously,  and 
someone  called  my  name.  Feeling  assured  of  my  safety,  I 
opened  the  door  a  few  inches  and  called  out. 

"Who's  there?" 

"Lime,"  was  the  response. 

All  right,  I  thought  it  was  Lyman  McCrath,  a  good  friend, 
who  had  come  late  to  bring  me  a  plow  I  had  loaned  him. 

I  was  glad,  because  he  would  stay  and  keep  me  com- 
pany. But  no;  he  must  return  home,  and  I  was  left  with  my 
vigils,  my  groundless  fears. 

Presently  I  lit  a  candle,  poked  up  the  fire  a  little,  as  the 
night  was  quite  cool,  walked  to  and  fro  about  the  room  a 
few  times,  when  suddenly  from  several  directions  sharp 
screams  made  my  blood  tingle  from  head  to  foot,  and  if  my 
hair  stool  up  it  would  be  no  wonder.  I  listened,  and  pres- 
ently these  words  rang  in  my  ears: 

"Who,  who;  who,  who;  who;  w — h —    a — h!" 

Ah,  ha!  said  I  to  myself,  nothing  but  owls;  but  I  listened 
attentively  lest  it  be  something  else,  and  In  a  moment  a  most 
unearthly  screaming  yelp  came  from  back  of  the  cabin,  where 
we  had  a  coop  of  chickens.    This  was  a  wolf,  and  no  mistake. 
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I  knew  everything  was  secure,  and  finally  mustered  courage, 
sprinkled  out  the  fire,  and  went  to  bed. 

It  seemed  a  long  time  in  getting  to  sleep  on  that  witchful 
night,  but  no  sooner  had  somulence  relieved  me  of  outward 
fright  than  a  mantled  figure,  dimly  outlined,  slowly  but 
quietly  strode  across  my  vision,  when  a  delicately  white  hand 
laid  some  sheets  of  paper  before  me  on  a  table.  I  looked, 
and  there  was  writing.  I  read  the  first  sheet,  and  it  disap- 
peared; then  I  read  on  till  several  were  read  and  gone, 
thought  I  could  remember  all  I  read;  but  on  waking  the  next 
morning  the  vision  was  clear,  except  I  could  not  remember  a 
single  word.  I  hastily  made  coffee,  and  breakfasted  with 
good  relish  on  eggs,  fried  ham  and  pancakes. 

Dismissing  from  my  mind  all  the  follies  of  the  childish 
fright  on  the  previous  evening,  at  early  sunrise  I  was  out  in  the 
potato  patch  hoeing  with  the  energy  and  perseverance  becom- 
ing to  a  person  of  ordinary  good  sense  and  industry.  This  task 
progressed  unabated  till  about  nine  o'clock,  scarcely  lifting 
my  eyes  from  the  toil,  when  suddenly  the  pages  of  my  dream 
began  to  appear,  and  I  was  impelled  to  go  to  the  house  and 
copy  them. 

Obeying  the  impulse  I  sat  down  to  the  table,  thjnking  to 
write,  but  fell  asleep,  and  on  awaking  found  it  was  past  two 
oclock  in  the  afternoon.  I  was  very  hungry,  and  rather  than 
cook  I  made  my  dinner  on  cold  pancakes,  eggs  and  ham  left 
over  from  breakfast.  I  then  again  sat  down  with  an  impulse 
to  write,  with  the  door  closed  and  bolted  within.  It  was  dark 
before  I  was  aware  of  it,  and  only  seven  pages  were  written. 
These  I  carefully  reviewed  by  candle  light  and  continued  writ- 
ing and  snuffing  the  candle  till  two  candles  were  used  up, 
when  to  my  astonishment  the  morning  sun  cast  its  rays 
through  open  chinks  of  the  east  wall. 

That  day  I  was  still  alone,  feeling  sick,  and  with  no  appe- 
tite to  eat.  I  made  tea  and  drank  it,  but  could  not  eat.  At 
near  sundown  George  returned  with  a  team  and  resupply  of 
provisions.  I  felt  quite  sick,  and  was  abed  when  he  arrived. 
He  looked  at  my  tongue,  and  said  I  was  bilious:  I  felt  so 
ashamed  at  my  foolishness  of  writing  in  that  way  that  I  said 
nothing  about  it.  We  had  no  medicine,  and  he  went  and  cut  a 
young  ironwood  tree  near  by,  even  in  the  dusk  at  set  of  the 
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sun,  and  bored  the  center  out  with  an  inch  augur.  The  borings 
made  a  tea  as  bitter  as  gall,  and  he  made  me  drink  a  pint  that 
evening,  a  half  pint  at  midnight,  and  another  full  pint  early 
the  next  morning. 

If  George  had  konwn  what  I  had  done  in  his  absence  I 
think  his  anger  would  half  prompted  him  to  let  me  die  rather 
than  let  me  live  to  indulge  in  what  he  called  insane  drivel. 
I  had  hid  the  writing  away  to  prevent  another  scene  in  our 
domestic  quietude;  the  next  day,  Sunday,  and  1  went  fishing, 
and  when  he  was  looking  for  my  shaving  soap  he  ran  across 
the  manuscript.  Returning  home  about  two  o'clock  with  three 
fine  rock  bass  and  a  small  pickerel,  George  met  me  at  the 
gate  smiling  more  pleasantly  than  I  ever  saw  him  before. 

"Well,  John,"  said  he,  "we're  going  to  have  a  fine  dinner. 
Go  and  wash  and  rest  yourself  while  I  dress  and  cook  the 
Ash." 

Half  sick  and  tired,  I  said  nothing  but  hurriedly  scaled  and 
gutted  the  fish.    Then  I  laid  down  till  dinner  was  ready. 

"John,"  said  George,  with  a  knowing  smile,  "I've  got 
something  good  to  say:  I  happened  on  something  new  of 
your  writing,  and  have  no  harsh  words  to  offer.  I  see  it  is. 
credited  to  the  spirit  of  Voltaire.  It  is  deeper  philosophy 
than  I  ever  read  before,  but  it  is  true  to  nature,  true  to  sci- 
ence, every  word  of  it;  it  is  superior,  if  possible,  to  the  teach- 
ings of  Christ;  it  is  far  superior  to  the  Christianity  of  the 
schools  as  it  dignifies  mankind  above  the  position  of  master 
and  servant,  tyrant  and  serf,  king  and  vassal.  It  reveals  from 
the  Universe  primary  principles  as  eternally  abiding  therein, 
and  portrays  modes  of  eternal  motion  through  which  all  phe- 
nomena appear.  It  is  fresher  and  newer  to  me  than  the  Cos- 
mos of  Humboldt,  strikes  the  rocks  of  truth  bolder  than 
Swedenburg,  and  flashes  into  philosophy  brighter  than  Plato 
or  Arlstottle." 

"Well,  George,  if  you  approve  I  am  content — let  others  go 
to  grass/  I  gasped,  with  a  mouth  full  of  fish.  "Really,  I  was 
afraid  to  show  it,  fearing  you  would  ridicule  it." 

"From  a  literary  point  of  view,  I  don't  think  it  possible  for 
you  to  have  written  it,  as  the  data  is  very  rare  for  such  in- 
formation, supposing  your  statements  correct.    It  is  worhy  of  a 
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master  In  philosophy,  and  I  am  persuaded  that  there  is   in- 
spiration at  the  head  of  it." 

"So  far  as  I  have  read  of  Buddhism  the  data  is  correct," 
I  responded,  "but  I  shall  be  reluctant  of  publishing  it  until  it 
is  critically  exxamined." 

George  and  I  separated  after  a  few  weeks,  not  to  see 
each  other  again  for  several  years,  when  we  met  as  soldiers 
of  the  Union  army  at  Memphis,  Tennessee,  in  January,  1862. 

There  was  one  other  paper  written  near  Aurora,,  Illinois, 
In  the  year  following  our  life  in  the  log  cabin,  purporting  to 
be  transmitted  to  me  by  the  spirit  of  Thomas  Paine,  giving 
his  views  on  an  approaching  scientific  religious  philosophy.  It 
will  appear  in  the  next  chapter. 

Following  is  the  article  on  Buddhism  attributed  to  the 
spiritual  rehearsal  of  the  teachings  of  Sakyamuni  by  Vattaire: 

'It  is  a  delightful  task  for  me  to  relate  some  of  the  inci- 
dents in  the  life  of  Prince  Siddhartha  and  briefly  review  the 
sublime  philosophy  taught  by  him  for  fifty  years  to  the  in- 
habitants of  India.  I  will  not,  however,  enter  into  details  of 
the  extravagancies  of  Buddhistic  literature  relating  to  this  the 
most  notable  personage  of  all  India,  as  such  literature  con- 
tains extensive  admixtures  of  Brahminism  as  also  the  corrupt- 
ing writings  of  Buddhist  priests,  very  much  in  parallel  with 
the  clerical  corruptions  of  the  doctrines  actually  promul- 
gated by  the  philosophic  Jesus  of  Nazareth. 

"This  great  moral  teacher  and  exemplar  was  the  beloved 
of  all  whoever  chanced  to  hear  his  words  of  consolation  and 
hope,  and  though  he  spoke  in  the  simplest  language  of  his 
nationality,  so  that  the  unlearned  fully  comprehended  his 
meaning,  his  versatility  of  knowledge  was  unsurpassed  by 
any  of  the  scholars  of  his  day  and  generation.  His  family 
name  was  Sakya,  to  which  Muni  was  made  a  suffix  on  account 
of  his  habitual  silence  in  infancy,  and  in  his  own  principality 
he  bore  the  name  and  title  of  Prince  Gautama.  But  every- 
where in  Thibet,  Nepaul,  Oudh  and  Behar  he  was  spoken  of 
as  the  Buddha,  the  Enlightened  One,  the  Blessed,  the  Vener- 
able of  the  World — He  to  whom  the  Truth  is  Known. 

'1  will  not  enter  into  details  of  Gautama's  seeking  the  wise 
men  of  the  mountains  in  their  hermltary  solitude  for  advice 
on  the  science  of  government  and  to  learn  methods  of  possi- 
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ble  reform.  The  narrative  of  his  taking  temporary  leave  of 
his  vicegerency,  and  tarrying  for  several  years  among  the 
adepts  and  political  ezhiles  in  the  mountains,  is  as  well  authen- 
ticated as  any  other  incident  of  his  life.  All  India  presented 
an  endless  panorama  of  poverty,  distress,  misery  and  death, 
whithersoever  his  face  would  turn.  Legal  extortion  was  little 
less  than  Involuntary  though  mutual  murder.  There  was  every 
species  of  torture  for  little  offenses  among  the  poor,  while 
among  the  rich  great  crimes  were  rarely  brought  to  punish- 
ment. In  municipalities  and  in  rural  conflnities  the  same  in- 
hospitable savagery  promenaded  in  the  guise  of  refined  civili- 
sation. From  every  possible  source  Gautama  had  learned  all 
that  the  wise  Brahamlns  could  teach  him  concerning  the  causes 
and  cure  of  misery.  He  recognized  that  all  material  benefits 
came  from  the  land,  therefore,  to  equalize  benefits  every  one 
should  have  equal  privileges  in  the  productive  soil — this  is  one 
point  settled;  he  should  attain  supreme  power,  and  then 
equally  divide  the  soil.  To  attain  such  power  would  be  im- 
possible without  waiting  his  father's  death,  and  his  own  life 
would  be  imperiled  to  even  suggest  the  change  while  in  the 
position  of  a  prince.  He  interrogated  all  Nature  for  answers 
to  his  burning  questions  on  curing  the  pains  of  mankind. 
What  will  cure  will  replace — what  will  replace  evil  but  good? 
Greed  must  be  replaced  by  benevolence,  peace  cures  war,  hon- 
esty cures  lying  and  theft,  pleasure  cures  pain,  good  will  cures 
murder,  joy  cures  sorrow,  health  replaces  disease.  But  the 
task  is  stupendous,  overwhelming,  and  the  root  of  all  the 
evils  germinates  and  grows  from  land  usury.  'Then  all  this 
murderous  strife  of  India,  all  our  miseries,  take  vigorous  root 
from  usury  upon  the  soil,  the  generator  of  all  our  bodily  bless- 
ings.' In  his  deep  meditations  and  feverish  solicitude  the  pity- 
ing prince  saw — 

The  fairest  scenery  of  this  world 
Is  but  the  veil  of  bestial  strife, 
All  life  in  mutual  murder  whirled. 

Life  into  death,  death  into  life; 
Rapacious,  grim  conspiracy  to  kill, 

Lurks  in  every  nook  of  earth; 
Unhindered,  man  slays  beast  at  will, 
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His  yawning  appetite  to  fill, 

And  man,  in  turn,  from  birth, 
Is  slain  for  carnal  festival. 

Pish  and  fowl,  worm,  man  and  beast 

With  one  accord  and  full  intent 
Rush  wildly  to  their  savage  feast 

On  carnal  feasting  fiercely  bent — 
From  worm  to  man  from  man  to  worm, 
In  mutual  murder  taking  turn. 

Thou  shalt  not  kill9  is  vainly  said 

Until  the  thirst  for  blood  is  dead. 
What'er  the  spirit  entering  birth 
The  same  will  come  to  rule  the  earth. 
As  cause  into  effect  shall  burn 

In  all  the  wheels  of  life  that  turn. 

"After  enduring  the  hollow  mockery  of  court  life  some 
ten  or  more  years,  and  realising  there  was  no  hope  of  reliev- 
ing the  widespread  poverty  disease  and  misery  of  his  people 
within  the  powers  of  the  empire  at  the  age  of  about  thirty 
years  Gautama  quietly  abandons  his  home  leaving  a  wife  and 
one  child  at  his  regal  palace  and  decides  to  devote  some  time 
exclusively  to  the  study  of  religion,  statecraft  and  philosophy, 
with  a  fixed  detrmination  to  consecrate  his  life  to  the  enlight- 
enment and  elevation  of  the  mass  of  his  people  and  to  ultimate- 
ly effect  a  deliverance  from  their  woes.  He  wandered  to  the 
caves  of  the  Vindhya  mountains,  where,  in  company  with  some 
Brahmin  hermits  of  natable  learning,  he  studied  incessantly  un- 
der self-denial  and  fasting  that  he  might  discover  the  pathway 
of  his  people  to  the  true  life  of  fellowship,  prosperity  and  hap- 
piness. The  end  of  his  seclusion  brought  to  him  the  firm  con- 
viction of  what  is  right  for  all  as  associated  beings,  and  he  re- 
turned to  his  family  and  friends  in  a  frame  of  mind  that  shaped 
his  career  as  the  leader  of  his  race  to  set  in  motion  a  plan  that 
would  establish,  as  he  termed  it,  "an  empire  of  universal  jus- 
tice!* 

"He  first  made  known  his  purposes  to  his  wife,  telling  her 
that  in  his  long  and  careful  study  and  meditation  he  had  solved 
the  problem  of  adversity  and  its  cure;  that  he  had  learned  the 
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cause  and  cure  of  poverty,  disease  and  crime;  that  the  great 
mystery  of  sorrow  was  revealed  to  his  mind;  that  he  had  found 
the  perfect  remedy  to  relieve  the  pains  of  the  world,  and  had 
brought  with  him  from  the  mountains  the  light  of  joy  and  peace. 
His  wife  was  greatly  felicitated  with  the  glad  tidings  of  his  new 
found  hopes  and  so  elated  with  the  wise  sayings  of  her  hus- 
band that  she  readily  espoused  his  cause.  After  consoling 
his  household  for  a  brief  time  he  proceeded  to  visit  the  king 
and  lay  his  plans  before  him;  but  his  aged  father  saw  instantly 
that  Gautama's  purposes  and  plans  were  so  sweeping  and  revo- 
lutionary that  he  scoffed  to  ridicule  every  suggestion  of  the  son, 
as  the  primary  purpose  was  to  issue  a  royal  decree  confisca- 
ting all  the  land  in  the  realm  and  dividing  it  in  equity  among 
the  people  who  kept  it  in  cultivation,  andalso  to  confiscate  the 
money  and  chatties  of  the  nobility  and  the  rich  in  all  callings, 
and,  leaving  them  a  reasonable  competence,  divide  their  wealth 
among  the  poor.  Gautama  did  not  expect  the  king's  acquies- 
cence, but  he  desired  to  commence  at  the  throne  with  his  pe- 
tition for  right  and  justice,  as  he  was  aware  that  all  the  wrongs 
of  his  people  centered  upon  the  tyrannical  usurpation  of  the  pro- 
ducts of  industry  by  the  crown,  thechurch  and  the  nobility. 

"It  was  not  long,  however,  before  age  and  decrepitude 
caused  the  king  to  yield  to  the  prince,  and  the  kingdom  was 
conquered,  and  the  benovelent  edict  went  forth  without  blood- 
shed, because  the  army  was  at  Gautama's  service  to  cheerfully 
obey  his  commands.  At  first  the  nobility  squirmed  vigorous- 
ly, but  seeing  every  soldier  in  the  kingdom  cheerfully  obeying 
the  inspired  prince,  they  quietly  yielded  to  their  fate,  and  were 
happily  at  ease  when  realizing  that  the  blessings  of  the  great 
reform  included  their  own  welfare. 

"Gautama  chose  the  city  of  Benares  as  the  place  to  com- 
mence his  evangelical  labors,  and  after  three  months  inces- 
sant proselytelng  he  only  secured  about  sixty  converts  among 
the  poor  and  ignorant  of  that  city.  These  he  sent  abroad  as 
missionaries  of  his  new  faith.  He  taught  with  symbols,  as  he 
thought  object  lessons  would  readily  convince  the  unlearned. 
One  of  his  simplest  symbols  was  the  wheel,  as  Illustrating  the 
circle  of  life,  and  from  it  he  developed  his  theory  of  universal 
principles*  beautifully  paralleling  the  modern  scientific  doc- 
trine of  evolution.    The  downtrodden  slaves  of  India  and  south- 
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•rn  Asia  readily  accepted  his  doctrines,  being  the  first  recip- 
ients of  the  benefits,  as  everywhere  he  preached  the  burden 
of  his  sentiments  expressed  loving  sympathy  for  the  poor,  and 
as  he  gave  promise  of  liberty,  equality  of  rights  and  hope  for 
happiness  after  death  to  all  who  would  forsake  evil  and  do  good. 
His  talk  was  as  simple  as  the  lisping  of  childhood,  and  none 
were  too  dull  to  fully  comprehend.  "Let  all  of  us  cease  dojlng 
whatever  hurts,  he  said,  and  all  evils  disappear.  If  it  hurts  to 
withhold  water  from  the  thirsty,  then  give  the  cup  of  blessing 
to  all  who  need.1  Simple  as  lisping  childhood,  yet  stronger  than 
a  citidel,  for  it  tamed  the  savagery  of  millions  who  baffled  the 
armies  of  the  King. 

Ambigious  renditions  of  the  doctrines  of  Gautama  by 
Brahmin  and  Buddhist  priests  only  obscure  his  beautiful  life 
and  pure  philosophy,  as  the  priests  of  Christianity  has  dis- 
torted and  corrupted  the  doctrines  of  Jesus,  whom  I  have 
learned  to  love  and  honor,  as  the  truest  teacher  of  human  rights 
since  the  days  of  Gautama. 

"Wrong  must  cease  that  right  may  prevail,  was  the  golden 
key  to  the  gates  of  paradise  with  both  these  greatest  saviours 
of  mankind. 

'If  love  shall  move  every  human  action,  then  no  wrong  is 
done  in  the  world;  for  love  will  not  oppress, 

Love  will  not  lie. 

Love  will  not  steal, 

Love  will  not  trespass, 

Love  will  not  lust, 

Love  wil  not  covet, 

Love  will  not  rob, 

Love  will  not  kill.' 

The  picture  of  Gautama's  life  by  Saint  Hillaire  is  true: 
•His  life  had  no  stain;  his  heroic  acts  equalled  his  convictions; 
his  example  was  irreproachable.  He  was  the  finished  model 
of  the  virtues  he  proclaimed— charity,  self-denial,  gentleness, 
all  reflected  in  his  dally  life/ 

"The  crushing  despotism  of  the  Hindu  empire,  and  the 
rank  absurdities  of  the  Brahim  religion  with  its  multitudes  of 
thriving  and  lecherous  monks  ,and  infamous  crimes  every- 
where escaping  punishment  among  the  rich,  had  caused  an 
inexorable  revolt  in  the  mind  of  Gautama  against  the  religions 
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and  political  institutions  of  his  country.  Its  institutions,  its 
schools,  its  arts  even,  were  the  outgrowth  of  unjust,  cramp- 
ing and  repressive  laws,  made  to  foster  an  idle,  insolent  and 
arrogant  caste,  who  dominated  oyer  the  masses  of  the  people 
with  unmerciful  rigor. 

The  doctrines  of  the  man  Gautama  .believed  in  and  lived 
by  over  one-third  of  the  human  race,  were  simply  the  ordinary 
methods  of  good  fellowship,  as  any  fair  mind  would  declare, 
put  into  practice  by  compulsory  means  at  a  time  when  volun- 
tary good  will  was  wanting  among  his  people.  He  appealed  to 
every  object  in  the  world  for  illustration  of  the  truth  of  his 
doctrines: 

Born  naked,  man  .needed  clothing; 

Without  claws,  he  needed  tools; 

Without  wings,  he  needed  horses; 

In  cold,  he  needed  heat; 

In  heat,  he  needed  shade; 

In  storm,  he  needed  shelter. 

Necessity  drove  man  to  association; 

Sustenance,  to  rules  of  equity; 

Health,  to  rules  of  virtue; 

Competence,  to  rules  of  justice. 

"What  is  necessary  for  the  good  of  man?  This  is  the 
primary  question  of  importance.  Ask  man  for  an  answer — food 
for  health,  clothing  for  comfort,  relief  from  pain,  strength  for 
endurance,  security  for  hope — the  good  state  is  a  guarranty 
for  every  good. 

What  is  the  cause  of  evil?  This  is  the  primary  thing  to 
overcome.  Ask  man  for  an  answer — the  things  that  hurt  are 
theft,  usury,  killing,  trespass,  lying,  perjury,  lust,  sickness, 
giddiness,  scandal — therefore  the  true  law  shall  command  that 
the  cause  of  evil  shall  be  destroyed,  that  all  live  happy,  and 
the  command  shall  be — 

Thou  shalt  not  steal. 

Neither  shalt  thou  take  usury  for  money  or  land; 

Avoid  gaudy  ornaments,  and 

Abstain  from  lacivlous  sports; 

Avoid  drunkenness,  and 

Eat  food  subjected  to  fire; 

Avoid  malice  and  the  false  oath,  and 
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Honor  the  good  names  of  all,  or  keep  a  silent  tongue; 

Love  all  and  avoid  lustful  desires; 

Thou  shalt  not  lie  for  malice  or  gain; 

Neither  shall  ye  covet  the  things  of  another. 

Kill  not  at  all,  man  nor  beast;  neither  shall  ye  wan- 
tonly hinder  any  life. 

Truly  there  are  four  paths  to  peace — 

First,  prefer  thy  neighbor's  need,  and 

Abstain  from  selfish  desire; 

Second,  walk  in  the  ways  of  love,  and 

Avoid  carnal  lusts  on  thy  way; 

Third,  give  freely  to  the  needy,  and 

Comfort  the  sick  and  feeble; 

Fourth,  grant  to  others  full  measure,  and 

Claim  no  unequal  privileges. 

Walk  gently  through  life,  and  the 

Joys  of  Nirvana  are  reacherd,  on  the 

Smooth  and  Beautiful  Way  of  Peace. 
'In  the  quiet  of  meditation  the  pure  mind  takes  form  un- 
tarnished by  the  violence  of  passion,  first  forms  of  mind,  like 
rarified  matter  in  the  stillness  of  celestial  ether,  above  the  bat- 
tlements of  raging  storms,  the  quinta  essentia  of  all  the  uni- 
verse steps  out  from  interstellar  space  in  srystalline  purity. 
So  the  pure  mind  of  Gautama,  free  from  the  shackles  and  en- 
tanglements of  passion's  lusts,  away  in  the  solitary  silence  of 
contemplation  in  the  environments  of  mountain  solitude, 
found  the  human  mind  spiritualized  into  perfect  individuali- 
ties. This  is  Nirvana,  a  conditon  of  happiness,  anl  the  terms  to 
such  condition  must  be  discovered  and  applied.  In  Nirvana 
love  is  full  and  free,  while  lust  is  absent;  friendship  is  there, 
but  no  malice;  welcome  is  there,  but  no  intrusion;  fullness  of 
life,  but  no  murder;  beauty  is  there,  but  no  ugliness — O,  the 
millenniums  of  rolling  worlds  and  infinite  whirling  cycles  of 
life  and  eternity  of  translmulations  of  myriad  forms  till  the  will 
of  life  is  softened  to  gentle  peace;  then  is  the  tiger  gentle  as 
the  hawk  mild  as  the  dove,  and  thirst  for  blood  and 
"power  hav^^iod  ,their  sustenance  lacking  conservation. 

"AwaHngftoni  his  dreamy  meditation,  with  soul  environed 
by  glowing  beatitWes  of  Nirvana's  peaceful  realms  of  love, 
sweet  Gautama  wain  among  the  miseries  of  a  stricken  world, 
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and  lovingly  pleads  that  evil  be  let  alone  till  pain  and  sorrow 
cease.  Five  senses  have  ye  all  in  touch  with  all  beneficence — 
let  them  cease  to  be  in  touch  with  all  maleficence.  O,  thou 
malicious  heart  of  man!  cease  thy  thieving,  robbing,  adulter- 
ous and  murderous  ways — 

Kill  no  living  thing!   good  sense  proclaims; 

Hide  slayer,  hide  thy  gleaming  blade; 

O,  robber!  lay  thy  plunder  back; 

O,  usurer,  return  thy  guilty  gains — 

Lest  peace  returns  from  every  glade 
And  pity  shall  retrace  her  track 

From  wild  and  arid  plains 

To  fill  all  moving  life  again 

With  laws  that  banish  pain. 
In  every  round  of  the  circle  of  life  the     judgment     hour 
shall  come — 

As  ye  have  judged  ye  shall  be  judged, 

The  slayers  knife  but  slays  himself, 

The  unjust  judge  but  speaks  his  doom, 

Falsehood  recoils  on  those  that  lie, 

Despoilers  rend  the  creeping  thief, 

All  come  to  reap  that  which  they  sow — 

The  wheel  of  life  returns  all  acts — 

The  prisoner  in  aftertime  shall  drink 

The  fatal  draft  as  it  returns — 

Love  follows  love,  strife  follows  strife. 
Pain  follows  pain  in  the  wheel  of  life. 

The  soul  of  life  for  pity  pleads 
From  every  eye  of  beast  or  bird 

That  man  may  cease  his  savage  deeds 
From  mercy  in  his  bosom  stirred — 

0o  pleading  eyes  of  life  for  life, 

life  trembles  at  the  gleaming  knife, 

Prays  man  for  mercy,  while  in  wild  excess 

Pray  gods  for  mercy,  and  yet  are  merciless. 

Thou  shalt  not  killvO,  murderous  man! 
Who  taketh  life  which  none  can  give, 

As  sweet  to  leopards  as  to  lamb. 
As  they  who  in  the  palace  live — 

Let  every  form  of  life  fulfill 
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The  aim  and  purpose  of  its  will, 

Tet  unto  man  no  peace  shall  come 

Till  lust  and  malice  are  undone. 
'While  the  world  of  mankind  were  racing  after  supersti- 
tion, chased  down  by  armies  of  priests  and  thieving  monks, 
crying  hope  in  the  gods,  Gautama  turned  on  the  negative  light 
that  hope  rested  in  man  only.  Everywhere  suffering  human- 
ity were  confronted  by  monks,  howling  hope  in  God — in  Indus, 
hope  in  Brahm,  in  Egypt,  hope  in  Ra;  in  Persia,  hope  in  Or- 
muds;  in  Judea,  hope  in  Jehovah.  But  Gautama,  like  Jesus 
in  his  simplicity,  saw  nothing  but  false  promise,  and  deception, 
and  slavery,  and  ruin,  in  Brahmin  pretensions,  and  no  hope  for 
humanity  except  In  man.  Of  what  avail  Is  one  god,  or  a  thous- 
and gods,  when  hunger  and  pain  prevail  and  there  is  no  charity 
in  man.  Ten  thousand  years  the  Indus  God  had  ruled  the 
Eastern  World,  and  daily  ten  thousand  priests  were  begging 
alms  for  Holy  Brahm,  midst  crime,  disease  and  suffering,  be- 
cause there  was  no  charity  in  man. 

"In  kindness  the  hungry  are  fed,  the  naked  clothed,  dis- 
ease healed,  pain  relieved,  sorrow  comforted — kindness  is 
charity.  Let  charity  replace  the  cruelty  of  the  worshippers 
of  Brahm.  To  the  hearts  of  men,  by  the  power  of  spear  and 
sword,  did  Gautama  appeal  for  the  cure  of  misery-  After  a 
thousand  years  of  Jehovah's  murders,  robberies,  thieving  and 
lechery,  the  defenseless  Nazarene  plead  for  charity  as  the 
only  hope  of  man. 

"Of  all  that  Gautama  preached  in  India  every  thought  and 
purpose  turned  to  charity  as  the  true  and  only  way  to  dimin- 
ish wrong,  relieve  distress  and  establish  righteousness.  Every 
wrong  must  be  replaced  by  its  opposite;  the  sexes  should  have 
legal  equality,  to  prevent  men  from  Imposing  upon  women,  so 
he  established  equal  rights  of  the  sexes  throughout  his  King- 
dom. Castes  were  the  cause  of  outcasts;  therefore  outcasts 
should  stand  on  an  equality  with  castes  in  his  wheel  of  reli- 
gious and  political  faith,  that  all  who  would  quit  evil  and  do  good 
should  attain  salvation  and  happiness  in  the  abodes  of  Nir- 
vana. If  Brahm  secures  not  this  to  the  weakest  and  most  sin- 
ful, then  Brahm  is  not  good,  and  is  not  God! — For  Evil  is  not 
of  God. 

Wrong  of  all  kinds  had  been  promoted  for  ages  under  the 
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religion  of  Brahm;  every  mean  thing,  every  hurtful  thing,  at- 
tained rank  growth  under  the  dominion  of  God.  Then  if  Brahm 
only  promoted  evil  ,and  that  contiually,  the  only  way  was  to 
leave  the  gods  and  their  evil  ways  and  promote  the  opposite 
— stifle  the  selfishness  of  the  gods  and  turn  all  gifts  toward 
men. 

Says  the  Buddha:  "If  I  find  hate,  and  anger,  and  vice  in 
my  way,  shall  I  ask  the  gods  for  peace? — rather,  shall  I  not 
make  overtures  of  kindness,  good  will  and  honor,  and  thereby 
overcome  hate  with  love?  If  the  heart  runs  to  violence,  de- 
ception and  trespass,  then  change  the  heart  to  calmness,  hon- 
esty and  self-denial,  and  the  evil  is  removed  from  the  path/' 

"Man  learns  causes  and  results  from  experience,  and  none 
are  blind  to  the  results  of  every  action.  Good  and  evil  lay  side 
by  side  in  every  house — when  one  is  aroused  the  other  sleeps! 
The  wheel  of  faith  turns  alike  for  good  and  evil,  and  choice 
is  made  as  the  wheel  turns  round.  Good  or  evil  are  solely 
matters  of  individual  choice.  Passion  and  Love  grow  ripe  on 
every  tree— choice  to  eat  is  made  for  bitter  or  sweet.  The 
fruits  of  passion  sting  like  the  cobra — the  fruits  of  love  bring 
joy  and  peace.  Then,  O,  man,,  awaken  the  good  while  evil 
sleeps — as  the  wheel  of  life  turns  round,  make  choice — 

Be  calm  and  anger  flees, 

Lies  tarry  not  with  truth, 

Purity  dispels  the  forms  of  lust, 

Vice  withers  in  virtue's  light,  and 

Charity  shames  all  greed. 
Says  the  Buddha:  'Cease  from  sin,  and  choose  purity, 
cleanse  the  impure  heart  and  cleave  to  virtue,  abhor  lying, 
theft,  violence,  unchastity  and  drunkenness;  speak  the  truth, 
be  generous  to  the  poor,  refrain  from  anger,  curse  not,  nor 
kill,  and  ye  shall  be  happy  with  the  blest.' 

"Death  is  a  transition  in  the  circle  of  life,  probationary  or 
retributive,  in  gloom  or  glory,  blissful  or  miserable,  as  one 
has  chosen  good  or  evil,  as  one  has  lived  in  lust  or  love.  The 
passionate  soul  is  transitional,  in  many  hideous  forms;  the  soul 
of  love  is  eternal  in  beautiful  forms  in  spiritual  reality  and 
abides  in  the  immortal  happy  state. 

"In  an  age  of  almost  universal  peace  and  progress,  with 
a  high  degree  of  prosperity,  liberty  and  happiness  crowning  the 
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establishment  of  free  Institutions,  it  is  difficult  for  even  the 
scholar  to  comprehend  the  magnitude  of  the  labor  of  Gautama 
during  a  half  century  of  preaching  and  proselyting  in  the  guise 
of  a  monk  and  ruling  a  great  nation  of  turbulent  and  incon- 
gruous people.  It  was  only  as  he  appealed  to  the  hearts  of 
his  subjects,  who  had  been  so  universally  depressed  into  slav- 
ery and  misery,  that  bis  preaching  tool;  deep  root  and  flour- 
ished, bearing  the  fruits  of  patriotism  in  abundance.  Not  only 
did  he  stir  up  the  personal  interests  of  the  millions  of  poor 
slaves  into  a  determination  to  preserve  and  perpetuate  their 
new  condition  of  life,  but  he  appealed  to  human  experience  and 
every  object  in  Nature  for  reasons  upon  which  his  new  faith 
was  founded,  and  upon  the  reasons  he  then  gave  to  India  there 
was  revealed  to  the  world  a  philosophy  that  has  come  down 
through  the  annals  of  nations  shedding  light  on  the  pathway 
of  human  beings  in  all  parts  of  the  world.  His  lessons  drawn 
from  opposites  comports  with  the  ideas  of  polarity  of  powers 
and  duality  of  vital  functions  in  life,  and  preceded  by  several 
centuries  the  doctrine  of  antithesis  elaborated  in  the  philoso- 
phy of  Plato.  Gautama's  simple  interpretation  of  natural  law 
was  what  comes  to  all  men  who  meditate  in  sincerity.  Will 
the  question  arise,  "Are  not  many  persons  sincere?"  I,  Vol- 
taire, answer,  'Not  many  of  earth  have  I  found  sincere,  being 
in  reality  what  they  appear  to  be;v  only  a  few,  and  notably 
Gautama,  Confucius,  Socrates,  Jesus,  and  some  hundreds  who 
have  toiled  in  science.  In  a  world  of  prevailing  self-interest 
Illusion  and  deception  are  of  greater  concern  than  sincerity, 
because  sincerity  is  necessarily  oblivious  to  self-interest.  It 
is  simply  a  fact,  in  the  scope  of  my  observation,  that  were  the 
sincerity  of  Gautama  and  Jesus  to  prevail  among  mankind  both 
Buddhism  and  Christianity,  as  established  religions,  would  of 
necessity  disappear,  as  neither  can  exist  without  the  sophistry, 
of  their  creeds.  Dispense  with  the  sophlstery  of  religious 
creeds  and  not  one  extant  can  stand  a  year;  because,  in  dis- 
pensing with  sophistry,  sincere  reason  necessarily  takes  its 
place,  which  in  itself  demolishes  credulity.  It  was  the  logic 
of  Pato  that  demolished  the  idolatry  of  Greece  and  Egypt,  of 
Bacon  that  dispells  the  superstition  of  Europe.. 

,4It  was  the  misnomers  of  the  world  with  which  reforms 
are  always  at  war — the  misnomer  of  Brahm  Gautama  destroyed; 
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the  misnomer  of  Jehovah  Jesus  laid  waste,  the  misnomer  of 
Christ  views  science  with  fear. 

"That  a  prince  of  renown  should  have  forsaken  the  crown 
of  a  great  Empire,  and  devoted  a  long  life  to  teaching  and  per- 
sonally exemplifying  the  principles  of  human  brotherhood, 
stands  unparalleled  in  the  annals  of  nations,  and  the  multi- 
tudes of  monuments  erected  to  his  memory  in  India,  China  and 
Europe,  attest  the  loving  appreciation  of  mankind  for  his 
singular  example  of  perfect  duty  of  one  man  to  another.  The 
great  king  continued  his  life  beyond  four  score  years  in  no  way 
living  above  the  condition  of  what  the  poorest  of  his  subjects 
should  enjoy,  that  the  world  might  learn  the  folly  of  arrogance 
by  dint  of  exemplary  temporal  position. 

"Though  schooled  in  every  art,  science  and  philosophy  of 
his  time,  his  words  and  discourse  were  the  most  common,  that 
none  should  misapprehend.  'Be  good  and  true,  my  brother, 
and  avoid  evil!'  was  his  usual  word  of  advice.  Is  it  not  by 
the  courtesy  of  others  that  man  possesses  a  house! — they  then 
who  desire  courtesy  must  give  measure  for  measure  In  equiv- 
alence, or  be  unworthy  of  the  trust  If  by  the  courtesy  of 
others  we  live,  then  security  rests  and  is  measured  on  the 
amount  of  courtesy  rendered.' 

'Political  misnomers  prevail  in  every  land — in  what  re- 
publics are  equity  of  rights  and  privileges  assured?  Is  it  a 
Christian  nation  wherein  the  rich  are  exalted  and  the  poor  op- 
pressed? Verily,  I,  Voltaire,  in  behalf  of  Gautama  and  in  be- 
half of  the  Beautiful  Teacher  of  Nazareth,  say  it  now  and  here, 
that  no  nation  is  either  Buddhist  or  Christian  wherein  the  laws 
favor  the  rich  and  work  oppression  to  the  poor! — 'Tea,  the  word 
liberty  Is  a  misnomer  where  cowers  a  single  slave! 

'To  be  good  and  do  good  in  thought  and  act  was  the  spirit 
of  Gautama's  inspiration! — what  other  spirit  lit  up  the  vision 
of  Jesus?  ¥Cleanse  thy  heart  of  all  Impurities,"  says  the 
Buddha,  for  the  pure  in  heart  shall  enter  the  abode  of  the 
blest.  Te  all  do  know  how  the  body  of  the  plant  dies  and  its 
life  is  resurrected  as  its  cycle  comes  round — how  the  visible 
perishes  and  the  unseen  comes  again — the  law  is  eternal;  con- 
tinuity runs  in  the  circle  of  life.  This  is  my  wheel  of  faith: 
As  a  thing  dies  so  it  returneth, — each  soul  comes  to  what  ft 
was,  the  vile  to  the  vile,  the  pure  to  the  pure;   and  in  turn 
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from  death  the  evil  spirit  will  take  a  hideous  form.  Every  spirit 
is  a  desire — in  death  the  soul  goes  to  its  desire;  returns  to  life 
as  from  a  dream,  then  follows  desire  into  death  again— the 
body  belles  not  the  quality  of  spirit.  As  seed  and  plant,  egg 
and  bird  contain  and  follow  each  other  in  endless  series,  so 
with  animals,  men  and  worlds.  Innumerable  worlds  appear  and 
disappear,  peopled  with  life;  in  every  world  the  cycles  run  in 
perpetual  evolution  and  involution,  growth  and  decay,  compo- 
sition and  decomposition.  All  forms  are  compounds;  all  com- 
pounds are  perishable,  simples  alone  are  imperishable,  eternal. 
The  molecule  is  imperishable,  infinite.  Combination  and  sepa- 
ration are  growth  and  decay;  this  we  all  do  know.  Progresion 
and  retrogression  compass  the  circle  of  birth  and  death — 
pleasure  In  forming  and  pain  in  separation  of  molecules — in 
the  circle  abides  the  choosing  spirit  and  objects  for  choice — 
the  beautiful  for  happiness,  the  hideous  for  misery.  Eternity 
prefaces  all  life,  with  no  beginning  or  ending  in  plant,  animal 
and  man;  all  things  come  and  go  in  rotation,  rising  and  falling 
as  the  wheel  of  life  turns — growing  and  perishing;  this  we  all 
see  is  true.  Causes  and  effects,  from  point  to  point,  run  in- 
ceasless  circles.  Eternity  is  like  the  divisibility  or  multiplic- 
ity of  units — like  counting  the  eyes  that  have  seen  in  all  worlds, 
or  the  eyes  that  may  see  forever;  like  the  rays  of  light  that 
have  been  forever,  or  that  may  light  the  many  worlds  without 
end.  These  things  are  plain  to  all,  from  perception  and  ex- 
perience, the  two  primary  sources  of  knowledge.  Would  man 
know  the  universe?  Then  study  its  symbols;  for  each  thing  Is 
a  sign,  a  symbol,  an  expression  of  itself — all  things  in  all  ac- 
tions are  expressions  of  all  that  is,  and  they  perpetually  re- 
hearse the  character,  pilgrimage  and  the  destiny  of  All  Being. 

"There  is  no  mystery  in  the  world,  for  law  is  eternal — kind 
in  kind  is  always  the  same,  bird,  bee,  grass,  tree — to  know  a 
sample  is  to  know  all.  A  knowledge  of  one  date  or  of  lotus 
flower  is  a  knowledge  of  thousands;  kind  in  kind  runs  through 
the  circle  of  life.  All  things  are  self-invested—germs  predicate 
the  vestures  and  vestures  postulate  the  germs— trees  are  known 
by  their  barks,  birds  by  their  feathers,  fish  by  their  scales, 
and  the  soul  of  man  is  clothed  in  words,  but  the  spirit  of  man 
is  known  by  Its  acts  and  the  quality  of  plants  by  their  fruits." 

'The  soul  of  Gautama  is  the  brightest  and  morning  star 
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of  the  human  race,  the  star  in  the  east  that  shone  on  Christ, 
a  light  that  shone  in  darkness,  and  still  lights  every  man  that 
cometh  into  the  world.  Till  Beautiful  Charity  prevails  among 
•men;  till  equity  of  benefits  compass  the  world;  till  poverty  and 
pain  shall  cease  and  happiness  replace  misery,  till  the  dawn  of 
universal  peace  shall  the  lamp  of  Gautama  guide  the  feet  of 
the  poor  and  distressed." — Voltaire  In  Spirit  Life. 
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CHAPTER  19. 
THE    PRINCIPLES   OF    PRAISE. 

Adoration  is  a  name  given  to  the  feeling  or  thought  ex- 
pressed toward  an  object  to  which  an  individual  is  attracted 
by  the  recognition  of  qualities  that  manifest  intrinsic  merit,  as 
a  beautiful  flower,  a  plant  of  sweet  odor,  a  tree  of  rich  foliage, 
a  bird  of  brilliant  plumage,  stones  of  luminous  colors,  shining 
metals,  men  and  women  of  graceful  forms,  intelligent  features, 
expressions  of  wisdom,  great  knowledge  or  broad  charity,  or 
animals  that  display  remarkable  conformation,  grace,  activity 
or  utility. 

At  one  time  the  life  that  prompts  the  floral  world  into  ex- 
istence is  idealized  into  the  goddess  of  flowers;  Venus  symbol- 
izes the  spirit  that  gives  woman  her  grace,  form  and  passional 
charms;  visible  effects  of  power  in  the  inorganic  elements  in- 
spire awe  in  the  beholder,  and  the  spirit  of  this  power,  personi- 
fied in  Jupiter,  is  praised  for  all  the  benefits  that  proceed  from 
the  existence  of  electricity.  At  other  times  superior  intelli- 
gence appears  in  Sakyamuni,  the  Buddhist's  revelator,  in  Zo- 
roaster, in  Coufucius,  in  Moses,  in  Mohamet,  and  the  praise 
centered  upon  these  individuals  ripens  into  a  general  acknowl- 
edgment of  merit  amounting  to  adoration. 

The  development  of  rare  wisdom,  directed  upon  the  im- 
provement and  amelioration  of  man's  social  condition,  as  In  So- 
lon, Socrates,  Solomon,  Jesus  and  Luthur,  excites  from  the  less 
wise  both  thoughts  and  feelings  of  gratitude,  and  universal 
gratitude  is  universal  adoration  of  the  benefactor.  Praise  is 
an  intelligent  recognition  of  merit  and  rendering  of  apprecia- 
tion, while  prayer  is  the  appeal  of  the  individual  in  distress 
for  assistance;  praise,  the  cheerful  flow  and  appreciation  of 
love;  prayer,  the  fawning  invocation  of  misery  for  mercy  and 
help. 

One  of  the  chief  elements  of  Christian  theology  is  the  praise 
of  Jesus  for  his  example  of  human     fellowship,     his     perfect 
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knowledge  of  the  Hebrew  laws,  and  his  wisdom  concerning  the 
moral  duties  of  man.  The  general  praise  of  Jesus  became  in 
fact  the  worship  of  an  exalted  man — the  worship  of  a  model 
Humanity.  It  is  the  offering  of  adoration  to  an  ideal  model 
for  Initiation.  Similar  homage  was  extended  to  the  sainted  as- 
sociates and  followers  of  Jesus,  to  John,  Paul,  Peter,  and  to 
even  the  mother  of  Jesus;  to  many  of  the  popes  of  Rome,  to 
Luthur,  Calvin,  Wesley,  Campbell,  Swedenburg,  and  to  the 
canonized  christian  poets.  Dante,  Bunyan,  Milton,  Toung  and 
Moore  share  the  bounty  of  christian  adoration. 

Worship  is  the  spontaneous  show  of  appreciation  toward 
a  person,  power  or  thing,  proceeding  in  a  subjective  sense, 
though  the  person  or  thing  may  be  unconscious  of  deserving 
the  tribute.  In  the  praise  of  persons  living,  in  most  worthy 
cases  the  homage  is  rejected,  as  in  the  cases  of  Jesus  and 
Mohamet,  who  unqualifiedly  pointed  to  God,  the  author  of  all 
things,  as  the  only  object  worthy  of  worship.  The  praise  of 
the  Musselman  is,  "In  ecstacy  alone  I  see  thee  face  to  face;" 
of  the  Christian,  *Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  be 
thy  name."    The  recognition  is  the  same. 

Adoration  with  Buddhism  is  not  unlike  that  with  Christian- 
ity. It  praises  the  revealer  of  the  Buddhist  religion,  Sakya- 
mnui,  as  Christians  praise  Jesus,  as  a  revealer  of  mysteries 
and  a  model  of  human  perfection.  Says  the  Sanscrit,  "Adi- 
Buddha  is  without  beginning;  perfect  and  pure,  the  essence  of 
wisdom  and  truth;  he  has  no  second,  and  is  omnipresent,  giv- 
ing joy  to  all  beings.  O,  would  that  our  teacher,  Sakyamum, 
and  our  Father,  Amit-Abha,  were  present  with  us;  may  the  om- 
nicient  Holy  Spirit  be  with  us  in  our  worship."  The  worship 
of  Buddhism,  like  that  of  Christianity,  is  the  praise  of  one 
God  above  all  other  beings:  v Although  there  are  many  gods, 
there  is  one  Supreme  Being,  Buddha,  who  is  the  joy  of  the 
world,  a  helper,  a  mine  of  mercy,  ateacher,  a  deliverer  a  uni- 
versal friend,  the  Father  of  all." 

With  Sakyamuni.  Mohamet  and  Jesus,  as  with  Zoroster, 
prayer  and  praise  was  a  life  of  meditation  and  pleasant  com- 
munion with  an  all-powerful,  all-loving  omnipresent  friend  and 
Father.  All  peoples  of  all  times  raise  a  similar  praise  to  the 
Intelligent  Power  in  Nature,  sparing  a  share  of  that  praise  for 
the  man  or  woman  whose  life  is  nearest  to  the  divine  ideal. 
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The  philosopher  estimates  and  rallies  each  person,  thing  and 
idea  for  its  merits  in  relation  to  all  the  universe.  He  readily 
sees  whether  a  man  or  woman  is  a  mere  imitator  of  other  men 
or  woman,  or  if  they  reveal  ideals  of  a  deeper  insight  into  the 
hidden  mysteries  of  Nature.  Though  Jesus  or  Mohamet  spoke 
no  thought  new  to  the  world,  if  they  lived  out  a  pure  individ- 
ulism  the  philosopher  finds  much  in  them  commanding  praise, 
as  a  pipin  is  estimated  above  a  scabby,  gnarled  seedling — as 
culture  is  praised  above  sorry  neglect. 

Viewing  man  as  an  emotional  and  intellectual  being,  the 
tendency  of  his  worship  indicates  a  twofold  momentum,  based 
in  thought  and  feeling,  so  interwoven  and  simultaneous  in  ac- 
tion that  it  would  require  Infinite  care  to  distinguish  the  dif- 
ference between  them.  Impelled  by  sympathy,  man  worships 
martyrs, — John  Rogers,  at  the  stake;  Galileo,  in  his  damp  pris- 
on; Jesus,  on  the  cross;  Mohamet,  bleeding  or  dying  from  poi- 
son from  assault  Impelled  by  feeling,  the  patriot  is  praised 
for  his  courage,  though  he  utters  only  sayings  common  to  every 
tongue, — William  Tell,  in  defying  a  tyrant;  Cromwell,  in  dis- 
banding a  corrupt  parliament;  Emmet,  in  dying  for  Irish  lib- 
erty; Washington,  in  his  life-service  for  a  republic. 

With  thought  as  the  inspiration  of  praise  a  different  hom- 
age arises — the  praise  of  ideas  and  principles,  as  the  invisible 
power  within,  without,  beyond  and  over  and  under  things — 
the  worship  due  the  ratriocination  of  Socrates  and  Plato,  the 
deep  faith  of  Rogers,  the  facts  known  to  Bruno  and  Galileo,  the 
Hebrew  reforms  proposed  by  Jesus,  the  mathematical  insight 
of  Newton,  and  the  engrafting  of  Judaism  by  Mohamet  on  the 
stock  of  Islam.  By  thought  Wm.  Tell  is  praised  for  his  adher- 
ence to  the  idea  of  civil  liberty,  Cromwell  for  his  maintenance 
of  justice,  Paine,  as  the  promoter  of  free  thought,  Emmet  for 
the  fearless  defense  of  his  oppressed  nation,  and  Washington 
for  his  devotion  to  constitutional  government.  Inspired  by 
thought  man  worships  the  Invisible  fruits  of  logic, — the  law  of 
gravitation,  energy  and  its  conservation,  vitality  as  a  feature 
that  distinguishes  forms  from  the  formless  elements,  the  prin- 
ciple abiding  in  the  causes  of  electric  phenomena,  the  Prior 
Essential  of  Mind.  Inspired  by  thought,  the  Buddhist  worships 
Amit-Abha;  the  Hebrew  Jehovah;  the  Greek,  diversified  sym- 
bols of  power. 
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Emotional  worship  rests  always  on  the  visible,  as  religious 
feeling  images  its  ideals*  In  livng  forms  or  pictures — Grecian 
idols,  Egyptian  statues,  apostolic  wax  figures  and  marble  sculp- 
ture, figures  of  Jesus,  the  Marys,  the  saints  and  heroes  of  all 
and  any  times — of  Caesar,  Luther,  of  Homer,  Voltaire.  But  the 
worship  of  Ideas  and  principles  sweeps  past  the  visible — Jesus, 
as  a  man  of  ideas,  said:  "Worship  God!"  An  uncultured  fol- 
lowing, through  feeling,  tend  to  worship  the  man,  and  image  the 
man  in  vision  of  God.  Jesus,  or  Mohamet,  or  Swedenburg, 
passes  by  the  human  ideal,  and  looking  beyond  all  forms,  the 
formless  principle  of  life  and  mind  is  observed  to  exist,  and 
with  Platonic  intuition  the  spirit  sees  the  Soul  of  Things — 
the  inward  vision  worships  at  the  fountain  of  life  and  mind. 

Old  seers  and  new  all  see  very  much  alike,  guided,  feeling, 
intuition,  or  by  science,  that  a  supreme  power  habitually  abides 
in  unvarying  law,— flike  causes-  effecting  like  results.  In  this 
Christianity,  Buddhism,  pantheism  and  science  stand  as  a  unit 
— inward  spirit  projected  in  outward  form — "God  manifest  in 
the  flesh;'*  vitality  in  plant,  mind  in  animal  and  man,  "whose 
body  nature  is  and  God  the  soul,  in  Christianity  a  conscious 
omnipresent  spirit  notes  the  sparrow's  fall,  numbers  the  hairs 
of  the  head,  and  writes  all  thoughts  and  acts  in  the  book 
of  life;  in  science,  the  potency  and  possibility  of  life,  mind 
and  sensation  are  praised  as  residing  in  matter;  in  pantheism 
an  Ideal  Consciousness 

"Lives  in  all  life,  extend  through  all  extent, 
Spreads  undivided,  operates  unspent; 
To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  small, 
He  fills,  bounds,  connects  and  equals  all." 

In  Christianity,  science  and  pantheism  there  is  similar  ob- 
servance and  praise  of  supreme  power,  whose  local  appearance 
is  through  sensation  and  thought,  on  the  light  or  dark  side  of 
phenomena:  in  life  and  death,  growth  and  decay,  action  and 
reaction,  purity  and  corruption,  virtue  and  vice,  order  and  dis- 
order, motion  and  rest;  appearing  in  unity  and  diversity,  in 
concord  and  discord. 

The  new  testimony  of  science  confirms  the  testimony  of 
the  Egyptian,  the  Buddhist,  the  Hebrew,  the  Nazarite,  the 
Greek,  in  praise  of  a  universal  mental  and  moral  presence.    It 
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sees  beyond  the  life  of  Brahm,  of  Buddha,  of  Jesus,  Mohamet 
and  Plato,  and,  with  the  psalmist,  says:  "Among  all  the  gods 
there  are  none  like  unto  thee,  O,  God!"  Science  realizes  a 
mental  worship  of  God,  as  new  as  the  morning  sun,  yet  older 
than  the  pyramids,  calculating  the  fact  of  supreme  power,  as 
in  older  time  the  world  blindly  felt  the  weight  of  supreme 
wrath — intelligence  adores  what  ignorance  feared. 

Science  touches  all  material  forms  with  praise,  and,  pas- 
sing quickly  through  the  mists  of  theology  and  pagan  philoso- 
phy, it  reaches  the  citadel  of  Eternal  Being,  building  its  palaces 
in  the  steady  light  of  Perpetual  Law.  Conscious  of  the  rela- 
tions of  all  things,  of  the  relation  of  mind  and  matter,  science 
sees  successive  divine  relations,  newly  recurring  testimony  of 
God,  renewals  of  spirit,  new  joys,  new  loves,  new  gratitude,  new 
worship,  as  succeeding  waves  of  light  flow  beside  its  vision. 
Though  prodigal,  mayhap,  though  wandering  and  riotous  among 
the  elements," science  is  not  long  in  returning  to  enjoy  the 
bounty  of  the  Indulgent  Father  mind  and  Mother  emotion. 

The  surprises  in  Nature  often  outrun  expectation,  overpay- 
ing losses  with  astonishing  benefits.  If  desire  is  not  grati- 
fied; if  the  spirit  is  jostled  with  distress  and  sorrow;  if  ill- 
omens  weigh  down  the  heart;  science  knows  of  recurring  com- 
fort, and  the  troubled  soul  gets  a  deep  hold  on  the  infinite, 
against  which  co-efficiency  all  conditions  are  transitory  and 
fleeting. 

Things  conditional  are  always  subject  to  variations  of 
lights  and  shadows — modes  in  Nature,  moods  in  Mind — clouds 
social,  shadows  spiritual — Thought  is  light,  that  makes  shad- 
ows to  all  things  and  sees  through  all  shadows.  Though  faith 
is  shaken  like  grass  in  the  wind,  it  is  deep-rooted  in  thought 
and  clings  to  its  mother  element  with  infinite  hope.  It  Is  only 
the  cultured  mind  that  grapples  problems  with  enthusiasm,  and, 
oblivious  to  man-worship,  rises  into  Idolatry  of  a  quickening 
spirit — seeing  the  radiant  glow  of  divinity  above  the  mists  of 
christian  and  pagan  superstition. 

From  the  Eternal  Being,  among  whose  sublime  heights 
science  builds  its  mansions,  there  flows  a  steady  inspiration, 
responsive  to  which  echo  the  sweet  emotions  of  love  and  grati- 
tude, and  the  joyful  hope  of  eternity.  Thus  science  realizes 
a  newer  worship,  a  more  perennial  praise  of  the  "author  and 
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finisher"  of  the  universe  than  anything  known  to  theology.  It 
intelligently  recognizes  a  harmony  of  relation  between  visible 
form  and  invisible  law — a  correlation  of  mind  and  matter. 
Science  gives  to  man  a  newer  and  brighter  hope  for  the  future, 
and  fills  the  heart  of  man  with  unwavering  trust  in  the  re- 
sources of  nature  to  overcome  all  obstacles,  and  when  ill-omens 
weigh  down  the  spirit  with  woe  a  steadfast  knowledge  of  the 
evolution  of  light  and  shadow  bouys  the  heart  against  the  pain- 
ful limitations  of  time. 

The  cultured  mind  always  sees  newly  recurring  aspects  of 
the  forces  of  nature  through  periods  of  rest  and  activity,  and 
the  spirit  of  nature  is  periodically  rediscovered  In  its  diversi- 
fied work  by  the  intelligently  awakened  mind.  From  the  sci- 
ence of  Egypt  the  Hebrew  ideal  of  divinity  was  revealed;  from 
the  humanity  of  Jesus,  like  that  Zoroaster,  Socrates  tend  Plato, 
proceeded  the  ideal  balm  of  divine  benevolence;  but  from  the 
long  slumbers  of  both  Judaism  and  Christianity  has  reawak- 
ened the  charming  ideal  of  pagan  idolatry,  clothed  in  the  radi- 
ent  garments  of  mldlaeval  philosophy  and  modern  science, 
chanting  the  praise  of  the  Eternal  One,  whose  law  prevails 
from  the  foundations  of  the  world.  In  this  ideal  there  is  the 
force,  vastness  and  beneficience  of  the  dual  Egyptian  faith,  the 
Buddhistic  principle  of  birth  and  rebirth,  the  awfulness  of 
Arabia's  Shining  Light,  the  wisdom,  power  and  majesty  of  the 
Lord  of  Islan,  the  beauty,  grace  and  grandeur  of  Grecian  idol- 
atry, the  love,  hope  and  charity  of  the  Messiah,  and  crowning 
all,  the  glory  of  Art,  the  revelations  of  Science  and  the  unfolding 
for  human  use  of  the  beneficent  powers  of  Nature. 

All  acts  and  thoughts  of  praise  display  similar  ideals, 
Buddhist,  Hebrew,  Christian  and  secular;  the  varied  expressions 
of  the  appreciation  of  the  lesser  toward  the  greater  intelligence, 
or  toward  objects  in  nature  which  excite  esteem.  In  praise 
of  supreme  intelligence,  each  distinct  nationality  idealizes  the 
same  traits  of  divinity  as  an  omnipresent  mental  reservoir, 
the  source  of  vitality,  the  fountain  of  love,  the  author  of 
passion,  and  conceives  the  same  idea  concerning  the  utility 
of  light  and  darkness,  heat  and  cold,  life  and  death.  Every 
religious  sect  chants  the  same  anthem  of  the  wonderful  good- 
ness, glory  and  majesty  of  God.  The  scientist  also  takes  up 
the  refrain  of  adulation,  viewing  the  splendor  of  omnipotence, 
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In  the  starry  firmament,  the  vastness  of  time  he  reads  of  on 
the  tables  of  geology,  and  glories  in  the  wonderful  construction 
of  living  forms,  and  the  highest  and  most  cultured  intelligence, 
with 

"The  poor  Indian,  whose  untutored  mind 
Sees  God  in  the  storm  or  hears  him  in  the  wind/* 
sings  praise  to  "Him  in  whom  we  live,  move  and  have  our 
being."  However  different  schools  of  philosophy  and  different 
sects  of  religion  may  occasionally  carp  at  each  other  for  al- 
leged error,  heresy  and  blasphemy,  each  in  turn  since  the  dawn 
of  history  has  borrowed  the  language  of  the  other  touching  the 
attributes  of  God.  Expressions  of  approbation  repeatedly  bear 
the  same  significance,  differing  only  In  modulation  of  sound,  as 
love  or  lust  in  dlffernt  individuals  is  Impelled  by  Identically 
classified  emotions  and  motives. 

The  question  of  idol  worship  is  worth  the  attention  of  the 
reflective  mind,  as  what  is  known  as  pagan  idolatry  has  been 
made  to  bear  the  brand  of  materialism,  that  of  Idolising  visible 
things  only;  but  a  candid  reading  of  the  Grecian  and  Hindoo 
history  forces  the  conclusion  that  all  idols  and  images  symbol- 
ize and  active  spiritual  power,  embodying  superhuman  agency 
or  supreme  will,  which  sits  in  judgment  over  human  destiny, 
manifesting  law  in  light,  heat,  air,  water,  thunder  and  light- 
ning,— in  the  beasts,  birds,  reptiles,  in  mountains  and  deserts, 
in  forests  and  flowers,  in  war  and  peace. 

Worship  is  threefold  in  character,  and  three  elements  dis- 
tinguish all  credal  praise:  the  praise  of  things,  of  man,  and  of 
God.  Praise  of  the  sun,  moon,  stars  and  images  of  men,  women 
and  animals,  looks  beyond  the  mere  material  substance  which 
these  objects  contained,  and  discerned  will,  reason,  active 
thought,  mercy  and  benefit.  No  stick  or  stone  ever  worshipped 
but  what  symbolized  invisible  intelligence,  some  ultra-human 
power  capable  of  alleviating  distress  and  bestowing  benefits; 
some  Grand  Presence,  some  Over-Soul — symbolizing  God  to  the 
ancient  m*nd  as  the  image  of  Jesus  symbolizes  God  to  the 
Christian  mind.  The  Magi  of  the  far  east  praised  the  stars, 
forests  and  flowers,  the  reasoning  of  Jesus  was  from  the  habits 
of  living  nature,  and  science  observes  the  Infinite  priority  of 
mind  and  law. 

There  are  three  elements  of  praise   in  every   system   of 
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worship — morality,  culture  and  gratitude;  the  first  comprises 
the  fullness  of  health,  comfort  and  order  in  association;  the 
second  commands  knowledge  that  insures  happiness,  and  the 
third  involves  estimation  of  the  bestowal  of  benefits.  Social 
order,  a  condition  of  social  peace,  which  is  the  central  idea  of 
Christian  ethics,  is  the  well-spring  of  praise,  the  inspiring 
theme  of  seer,  poet  and  prophet.  Culture, — art,  science  and 
literature, — insures  the  means  of  social  order;  and  the  happi- 
ness consequent  with  order  and  culture  Inspires  the  gratitude 
expressed  in  admiration. 

It  is  through  the  refined  arts,  music,  painting,  sculpture, 
mechanics,  and  through  science,  which  unfolds  to  us  the  laws 
of  nature,  that  the  fierce  animal  in  man  is  tamed  and  subdued 
to  an  appreciation  of  social  order;  through  them  that  man  rises 
from  the  cannibal  to  the  philosopher,  where  an  intelligent 
recognition  of  universal  law  is  possible.  It  was  Hebrew  cul- 
ture that  gave  credit  and  allegiance  to  the  Lord,  the  power 
that  conditions  life,  mind  and  motion;  that  saw  the  universe 
as  preceding  us  and  independent  of  us;  that  saw  man's  will 
and  wish  is  dependent  upon  and  subject  to  the  law  of  God; 
that  saw  that  a  reciprocity  with  eternal  law  Is  essential  to 
happiness. 

The  universe,  with  aU  the  elements  of  man  and  mind,  with 
all  the  potency  and  possibility  of  mind  in  man,  with  all  the 
qualities  and  essentials  of  spirit,  emotion  and  passion,  with  all 
that  make  up  the  vegetable  and  animal  kingdoms,  with  all  the 
electricity,  magnetism  and  motor  powers, — is  the  predecessor 
of  the  human  race.  All  the  vast  works  of  man,  his  kingdoms, 
republics,  art,  literature,  philosophy,  science,  morals  and  social 
order,  came  out  of  the  universe  of  pre-existence — grew  out  of 
the  universe  as  natural  as  Apples  grow  out  of  trees,  as  natural 
as  birds  grow  feathers  or  plants  foliage.  We  prize  the  bitter 
almond  as  the  father  of  the  peach,  the  crab  as  the  father  of 
apples,  and  so  we  prize  ancient  and  crude  Ideas  as  the  prede- 
cessors of  modern  culture. 

Praise,  like  art  or  a  branch  of  science,  is  a  creature  of 
culture;  is  susceptible  of  modification  as  the  mind  becomes 
intelligent  and  refined.  As  alchemy  is  to  chemistry,  or  as 
astrology  is  to  astronomy,  so  is  Hebrew  praise  to  the  praise  of 
science;   as  the  anatomy  of  Arlstottle  is  to  physiology,  so  is 
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Christian  idolatry  to  the  religion  of  science.  There  is  progress 
In  ideas  of  worship — from  the  Hindoo  symbols  of  sticks  and 
stones,  from  the  Hebrew  symbols  of  power,  from  the  Greek 
symbols  of  love,  from  the  Nazarite  symbols  of  society;  but 
science  gives  us  symbols  crowning  all,  the  symbols  of  law. 
Praise  is  infinite  in  its  scope,  not  always  lavish  on  things  hoped 
for,  but  ready  for  those  surprises  when  nature  comes  bestowing 
greater  benefits  than  are  anticipated. 

It  is  asked  of  Culture— "Shall  we  lay  aside  Christianity, 
and  its  branches  of  Mohametanism,  Spiritualism  and  Mormon- 
ism,  and  accept  the  religion  of  reason?"  To  this  there  Is  but 
one  answer — We  cannot  get  the  essences  of  the  vegetable  king- 
dom from  one  species  of  plant,  nor  can  we  obtain  all  vital 
qualities  of  religion  from  one  school  of  faith.  There  is  the 
love  of  Grecian  ethics,  the  fellowship  of  Christian  society,  and 
the  laws  of  marital  conjugation  and  resposibility.  Culture  em- 
braces all  qualities  and  degrees  of  amelioration,  under  the 
mandates  of  law.  Forms  may  change  from  grossness  to  sym- 
metry, but  the  regenerative  spirit  is  within  all  and  works 
through  all.  As  Judaism  was  laid  aside  by  Christianity,  re- 
taining the  spirit  of  the  law,  so  culture  lays  aside  Christianity 
and  its  branches,  giving  new  testimony,  a  new  attestation  of 
life  and  its  relations.  Christianity  arose  from  Ideal  Humanity, 
an  outgrowth  of  Hebrew  culture;  the  religion  of  reason,  the 
light  of  Real  Humanity  arises  from  the  law  foreseen  by 
prophets,  but  revealed  by  science. 

While  science  is  not  oblivious  to  the  praise  of  man,  for 
virtue,  faith  and  fidelity,  for  love,  honor  and  friendship,  Its 
faith,  hope  and  charity  is  in  the  application  of  law.  It  knows 
the  law  of  life  and  rests  safely  upon  its  bosom.  With  science, 
the  idealised  arms  of  Jesus  and  the  imaginary  bosom  of  Abra- 
ham are  transformed  to  safe  and  comforting  power  of  law  that 
upholds  and  attends  the  birth,  development  and  destiny  of  man. 
To  which  law  Culture  bestows  the  full  meed  of  palse,  for  in 
Culture  is  the  Light  of  Life. 
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CHAPTER   20. 
ABSTRACT   IDEA  OF   BEING. 
Drinking  at  the  Fountain  of  Eternal  Life. 

There  are  some  things  in  cognition  of  evident  fact  which 
appear  to  exist  with  the  title  and  character  of  Being— some- 
thing which  connects  and  mingles  with  forms,  centering  in 
causations  and  effects,  present  in  the  visible  and  present  in 
the  invisible.  It  is  simply  the  Idea  of  Being— the  Me,  signify- 
ing inherent  quality  and  capability — the  inspiring  genius  of 
material  potency  and  possibility;  and  whether  the  object  is  a 
mouse  or  a  mountain,  an  insect  or  a  man,  that  object  is  the 
outward  symbol  of  the  imminent  Inherent  Me  at  work  in  matter. 
I  am,  I  can,  I  will,  are  symbolized  in  fire,  light,  air,  earth,  water, 
and  in  plant  and  animate  forms. 

Primarily,  the  Idea  of  Being  IS — planets,  motion,  light,  heat, 
water  and  rocks,  silently  proclaim,  We  are  here,  we  mean  some- 
thing, we  will  do  something;  animals,  plants,  man,  all  varied 
life  says,  I  am,  I  exist,  I  will  be  as  I  am,  act  as  I  act.  This 
primary  idea  embraces  multitudes  of  tangible  facts — mental, 
vital  and  substantial,  differentiated  In  thought,  vitality,  motion, 
force,— concerning  which  there  is  no  controversy  in  logic,  as  all 
reason  rests  upon  their  verification.  It  is  the  priority  of  quali- 
ties and  powers  enduing  phenomena — priority,  because  every 
state  of  Being  tells  of  its  own  past  Being — the  bird  says,  I  am 
bird,  I  was  egg;  the  oak,  that  its  being  was  in  the  acorn;  the 
acorn  that  its  being  was  in  the  oak. 

Succeeding  the  primary  or  Original  Idea  of  Being  comes 
Being  differentiated  in  opposing  objects,  or  objects  precelved; 
hypothetical  cognition,  or  assumption,  from  symbols,  of  inherent 
quality:  cognition  of  relations  through  sensation,  touch,  taste, 
sight,  odor,  sound — reciprocity  of  the  Individual  Me  in  things. 
At  the  sense  of  touch  cognition  vibrates  between  the  objects 
with  which  the  sensation  is  associated,  extending  toward  the 
object  touched,  and  reacting  conveys  the  quality  of  the  Me  in 
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the  object  touched  to  the  source  of  the  original  motion.  Hence 
cognition  of  qualities  in  objects,  of  relations,  durations,  space, 
mobility,  magnitude.  Repeated  touch  verifies  the  qualities  into 
a  knowledge  of  inherent  quality  in  objects.  Here  a  simultaneous 
presence  of  consciousness,  acts  in  conjunction  with  the  object 
— mental  receptivity  as  original  as  material  objectivity — in- 
stant mental  cognition  of  physical  contact. 

Without  the  primary  conscious  Me  where  were  the  rlffer- 
entiate  receptive  consciousness  of  objects.  The  rabbit,  in  its 
consciousness  of  objects  discriminate  and  selects  the 
quality  of  herbs  agreeabble  to  the  Me  rabbits,  and  seldom 
lacks  knowledge  of  the  gardener's  fruits  and  vegetables.  Bees 
distinguish  between  clover  and  bitter  weeds,  the  fox  avoids 
the  porcupine,  and  the  buzzard  hovers  over  a  poor  old  horse 
many  days  before  its  death.  The  Me,  the  Ego  in  life,  acts  and 
reacts  upon  its  surroundings,  knows  objects  and  distinguishes 
between  them.  The  I  Am  says, — I  feel,  I  see,  I  hear,  I  smell,  I 
taste, — I  exist  in  conjunction  with  my  surroundings;  I  know 
my  clasamatetts;  my  servants  have  attentive  ears  and  come 
at  my  call;  all  nature  is  my  possession  and  it  serves  my  pur- 
pose; I  see,  and  conscious  cognition  classifies  colors,  shapes, 
spaces,  dimensions,  numbers  and  locations;  I  hear,  smell  or 
taste,  and  my  eyes  follow  each  leading  sensation;  and  through 
every  sense  the  qualities  of  objects  reach  the  mansion  of 
thought,  which  was  prepared  beforehand  to  give  them  welcome 
reception.  Thus,  objectively  the  idea  of  being  is  the  fact  of 
objec  tpercelved;  objects  organic  and  nonorganic — vital  forms 
and  formless  substance:  Male  and  female,  from  infusoria  to 
man;  positive  and  negative,  in  thought,  will,  feeling,  mag- 
netism, electricity — dual  is  tic,  subjective  and  objective  introac- 
tion. 

Many  ages  have  come  and  gone,  leaving  the  idea  of  being 
a  mysterious  secret  in  nature  or  an  inexplicable  speculation, 
while  every  form  of  matter  and  every  appearance  of  life  is 
persistently  telling  its  story,  persistently  revealing  its  quality. 
In  all  ways  philosophy  has  asked  of  life  and  placid  matter  the 
story  of  origin,  with  the  ever-recurring  answer,  "I  am  I  and 
Thou  art  Thou/'  male  and  female,  positive  and  negative,  In 
reciprocal  motion.  In  all  ways  philosophy  has  inquired  of  the 
continuance  of  being  in  life  and  placid  matter,  with  the  same 
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answer  to  Gautama,  Pythagoras,  Spinoza  and  Swedenborg: — 
Variation  through  transmission — generative  heredity  in  blended 
male  and  female  Qualities.  From  the  visible  forms  of  life  we 
pass  into  the  hidden  domains  of  primitive  life  with  spectro- 
scopic light,  and  with  clear  sight  view  the  activity  of  self- 
containing  being,  where  germ-plants  and  egg-animals  elude  the 
unaided  vision — where  in  half-animal  and  half-plant  protogoa 
revels  in  the  glory  of  its  individualized  I  Am;  and  where  we 
behold  the  paradise  of  peaceful  fungi,  infusoria  and  ovalaria 
as  perfect  in  conjugal  association  as  civilized  men  and  women. 
With  minute  life  magnified  a  thousand  times,  and  its  habits 
as  plainly  observed  as  the  habits  of  domestic  animals,  the 
search  into  the  invisible  was  not  a  flounderinng  in  an  abyss 
of  confusion,  but  a  veritable  malntalnance  of  a  principle  with 
developed  evidence — the  principle  of  mature  parental  genera- 
tion by  sexual  propagation  in  the  regions  of  sporadic  mucus. 
And  the  evidence  but  confirms  the  bolder  evidence  that  rests 
m  all  living  experience,  that  one  law  runs  through  the  con- 
tinuance of  all  life;  and  we  are  gratified  that  "in  protoplasm 
is  found  the  undeniable  fact  that  the  simple  egg-cell  of  the 
maternal  organism,  and  the  simple  paternal  sperm-thread  trans- 
fer the  molecular  individual  vital  motion  of  the  two  parents 
to  the  progeny  so  accurately  that  afterward  the  minutest  bodily 
peculiarities  of  both  parents  appear  in  the  progeny.  In  which 
case,  the  parents,  being  unlike  in  any  particular,  the  offspring 
varies  from  each  in  some  particular.  Then  shall  we  lend  our 
vision  wings,  and  waft  our  imagination  beyond  the  reach  of  the 
spectrum,  hoping  to  discover  what  has  no  existence  in  visible 
life — the  monistic  origin  of  substance?  The  hunt  for  such  a 
state  of  spontaneous  origin  has  been  the  work  of  centuries, 
yet  neither  chemist,  electrician,  physiologist  or  biologist  has 
reached  the  dimest  light  of  such  a  discovery;  and  at  the  end 
of  life's  labor,  each  and  every  toiler  for  knowledge  exclaims: 
"Here  we  stand  full  of  wonder  and  astonishment  before  the 
infinite  and  inconceivable  delicacy  of  mature  sexual  propagation 
In  albuminous  matter!*9 

The  readiness  in  which  substances  are  transmuted  from  one 
condition  to  another — from  vital  to  gaseous,  and  from  gaseous 
to  vital — is  verified  evidence  of  affinitizing  consistency  of  quality 
and  corelation  of  organic  and  inorganic  substance,  and  should 
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dispel  the  theory  of  monistic  basis  in  primal  formation.  The 
fact  of  one  substance  yielding  to  the  presence  and  influence  of 
another  is  evidence  of  dual  affinity.  The  infusoria  which  de- 
vour large  bodies  of  iron  with  the  ease  of  ant  consuming  bread 
or  locusts  fields  of  grain,  is  simple  evidence  that  the  Iron 
yields  negatively  to  the  active  appetites  of  the  minute  Insects. 
These  tiny  specimens  of  life  are  not  too  small  to  elude  the 
detection  of  sexual  propagation  among  them,  and  their  power 
is  not  inequal,  as  a  positive  force,  to  that  of  man,  in  wrecking 
a  railroad  train  or  an  iron  bridge.  The  acidity  of  their  spittal 
turns  the  finest  steel  into  broth,  perhaps  as  rich  to  them  as 
Samian  wine  to  the  sainted  Bacchus. 

The  dualistic  activity  of  Being  asserts  its  characteristic 
in  the  budding  process — the  injectlvity  and  receptivity  of  the 
act;  the  conjugation  of  positive  and  negative  life  of  distinctly 
different  qualities.  The  product  in  all  cases  is  directed  by* 
the  injected  bud,  though  always  exhibiting  the  influence  of 
the  receptive  plant.  While  the  buds  of  the  Crawford  peach 
will  continue  reproducing  fruit  of  individual  resemblance,  the 
nomologist  is  observant  of  remarkable  variations,  and,  if  the 
receptive  stock  is  of  inferior  quality,  of  evident  deterioration. 
The  budding  process  evidences  a  further  dualistic  act,  the  deli- 
cacy of  which  renders  it  of  the  greatest  biological  importance: — 
the  botanist  readily  observes  that  the  unfolding  bud,  when  a 
blooming  tree,  has  divided  upon  itself  In  variation  the  complete 
male  and  female  functions,  with  divisions  and  subdivisions  of 
ovarian  cell-tissues. 

In  closing  this  chapter  let  us  turn  to  the  final  characteristic 
of  Inherent  Being — that  of  Reason — the  greatest  of  all  revela- 
tions from  nature — the  quality  of  design  in  the  universe.  Every 
work  of  art,  the  ship,  the  engine,  the  clock,  the  lever,  in  all 
instances  take  shape  in  the  mind  of  the  inventor  and  builder 
before  they  appear  in  material  construction.  The  larvae  of  the 
ant,  instantly,  upon  entering  the  sunlight  from  the  crysalis, 
builds  its  habitation  and  commences  storing  food  for  winter; 
the  bee  exercises  the  greatest  care  in  the  matter  of  security  of 
abode,  and  with  innate  determination  gathers  its  winter's  sup- 
ply of  sustenance;  and  the  moth,  butterfly  and  locust  mingle 
sport  with  constructive  art  and  Incessant  industry,  going  happily 
on  their  rounds  of  security  in  reproduction.    And  is  it  possible 
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to  conceive  of  any  mind  in  nature  not  constructive  In  char- 
acter?-—art-design  inherent  in  sensate  life. 

The  Fountain  of  Silence. 

From  cognition  man  recedes  inwardly  to  the  palaces  of 
thought;  to  the  groves,  arbors,  esplanades,  studios,  workshops 
of  mind,  to  the  paradise  of  the  soul;  to  the  domain  of  silence, 
to  the  residence  of  power;  for  all  power  resides  in  silence — 
noise  is  only  the  outward  revelation  of  power.  Then  for 
strength,  and  vigor,  and  energy,  let  us  hie  away  ourselves  to 
the  insenate  citadel  silence,  where  the  Inmost  soul  is  conscious 
of  imperial  supremacy.  It  is  there  in  hidden  silence  that  the 
bright  fountains  of  Nature  are  discovered  pouring  forth  their 
revelations,  pouring  forth  the  concealed  combinations  which 
glorify  the  world  with  beauty  and  music.  Nature  is  but  a 
revelation  of  what  has  been  hiding  in  passive  silence,  of  the 
beauty  and  utility  of  the  rose,  tree  and  bird  concealed  in  the 
unquickened  germ.  All  object*  are  messiahs  of  the  gospel  of 
life,  preachng  glad  tidings  of  their  Inward  being1— plants,  birds, 
animals,  man,  are  all  sent  out  from  the  paradise  of  eternal 
silence  to  bear  witness  of  the  glory  that  is  hidden,  bringing 
tokens  of  Joy,  music,  love,  faith,  fidelity  and  mercy  frow  the 
happy  abode  of  their  emanation. 

A  quiescent  vital  qulnta  essentia  resides  within  the  sheath 
of  every  germ,  which,  when  adapted  to  specific  conditions  of 
moisture,  air  and  heat,  emerges  from  their  encasements  and  dis- 
close the  interior  universe  of  germinal  living  forms — ferns  and 
flowers,  fields  and  forests,  grasses  and  grain,  birds  and  fishes, 
and  all  species  of  animate  beings.  What  Is  this  qulnta  essen- 
tia of  life,  ensheathed  in  the  minute  cell  of  a  germ?  No  eye 
can  behold  it,  nor  can  the  microphone  give  aid  in  determining 
its  identity.  Its  recognition  is  only  attained  through  a  knowl- 
edge of  invisible  forces — only  mental  insight  trained  in  logic, 
can  observe  it  as  an  implslve  inward  entity,  an  imperceptible 
power,  Indued  with  an  energy  capable  of  bursting  the  hardest 
cerements  and  pushing  itself  outward  and  onward  from  specific 
germs  to  definite  growth  and  visible,  tangible  substance.  What 
marvelous  coefflcent  law  lies  dormant  In  every  germ,  that  each 
seed  reproduces  Its  own  kind  with  Infinite  recurrence!  And 
still  there  is  other  subtile    and    equally    marvelou*    invisible 
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power  lurking  In  all  germs,  as  manifested  In  effects — the 
varied  transmission  of  life  in  hybrication, — coefficient  effects 
so  fine  and  delicate  as  to  elude  the  most  skillful  grasp  of  chem- 
ical knowledge.  And  every  mind  will  recognise  in  the  processes 
of  hybrication  in  fruits  and  flowers  and  in  crossbreeding  of 
animals  the  veritable  existence  of  complex  powers  silently 
at  work  predetermining  the  varied  beauty,  utility,  grandeur 
and  majesty  of  life  in  holiday  parade. 

What  Is  more  invisible  and  silent  than  thought?  yet  what 
equals  it  in  power  It  is  the  impelling  force  of  all  the  mighty 
works  of  man.  The  vast  mechanism  of  the  world  is  but  a 
meagre  symbol  of  the  thought  that  conceived  it.  What  mighty 
deed  this  mechanism  does,  and  thought  does  it  all;  it  hurls 
men  under  it  as  work  slaves  or  over  it  as  masters.  At  will  it 
blesses  or  bedevils  man;  it  enlightens  or  befools,  ennobles  or 
degrades;  at  the  behest  of  this  silent  power  men  are  priest- 
ridden,  stateridden,  or  liberated  and  blessed.  Thought  saw 
the  rudest  huts  and  grandest  palaces  before  they  were  builded 
— Chicago,  London,  New  York  and  Washington  were  first  com- 
pleted in  designing  mind,  of  which  they  are  symbols. 

What  mighty  thought  may  find  its  hiding  in  a  poor  man's 
babe,  sheltered  by  hovel  or  cabin!  What  spark  of  revolution 
warned  the  tender  flesh  of  infant  Paine,  Voltaire  or  Patrick 
Henry!  What  faint  pulsation  of  reform  enlivened  the  tiny 
heart  of  Luther,  Comwell  or  Garrison!  What  vision  of  judg- 
ment i  nthe  senseless  body  of  Mohamet  as  he  lay  by  the  way- 
side stoned  near  to  death  by  his  fellow-Arabs!  What  implaca- 
ble spirit  looks  out  of  a  certain  dead  and  ugly  piece  of  wood 
called  the  Cross  of  Golgatha!  It  stood  there  in  Judea,  a  kind 
of  ghastly  specter,  making  people  shudder  as  they  passed  it, 
a  revolting  Insignia  of  shame  and  crime;  but  once  stained  with 
innocent  blood,  it  is  kissed  as  an  awful  emblem  of  divinity. 
Time  first  looked  and  gaped  out  of  that  piece  of  stupid  wood — 
the  wondrous  light  of  Eternity,  the  Light  of  Life  from  another 
use  of  it  and  from  unutterable  Silence,  came  glowing  with  daz- 
zlng  brilliancy  from  the  same  dull  specter!  What  a  fountain 
of  melodius  glory  has  that  stupid  stick  of  wood  been  to  man- 
kind!— what  a  mighty  current  of  compassion,  of  divine  love 
has  flowed  from  that  ceaseless  and  inexhaustible  dumb  foun- 
tain!-—the  still  pallor  of  death  on  that  cross  bodied  forth  an 
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eternity  too  deep  for  utterance,  but  a  symbol  too  plain  to  be 
misunderstood  by  the  followewrs  of  the  meek  and  gentle  Naza- 
rene,  who  inspired  the  poor  and  lowly  with  hope  of  happiness. 
What  wondrous  symbol  of  coefficient  divine  incarnation! 

A  painted  rag  worth  only  a  few  pennies  may  symbolize 
potent  though  silent  law;  who  will  count  the  thousands  who 
have  sabred  each  other  Into  buzzard's  meat  while  looking  on 
such  rags?  The  iron  crown  of  Hungary  was  of  scarcely  the 
intrinsc  value  of  a  plow-point;  but  it  symboized  the  laws,  cus- 
toms, institutions,  wealth  and  happiness  of  the  Hungarian 
people,  their  legiondary  lore,  their  firesides,  their  earthly  secur- 
ity, and  they  rose  in  tumult  and  waded  through  blood  to  keep 
that  iron  crown. 

What  a  massacre  the  gentle  thought  of  Jesus  has  struggled 
through!  What  shrieks  of  agony  proceed  from  rack  and  Jibbit, 
what  wails  of  suffering  arise  in  martyr  fires,  what  terror  and 
blood  surrounded  the  guillotine,  that  the  dove  of  peace  may 
nestle  in  the  heart  of  man! — that  silent  love  may  get  itself 
manifested  in  the  human  form!  What  blood  and  treasure  and 
pain  it  costs  when  we  learn  to  read  thesymbols  of  divinity! 
But  the  thought  of  Jehovah  is  uttered  only  from  the  solitude 
of  mind,  and  the  universe  o  fman  quakes  at  its  utterance!  So 
the  thunderbolt  rolls  out  o  fthe  silent  air,  the  leviathan  of  the 
sea  is  bred  in  still  water,  and  the  giant  oak  emerges  from  the 
quiet  germ.  Quietly,  silently,  steadily  the  solor  ray,  elecerical 
vibration  warms  the  universe;  in  the  quiet,  silent,  steady  pulsat- 
ing solar  ray  the  manifestation  of  life  and  mind  in  the  universe 
is  made  possible! 

What  awful  power  pjroceeds  from  silent  meditation! 
What  uncountable  millions  were  born,  grown,  labored,  fought 
under  the  sway  of  the  hermetic  Gautama!  what  convulsions 
shook  the  nations  of  Europe  when  the  lonely  child  of  Corsica 
turned  his  mind  into  scenes  of  action!  what  trembling  of  the 
throne  of  England,  when  the  Virginia  fisherman  laid  aside  hook 
and  line  and  exclaimed,  "Give  me  liberty  or  death!"  From  the 
silent  dreams  of  meditation  empires  and  republics  arise  among 
men,  the  wings  of  commerce  sweep  the  ocean,  engines  traverse 
the  continents,  light  banishes  the  darkness  of  night,  and  in  the 
presence  o  fthe  telegraph  and  telephone  the  obstacles  of  space 
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and  time  all  overcome.    In  the  silent  meditation  of  genius  laws 
are  revealed  which  govern  the  world. 

The  Bio-Genesis  of  Life. 

In  any  philosophical  thesis  of  the  Universe  all  that  the 
Universe  contains  must  be  fairly  taken  into  consideration, 
otherwise  our  conclusions  are  liable  to  become  corellated  to 
some  if  not  many  hypothetical  errors.  The  invariant  uniformity 
of  statical  modes  and  kinetica  Imethods  in  the  phenomena  of 
life  is  always  a  safe  guide  as  to  what  the  Principle  of  Life 
really  is  in  the  attitude  of  Being,  and  as  to  what  Its  ways  are 
in  Its  infinitude  of  Action.  When  interrogated,  the  Principle  of 
Life  freely  replies:  "I  am  biogeneric  in  every  for  m  of  life, 
in  the  invisible  monadic  interior  of  every  ovarial  globule  in 
the  entire  Universe;  the  same  in  every  egg  of  bird,  fish,  reptile 
and  insect;  the  same  in  the  seed  of  every  plant,  tree,  vine  and 
grass.  As  in  all  manner  of  life,  so  in  the  genesis  of  man.  The 
anteecdence  of  every  genus  of  life  is  eternal  in  its  respective 
cass. 

"Look  at  my  grain  of  wheat — it  has  discarded  its  outer 
garment,  and  in  its  siicate  vesture  it  is  ready  for  work  at  its 
divinely  assigned  task.  It  wants  to  work;  listen  to  its  Inspired 
song  as  it  plays  in  the  dust: 

Smiling  maiden,   with   a  spirit 

Crowned  with  Jewels  brought  from  Aden, 

What  a  rare  wealth  you  Inherit 

From  the  royal  king  of  Aden,  - 
From  the  holy  queen  of  Aden — 

Suery  I  of  heavenly  glory? 
appy  hearts   reveal   the  story. 

Happy  maiden,  I  have  seen  thee 

With  the  inmost  eyes  of  feeling 

When  thy  soft  light  shone  upon  me 
Radiantly  thy  soul  revealing, 
All  thy  soul's  sweet  Joy   revealing — 

Suery  I  of  heavenly  glory? 
appy  hearts  reveal  the  story. 

"I  am  antecedently  biogeneric  in  every  seed,  and  whoso- 
ever knows  the  meaning  of  a  seed  knows  Me.  If  the  Lord  of 
the  Aquarium  desires  trout,  the  ovary  of  pike  will  not  be  used; 
if  carp  are  desired,  the  eggs  of  carp  will  be  selected.  If  the 
husbandman  plants  seed  his  spirit  goeth  wit  hthe  spirit  of  the 
seed  for  all  it  is  and  all  it  prophesies,  kind  by  kind,  inspiredly 
avoiding  mixtures,  wisely  avoiding  degeneracy. 
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"I  am  antecedently  biogeneric  in  the  spores  of  fermenta- 
tion, in  the  quirtta  essentia  Infusoria  of  the  digestive  process  of 
all  senate  life.  When  the  wine  is  fermented,  my  task  is 
finished  and  quietly  I  return  home  to  the  skies;  when  my  bill- 
ions of  infusoria  digest  the  food  of  my  children,  I  am  glad  to 
rest  in  silent  ether.  In  my  fermentation  abides  the  basis  of 
all  life. 

"I  am  present  in  every  tragedy  and  catastrophe  of  life  with 
my  Angels  of  Compassion  to  comfort  and  console  every  victim, 
and  my  tears  of  sympathy  pour  out  like  heavy  rain  to  assuage 
pain.  On  every  battle-field  I  am  present  with  balms  for  every 
hurt,  and  with  chariots  invisible  to  convey  the  spirts  of  my 
dead  children  to  their  homes  in  Paradise.  Verily,  there  is  noth- 
ing lost  in  my  Universe  in  all  its  transitions;  no,  nothing;  not 
a  monadal  germ  of  bruised  wheat,  nor  the  aborted  spirit  of 
unripe  fruit,  nor  the  fallen  sparrow,  nor  degenerate  man,  nor 
trampled  grass,  nor  mangled  ferns— all  I  sent  out,  by  volition 
Infinite,  biogenical  incarnations — all  return  in  full  right  of 
eternal  life — in  joy  or  misery,  in  whatsoever  line  a  conscious 
being  has  fashioned — in  strength  or  weakness,  in  whatsoever 
field  a  seed  is  sown. 

1  am  on  the  waters  and  under  the  sea,  in  moneral  slime 
and  insects'  hearts,  guide  the  wings  of  birds  and  bees,  in  little 
ants  and  leviathans;  I  am  both  victor  and  victim  in  corporeal 
life— both  servitor  and  law  of  Omiscient  Good." 

"Wouldest  thou  ascend  with  me  to  paradise  and  inquire 
into  the  nature  and  quality  of  Feeing,  the  finest  and  most  po- 
tential attribute  of  God  in  the  Omnipresence  of  Its  abiding,  the 
story  of  an  is  sweetly  told  in  this  little  song  of  Life's  Happy 
Hearts: 

In  my  albuminous  silent  horns 
_         I  am  an  Invisible  germ*  a  gnome  f 
Thomgh  winters  long  I  work  and  pray 
For  summer's  golden  holiday; 

My  harvest  songs  I'll  merrily  sing 

And  feed  my  wild  birds  on .  the  wing; 
I'll  wait*  on  many  a  threshing  floor, 
Till  life's  sweet  Jubilee  is  o'er, 

With  a  crown  of  glory  on  my  head. 

Prying  to  become  a  loaf  of  bread — 
Ah,  then    for  a  glorious  Immortality 
In    the   fame  of  all    who   eateth    me — 
I  build  the  right  Promethean  fires 

That  light  the  way  to  Paradise. 
For  Ariel  the  bread  of  life  Inspires 

With  germs  eternal  In  the  skies. 
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To  knoww  the  inner  truth  manifested  by  Natural  Phenomena, 
Divine  Truth  In  the  pathway  from  Man  to  God,  OneSample  is 
sufficient  evidence  of  my  class  of  things,  of  all  forms  of  matter, 
of  all  phenomena  of  life  and  mind,  of  all  states  of  inertia  and 
motion.  A  drop  of  water;  a  grain  of  mustard  seed  postulates 
all  mustard,  and  from  its  invisibble  interior  prophesies  an  in- 
finite universal  expansion  of  mustard  and  all  the  sonorous  mel- 
ody of  the  birds  in  its  branches;  a  knowledge  of  one  ant,  or  of 
one  spider,  or  of  one  bee,  is  correct  evidence  of  the  anatomy 
and  the  psychic  genius  of  its  numbberless  classmates,  past,  pres- 
ent and  future;  inerrantly  a  bird  is  known  by  its  voice,  a  tree  by 
its  fruit,  and  all  causes  by  their  effects.  Inertia  is  the  measure 
of  gravity,  and  vacuity  presides  in  the  realms  of  motion.  Water 
surges  as  the  ppiston  rises,  aerial  impact  rushes  onto  moving 
planets,  ether  roars  behind  electrie  trains,  the  sponge  absorbs, 
appetite  is  a  monstrous  vacuum — one  sample  is  evidence. 
Perspiration  leaves  room  for  more  water — one  sample  is  evi- 
dence. How  many  billion  tons  of  air  crash  into  the  space  va- 
cated by  a  single  moving  planet — one  sample  is  evidence. 

One  hexagonal  flake  of  snow  is  evidence  of  infinite  snow; 
the  finite  whic  hthe  eye  sees  is  valid  evidence  of  the  infinite  in- 
visible; the  compassion  apprehended  by  the  feelings  is  iner- 
rant  knowledge  of  infinite  compassion;  a  thought  is  a  sample 
of  infinite  mind. 

The  anatomy  of  every  form  of  life  invariantly  conforms  to 
infinite  forms  of  life  of  its  class.  One  specimen  is  evidence 
in  a  compound,  also  in  a  decomposition.  In  feeling  one  sample 
is  evidence — in  feeling  the  finite  is  a  apprehensive  of  the  in- 
finite and  immortal,  apprehensive  of  bblending  of  time  and 
eternity. 

The  evolution  and  involution  of  one  star  is  evidence  for  all 
stars  in  the  universe.  Fermentation  is  the  basis  of  life — one 
specimen  is  evidence;  germinal  unfolding  is  conditioned  in  fer- 
mentation; without  fermentation  digestion  is  not,  without  dis- 
tillation life  is  not;  in  the  vat  digestion  abbides,  in  the  coil  the 
elixir  of  life  is  diffused — one  animate  being  is  evdence.  Ani- 
mate Nature  is  an  infinite  and  eternal  distillery— the  aggre- 
gate of  life  is  inerrantly  evidential.  Fermentation  was  in  such 
bread  as  mother  made;  alcohol  is  distilled  in  the  ripe  grape- 
one  specimen  is  evidence. 
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Shall  I  go  up,  or  forbear?  Should  I  utter  the  truth,  or  keep 
silence?  Shall  I  refrain  in  the  presence  of  perfected  man  to  note 
that  the  Divine  Teacher  of  Nazareth  was  a  wine  maker?  Yae, 
further,  shall  my  pen  waver  in  the  engraftment  of  its  super- 
scription that  Elohlm  are  infinite  managers  of  Distilleries 
Universal— that  the  stomach  is  the  symbolic  fermenting  vat 
and  the  intestines  functionally  the  pattern  the  copper  coil  of 
all  distilleries  under  the  management  of  Infinite  Wisdom?  A 
single  specimen  is  evidence  that  alcohol  infusorially  vibrates  in 
every  phenomena  of  life. 

What  has  been,  is  now;  what  is  now,  will  be  again — the 
acorn  in  my  hand  was  an  acorn  before  it  was  this  acorn;  this 
acorn  is  an  acorn  before  it  will  be  an  acorn — one  specimen  is 
inflinlte  evidence  of  its  class.  The  Infinite  is  in  every  voice,  is 
every  voice  ;ln  every  drop  of  blood,  is  every  drop  of  blood;  in 
every  eye,  is  every  eye,  in  every  apprehension,  is  every  appre- 
hension— the  finite  is  evidence  of  the  infinite.  "I  am  in  the 
Universe,"  saith  Life,  "the  universe  in  me;  whoso  liveth  is  in 
me,  and  I  in  it;  whoso  drinketh  my  blood  and  eateth  my  body 
hath  eternal  life;  in  whose  nostrils  my  breath  is  cast  hath  life, 
whoso  abates  my  breath  hath  death;  for  I  am  life  and  death; 
I  am  oxygen  and  nitrogent,  I  am  biogenesis  and  degenesis, 
growth  and  decay,  evolution  and  involution;  I  am  dynamic 
among  my  srystals,  biodynasnic  in  forms  of  life;  I  am  a  dynamic 
affair  altogether."    One  sample  is  evidence. 

In  nature  below  man  one  specimen  is  evidential  of  its 
class — in  all  crystals,  of  air,  water,  earth,  one  specimen  is 
dynamically  evident;  in  generic  duality  like  generates  like  in 
vegetal  and  animated  forms,  as  obvious  1  nthe  many  species 
of  a  genera  as  in  the  genera  itself;  that  hard  and  green  apples 
are  sour,  one  specimen  is  as  evident  as  a  thousand;  that  the 
falling  apple  is  evidential  of  the  law  of  gravity  though  varlfled 
a  million  ways,  one  sample  is  fully  evidence.  In  nature  at  the 
altitude  of  man  generative  duality  prevails  as  evident  genus 
itself— one  sample  of  the  genesis  man  is  invarlent  evidence  of 
the  genesis  of  the  human  race. 

A  thousand  battlefields  attest  that  rain  follows  the  use  of 
explosives,  yet  one  sample  is  evidence.  Race  through  the  uni- 
verse as  we  may,  with  crucibles,  retors,  microscopes,  telescopes; 
with  botany,  zoology,  biology,  pphllology,  geologgy,  chemistry. 
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anthropology  and  archeology;  with  psychology  facing  and  In- 
terrogating us  at  every  step  and  torn  -each  and  every  phe- 
nomeny  of  Inert  matter,  each  and  every  mode  and  oonditlon 
of  motion,  each  thought  and  emotion  In  man,  expresses  the  truth 
of  existence;  one  sample  Is  evidence. 

With  the  ether  between  the  stars,  with  the  vast  airy  vesti- 
ture  enveloping  the  earth,  with  the  class  relativity  and  with  the 
vibrations  of  life,  what  has  been,  is  now;  what  is  now,  will  be 
again.  Whatsoever  is  individually  true  In  the  present  moment 
is  universally  and  eternally  true  colectlvely  in  specific  classifica- 
tion. With  one  specimen  as  evidence  science  unveils  all  mys- 
tery.   One  sample  of  Compassion  is  evidence  of  God. 
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CHAPTER  21. 
PRAYER  IN  THE  LIGHT  OF  SCIENCE. 

Jesus  of  Nazareth  Shows  the  True  Relations  Between  Man 
and  God.  Written  in  Trance  at  Centralia,  111.,  Dec.  25,  1869. 
Who  shall  say  that  phenomena  are  not  verified  in  prayer? — 
proof  upon  proof  of  all  people  of  all  years  of  the  answer  to 
prayer.  Do  not  the  universal  voices  of  the  prayers  declare  a 
continuity  of  results? — apparent  continuity  of  law — sad  hearts 
made  joyful,  despair  replaced  with  hope,  gloom  dispelled,  the 
weary  revived,  the  languishing  invigorated.  Has  chemstry, 
botany,  astronomy  more  invariable  or  voluminous  evidence  of 
the  identity  of  effects  with  causes? — identity  of  terms  of  propo- 
sitions with  products?  Many  causes  may  contribute  to  joy; 
the  pursuits  of  crimes  and  trespass  may  have  transient  joys; 
but  what  cause  so  powerful  as  prayer  in  restoring  to  gladness 
the  heart  broken  with  grief?  How  many  millions  daily  attest 
the  gladdening  results  of  prayer;  yet  eye  hath  not  seen,  nor 
ear  heard,  nor  hand  touched  this  mysterious  causation — this 
spiritual  phenomena,  of  which  the  mind  and  feelings  take  cog- 
nition, of  which  the  soul  is  conscious,  and  which  moves  the 
human  race  when  all  other  powers  are  futile,  proving  simple, 
familiar,  endurnlg  relations  of  parts  to  a  general  whole,  familiar 
relations  o  fspecial  thought  and  feeling  to  universal  thought 
and  feeling,  familiar  as  the  cohesion  of  particles  to  the  entire 
globe— universal  homogenity  of  relations,  which  admit  of  no 
contradiction.  The  gladdening  results  of  prayer  demnostrates 
universal  truth  because  the  results  are  aways  true  to  the  con- 
ditions of  the  act,  and  are  Invariably  followed  by  cognizable 
quantity  of  intrinsic  and  arbitrary  value — as  cognizable  as  that 
moisture,  according  to  quantity,  revives  drooping  veget&ton 
or  that  heat,  .definitely,  is  essential  to  fermation.  To 
those  who  have  known  sorrow,  to  those  in  grief  from  death 
or  misfortune,  to  bereaved  widows  and  orphans,  to  aged  man 
bent  down  by  the  weight  of  poverty  and  distress,  to  the  sick 
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whose  hold  on  life  weakens  day  by  day,  to  the  disappointed 
and  despairing  wanderer,  prayer  has  ever  been  an  unfailing 
source  of  consolation,  restoration  and  comfort.  Comfort  and 
consolation  are  phenomena  emotional  to  feeing,  as  distinctly 
cognizable  as  objects  of  sight,  taste  or  hearing,  and,  often  re- 
peated, become  Constants  to  the  understanding,  as  plain  as 
mathematical  equivalents. 

That  prayer  gladdens  the  heart,  is  no  guess  at  truth, 
requiring  hypotheses  and  arguments,  deductions  and  conclu- 
sions, but  an  irresistible  fact,  carrying  with  it  the  prestige 
of  self-evidence.  It  has  not  even  the  lameness  of  a  real  hy- 
pothesis, requiring  deductions  to  determine  it  sposition;  but  a 
complete  phenomenon,  ordinary,  usual,  free  from  contingencies 
when  the  terms  are  equal  to  the  desired  result.  Why  prayer 
gladdens  the  heart  may  be  as  difficult  to  explain  as  why  birds 
sing,  but  that  just  as  certain  as  that  birds  sing,  just  as  cer- 
tain as  twice  two  are  four;  and,  this  usual  effect  has  been 
registered  on  consciousness  through  many  ages.  The  in- 
quirer after  truth  cannot  pass  by  the  conscious  effects  of 
prayer  unnoticed  in  a  system  of  logic  that  embraces  univers- 
al. It  is  not  an  assured  agent  In  Nature,  but  a  ready,  active, 
potential  habit  In  man,  as  pertinent  as  breathing,  hunger  or 
thirst;  its  causes  are  equal  to  its  effects;  its  factors  are  in 
man,  and  its  equations  so  regular  as  to  be  thooughly  suscep- 
tible if  interpretation. 

Continuous  cognition  becomes  the  basis  of  judgment  in 
every  scientific  inquiry.  Judgment  Identifies  and  classifies 
past  effects  of  the  same  class  and  character.  With  prayer, 
as  with  every  object  of  cognition,  a  single  effect  is  initiative 
of  a  theory,  which,  carried  to  cumulative  effects,  and  synthe- 
tically gegneralized,  establishes  a  veritable  conception  a  ecr- 
tltude.  Recognition  by  feeling,  sometimes  named  intuition, 
but  which  is  a  kind  of  material  clairvoyance,  bordering  on 
spiritual  insight,  is  in  effect  absolutely  supersensuous,  though 
reducible  to  sensation  by  intuition,  intuition  being  a  mental 
conduit,  as  sensation  is  a  material  conduit  between  subjects 
and  objects. 

In  the  study  of  prayer,  a  recognition  of  the  invisible  as 
well  as  the  visible  effects  are  essential  in  arriving  at  a  veri- 
fied conception     It  is  even  so  with  the  study    of    any    branch 
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of  science — mathematics,  chemistry,  geology,  physiology  or 
botany — from  visible  effects  alone  knowledge  is  superficial 
and  frequently  misleading;  the  ideal  circle  or  the  ideal  square 
alone  are  perfect,  and  without  the  ideals  of  geology,  astromony 
and  geometery  knowledge  in  those  directions  would  be  with- 
out system  and  general  application.  Mathematics  deal  purely 
with  quantities,  real  and  ideal,  oblivious  to  quality  in  essential 
combination;  astronomy  attends  upon  planetary  motions  and 
magnitudes,  not  entering  into  composite  structure;  chemistry 
interests  itself  in  the  analysis  and  synthesis  of  lifeless  matter, 
and  is  prophetic  of  elemental  affinity  without  revelation  of  it; 
and  in  every  phasis  biology  fails  to  deal  with  the  spirit  that 
makes  life  possible. 

What  is  truth?  is  an  old  question;  and  the  only  answer 
that  any  science  gives,  is— 4nvariate  terms  with  '"invariate 
products;  invariate  conditions  under  which  phenomena  uni- 
formly occur;  under  special  conditions  special  phenomena  are 
always  present — when  universal  condiitons  are  diclosed  to  con- 
sciousness, with  uniform  phenomena  universally  recognized, 
the  cencept  of  universal  law  is  irresistible,  a  translation  of 
hetrogeneous  facts  into  homogeneous  relations.  Is  not  this  a 
sufficient  answer  to  the  question?  Pilate  may  have  easily 
answered  it  had  he  noticed  ordinary  signs — that  happiness  is 
the  homogenity  of  agreeable  things,  that  a  condition  of 
heaven  is  the  product  of  pleasant  things  associated,  that  im- 
mortality is  the  reverse  of  mortality,  that  the  fulfillment  of 
the  Mosaic  law  is  a  reign  of  brotherly  love;  that  unhappiness 
is  the  prevalence  of  disagreeable  things,  that  a  condition  of 
misery  is  the  product  of  unpleasant  things  associated,  that 
the  things  of  the  flesh  belong  strictly  to  the  flesh,  and  the 
things  of  mind  strictly  to  the  mind — that  every  product  is 
exactly  equal  to  its  factors  involved. 

The  investigator  of  material  phenomena  on  a  strictly 
senuous  hypothesis  will  question  the  efficacy  of  prayer  on 
the  ground  that  the  search  for  evidence  extends  beyond  the 
data  of  experience,  unless  he  accepts  the  mutations  of  feeling 
as  legitimate  experience.  But  what  inquiry  even  of  material 
things  does  not  overleap  the  boundaries  of  the  five  senses? 
Suppose  we  grant  to  experimental  knowledge  all  the  combined 
resources  of  memory,   still   it   lays   no   claim   whatever  upon 
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analysis  or  synthesis — the  senses  draw  no  comparisons  fur- 
ther than  distinguishing  between  the  agreeable  and  the  offen- 
sive, which  trait  is  as  noticeable  in  dumb  animals  as  in  man. 
The  searcher  for  knowledge  drops  his  material  instruments 
the  moment  he  enters  upon  the  work  of  comparison  andcaus- 
aHty — the  astronomer  leaves  his  telescope  to  revel  in  the  im- 
agery of  analogy,  peopling  innumerable  worlds  with  thinking 
beings;  he  concludes  that  similar  atmospheric  and  surface  con- 
ditions of  any  star  with  those  of  the  earth  will  result  in  simi- 
lar forms  of  life.  Could  he  have  arrive*  at  such  a  conclusion 
without  ratiocination?  Tet  he  may  validly  claim  that  his 
reasoning  rests  upon  the  basis  of  experiment.  But  does  a  thing 
necessarily  represent  its  basis?  Fire  may  be  the  basis  of 
smoke  or  water  the  basis  of  life,  yet  smoke  has  no  resemb- 
lance to  fire,  nor  do  living  forms  resemble  water.  Is  there 
anything  in  Nature  a  type  of  its  foundation? — trees  and  flowers 
have  no  resemblance  to  rocks  and  soil;  with  soil  and  rocks 
and  no  co-opeprating  atmosphere  there  would  be  no  trees  or 
flowers.  With  material  phenomena  and  no  co-operating  rea- 
son there  would  be  no  mathematics  and  astronomies.  An- 
alogy may  rest  upon  experience,  while  being  in  itself  purely 
analogy,  as  the  cult  of  science  may  rest  upon  analogy  while 
being  in  itself  pure  science  cognisable  without  the  sight  of 
its  foundation.  The  conception  of  10  does  not  involve  a 
formal  recognition  of  the  factors,  7  plus  3,  6  plus  4,  2  plus  8 
or  5  plus  6;  the  conception  is  simply  10  units.  So  of  any  pure 
concept, — a  red  rose,  cold  ice,  hot  fire,  a  fine  view,  a  happy 
thought.  The  truth  about  prayer,  or  immortality,  or  God, 
or  the  universe  in  part  or  whole,  is  tantamount  to  any  other 
certitude— that  this  or  that  thing  exists,  in  parts  and  whole, 
conceivable  and  perceivable.  Mind  perceives  mind,  feelings 
perceive  feelings,  love  mingles  with  love,  spirit  with  spirit,  mat- 
ter with  matter.  The  universe  is  mathematical — numbers 
run  in  classifications;  we  do  not  say  a  flock  of  seven  doves 
and  eleven  buzzards,  nor  a  group  of  five  devils  and  nine 
angles;  things  in  any  state  of  nature  are  grouped,  in  all  cal- 
culations; gold  by  itself,  brass  by  itself.  In  prayer  the  spirit 
seeks  spiritual  classification,  leaving  the  flesh  its  own  dif- 
ferent classification — renders  to  mind  things  mental,  to  mat- 
ter whatever  belongs  to  matter.    In  drawing  the  line  of  dls- 
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Unction  the  prayer  apprehends  the  changed  condition  of 
mind  and  feelings,  recognizes  the  change  as  plain  as  the 
senses  observe  variations  of  temperature;  the  observer  per- 
ceives in  the  prayer's  manner,  tone,  speech  and  babbits  a 
changed  identity  similar  to  change  in  others  who  resort  to 
prayer  in  similar  stages  and  conditions  of  life.  This  change 
in  the  man's  individuality  may  be  termed  a  change  of  heart, 
as  the  body  is  directed  by  the  mind  to  alter  its  course  of 
habits,  the  blood  flows  to  a  different  purpose,  and  the  feelings 
are  turned  in  a  different  direction.  The  grouping  of  these 
effects,  accumulated  through  much  time  and  from  many  per- 
sons, their  successive  identification  and  persistent  invaria- 
bility of  terms  to  product,  irresistibility  impress  jcognltion  with 
the  certainty  that,  not  only  the  conditions  and  results  of  prayer 
have  existence,  special  and  general,  but  also  that  such  existence 
is  universal. 

There  are  other  realities  about  prayer  which  rise  above 
the  sphere  of  axiomatic  definition.  Objectively,  a  man  in 
prayer  appears  to  be  in  prayer,  is  perceived  to  be  so;  that  ap- 
pearance and  perception  are  existencles.  Subjectively,  a  man 
in  prayer  is  conscious  of  being  in  prayer;  conscious  that  condi- 
tion of  being  and  conception  are  also  existencles.  Here  are 
formed  a  group  of  facts  having  relations  variously  cognizable; 
are  they  less  ifacts  than  observation  that  water  is  clear  or  roily, 
or  to  feel  pain  from  Indigestion  or  relief  from  rheumatism? 
That  there  are  variations  concerning  spiritual  phenomena,  is 
true,  as  all  phenomena  vary  as  the  terms  producing  them  are 
variant;  but  given  specially  lnvariate  terms  there  follows  special 
invariate  results.  As  purity  of  separation  is  the  test  of  assay- 
ing metals,  and  in  corrosive  metals  remain  corrosive  from  a 
lack  of  complete  separation,  so  the  spirit  of  man  remains 
impure,  however  much  the  prayer,  if  the  interests  of  the  body 
are  not  wholly  divorced  from  the  interests  of  the  soul.  Prayer 
makes  the  heart  glad,  is  the  statement  of  a  true  ideal,  but  as 
a  truth  it  remains  contingent  upon  conditions:  If  the  soul  is 
absorbed  in  prayer  while  the  feelings  are  stained  with  malice, 
the  result  must  be  acccording  to  such  conditions — the  exact 
amount  of  malice  in  the  heart  will  appear  in  the  answer;  what 
is  true  of  the  terms  is  true  of  the  product.  God  is  the  object  In 
prayer  and  man  the  subject;  to  man  God  is  a  factor  in  prayer, 
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responding  as  invoked:  "Whatsoever  ye  ask  ye  shall  receive/ 
If  the  object  is  idealized  as  cannibal,  vengeful,  partial  or  sen- 
sual; pure,  loving,  merciful  or  beneficient;  and  the  subject  is 
negative  to  any  one  or  more  of  these  attributes,  then  the  result 
of  prayer  is  neccessarily  in  keeping  with  the  idealized  factors 
of  object  and  subject.  It  is  on  this  principle  that  flowers  yield 
honey  to  one  Insect  and  poison  to  another.  Prayer  thus  abos- 
lutely  results  in  an  equation  of  terms;  if  the  object  is  idealized 
as  imperfect,  the  subject  is  not  wholly  negative,  and  the  result 
is  contlgent;  but  if  the  object  is  idelalzed  as  perfect  the  subject 
is  wholly  negative,  and  the  result  is  a  real  truth,  on  the  prin- 
ciple of  homogenity  of  parts  to  whole.  Hypocrisy,  self  interest, 
injustice  or  carnal  desires  carried  into  prayer,  being  in  defiance 
of  and  positive  to  universal  homogenity  of  parts,  a  vitiated  re- 
sult necessarily  follows  the  vitiated  cause,  and  is  palpably 
a  contingent  truth,  the  terms  in  cause  equaling  the  conse- 
quence. This  prayer  may  or  may  not  always  gladden  the  heart, 
as  the  conditions  set  up  by  the  one  praying  harmonize  with  or 
vary  from  universal  requirements  ot  resiprocity. 

The  gods  are  not  listless  to  their  devotees;  their  talk, 
though  inaudible  to  sensation,  is  overheard  by  many  souls,  in 
dreams,  imagination  and  illusions  of  fancy,  in  the  frown  of  for- 
tinue,  the  wail  of  lost  love  and  the  moan  of  sorrow;  in  the  vilest 
social  ties  there  is  some  joy  midst  disorder.  To  the  pale  chem- 
ist at  his  crucible,  theorems  flash  before  his  eyes  that  supplant 
old  beliefs;  tales  are  told  in  observatories  of  continuities  that 
startle  observers;  in  the  hearts  broken  and  forlorn  the  choral 
of  chastity  is  chanted;  and  whether  the  bandit  steals  a  horse 
or  the  tailor  a  remnant,  an  ivisible  presence  startles  and 
quickens  the  spirit.  Infinite  data  of  realizations  cluster  around 
every  soul  that  meditates;  a  friend  just  dead  suddenly  passes 
through  the  mind,  some  disaster  is  felt,  a  mother  dreams  of  a 
daughter's  coffin,  a  marriage  feast  visits  the  slumbering  maid — 
illusions,  mayhap,  but  the  impression  is  a  realty;  it  is  fixed  in- 
dellibly  upon  the  spirit,  and  is  a  true  condition  so  tfar  as  the 
impression  affects  the  memory.  Truth,  so  often  claimed  as  the 
product  of  reason  and  experience,  is  not  their  product  in  any 
respect,  but  has  perpetual  existence,  which  consciousness,  as- 
sisted by  the  agency  of  reason,  apprehends.  Things  per  se  as- 
sume no  new  forms  or  relations  from  the  presence  of  experl- 
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ence  and  reason;  leopards  spots  are  the  same  with  or  without 
human  reason,  vesslcles  are  the  same;  realties  are  the  same 
before  as  after  consciousness  has  made  its  experiments.  The 
actual  condition  of  any  thing,  thought,  feeling  or  emotion  is  a 
true  condition,  and  the  relations  of  things,  thoughts,  feelings 
and  emotions  are  always  true  to  the  conditions  of  the  factors  to 
the  relations. 

Each  living  thing  is  a  symbol  of  the  sum  of  all  life  and  mind, 
as  life  and  mind  coordinate  in  each  degree  of  vital  development, 
reciprocity  varying  in  accord  with  condition.  If  the  purpose  of 
prayer  is  happiness,  the  qualities  which  constitute  happiness 
must  necessarily  have  exclusive  existence  in  the  factors — sincer- 
ity will  not  coordinate  with  dissimulation,  nor  love  with  hate, 
nor  faith  with  perfidy.  The  chemist  whose  purpose  is  to  secure 
pure  water  will  not  unite  oxygen  and  nitrogen;  the  gravity 
analysis  of  water  gives  oxygen  eight  parts  and  hydrogen  one 
part  and  their  union  is  water.  What  is  the  analysis  of  glad- 
ness? Do  we  not  find  sincerity,  love,  faith,  hope,  duty,  harmony? 
Are  lying,  theft,  hate,  perjury,  deception,  dishonor,  despair, 
treachery  and  hypocrisy  found  in  the  constituents  of  gladness? 
Rather  do  not  these  elements  constitute  the  factors  of  misery 
and  sorrow? 

Unless  logic  is  at  fault  spiritual  affinities  maintain  coordina- 
tion similar  to  the  affinities  of  matter,  and  those  who  pray  will 
realize  spiritual  results  in  accord  with  the  terms  of  the  prayers, 
the  elements  of  joy  or  sorrow  preceding  the  result.  The  bigot 
in  going  to  Rome  returns  a  bigot  still;  the  hypocrite  who  prays 
rmains  a  hypocrite.  As  in  all  known  problems  the  factors  equal 
the  product,  so  in  prayer— those  things  which  cause  misery 
must  be  discarded  before  prayer  makes  the  heart  glad.  Can 
the  physician  cure  a  fever  without  a  change  in  the  condition 
of  the  body?— neither  can  prayer  make  the  heart  light  that  is 
heavy  with  sin.  A  change  of  heart  from  sin  to  purity  is  the 
great  necessity  before  terms  of  happiness  are  secured. 

Adaptation  is  the  rule  that  verifies  the  relations  of  all 
things,  material  or  spiritual;  like  causes,  like  results,  follow 
in  every  activity;  men  invoke  and  receive  from  nature  a  re- 
plenishment of  expended  qualities— of  passion,  emotion,  love, 
hate;  of  their  entire  catalogue  of  sins  and  virtues,  and  ever 
find  nature  responsive  and  adequate  in  supply.     If  corruption 
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is  sought,  the  resources  are  inexhaustible;  if  purity,  the  foun- 
tain is  unfailing;  if  hate,  discord,  craft  and  sorrow,  there  is 
plenty;  if  love,  Joy,  peace  and  pleasure,  natures  bounty  is  mani- 
fold; whatever  is  asked,  each  receives  according  to  deserts — 
language  may  dissemble,  but  the  condition  of  the  heart  is  irre- 
vokably  the  measure  of  merit 

There  is  a  universal  axiom  that  first  impressions  are  true, 
though  the  senses  and  language  often  render  a  contrary  judg- 
ment. These  impressions  lead  to  another  axiom,  that  realities 
in  nature  are  what  the  spirit  feels  them  to  be.  Persons  of  pray- 
erful habits  observe  an  Intuitive  feeling  by  which  they  know 
the  goodness  of  God;  a  feeling  clearly  distinct  from  the  recogni- 
tion of  feelings  of  sensation,  and  which  is  identified  as  distinct- 
ively a  spiritual  feeling,  in  which  spiritual  conceptions  are 
formed,  and  which  is  never  misleading,  because  a  happifyiug 
effect  always  results  from  it.  Scientific  inquiry  into  the  expe- 
riences of  sensate  feelings  is  not  so  fortunate,  as  by  them  the 
mind  is  often  seriously  misled.  In  fact,  sensate  experience  has 
always  misled  the  mind,  by  setting  up  errors  as  truths  which 
have  caused  infinite  trouble,  even  wars,  rapine  and  massacre. 
How  much  blood  has  been  shed  over  disputes  about  the  earth's 
age  and  formation,  its  position  and  relations;  yet  sensate  expe- 
rience, which  philosophers  call  the  foundation  of  knowledge, 
gave  the  erroneous  statements  which  caused  the  trouble;  It 
gave  the  erroneous  ideas  regarding  electricity,  the  sun,  moon 
and  stars,  and  regarding  time,  space  and  duration;  it  establishes 
a  systm  of  logic  according  to  finite  priclples,  beginning  and  end- 
ing of  creative  energy,  etc.,  and  what  misery  and  war  it  made  in 
defense  of  those  prlnicples,  until  spiritual  feeling  and  intuition 
evolved  the  logic  of  universal  and  infinite  principles.  Forever 
and  ever,  the  synonym  of  infinitely,  is  an  lntution  of  an  infinite 
principle — the  concept  of  Gautama's  wheel  of  faith  or  Christ's 
eteranl  life — the  certitude  of  spirit,  not  the  vacillation  of  mat- 
ter. 

The  spirit  is  ever  intuiting  perpetual  identity,  while  the  per- 
ceptions of  the  senses  alone  discern  only  limitation.  Sensate 
knowledge  was  in  error  many  thousand  years  concerning  the 
earths  age  and  form,  and  made  a  desperate  struggle  before  sur- 
rendering to  the  revelations  of  intuitive  demonstration.  Spirit- 
ual feeling  points  to  infinity,  to  universale;  material  sensations, 
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to  limitation,  to  specials — the  former  leads  to  one  class  at 
truths,  the  latter  to  another;  the  coordination  of  intuition  and 
sensation  lead  to  all  truth.  Intuition  reflects  universal  order; 
sensation  ,the  chaos  of  transition. 

Whatever  our  thoughts,  whatver  our  knowledge  gained 
from  experience,  reason  ever  thus  to  the  feelings  for  the  final 
registry  of  truth.  In  the  secret  council  chamber  of  spiritual 
feeling  are  the  errors  o  sensation  corrected.  All  power  comes 
from  secrecy — from  the  Inwardly  hidden  germ  of  the  acorn 
dynamically  unfolds  outwardly  the  leviathan  otf  the  forest;  from 
the  abyss  of  ether  dynamically  rolls  the  fiery  thunderbolt; 
from  the  hermits  solitude  issues  the  crystalized  mandates  of 
law. 

The  powers  of  mind  come  from  secrecy — from  the  inwardly 
hidden  soul  of  man  unfolds  outwardly  the  laws  that  govern  men ; 
language,  mechanism,  art,  science,  literature,  religion.  Though  i, 
feeling,  reason,  consciousness  love  and  emotion  all  dwell  m 
deep  silence,  but  reveal  their  existences  through  sensation. 
They  abide  with  their  kind,  universal  thought,  feeing,  reason, 
conscousnes8,  love  and  emotion.  Their  judgments  are  formed 
in  their  abode,  made  up  from  their  silently  verified  phenomena. 
As  parts  they  are  homogeneous  and  reciprocally  negative  to 
their  whole. 

The  soul  of  man  in  prayer  is  in  reciprocity  with  God;  it  is 
humble,  negative  to  the  whole.  As  the  whole  matter  cares  for 
each  atom,  so  God  cares  for  each  soul — "knowetfc  what  things 
ye  have  need  of  before  ye  ask  him.'*  If  God  is  in  secret,  who 
would  search  for  him  openly?  If  a  thing  is  hidden  in  a  house, 
should  we  look  for  it  on  the  highways?  The  judgment  of  the 
soul  is  that  God  is  invisible  to  the  senses,  mind  only  being  visi- 
ble to  mind.  "When  you  pray,"  says  the  Soul  of  Truth,  "go  into 
your  closet  and  shut  the  door;  then  pray  to  God  who  is  in  secret, 
who  sees  in  secret,  and  who  will  respond  openly." 

Open  and  verbal  praying  not  coordinating  with  spiritual 
offlnity,  is  deflected  from  its  object,  and  recoils  upon  sensation. 
The  judgment  of  logic  is  that  thought  is  not  visible  to  the  senses, 
though  its  action  openly  cooperates  with  them.  The  powers  of 
conception  being  resolved  by  the  terms  of  the  proposition,  and 
speech,  being  sound,  coordinates  only  with  the  sense  of  hearing, 
and  thought,  being  silent,  coordinates  only  with  thought,  there- 
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fore  speech  In  prayer  is  superfluous  irreciprocal  with  and  Inap- 
propriate to  it*  object 

Both  from  the  facts  of  experience  and  the  revelations  of 
reason  the  conclusion  is  irresistible  that  the  results  of  prayer 
vary  according  to  individual  conditions,  which  parallels  diversity 
of  phenomena  in  prayer  with  diversity  of  phenomena  in  other 
subjects  of  inquiry.  It  accords  with  the  axiom  that  each  truth 
Is  a  link  in  the  infinite  chain  of  truth. 

Whatver  be  the  means  of  cognition,  whether  more  or  less 
of  sensation  or  intuition;  at  all  events  by  the  cooperation  of 
consciousness  with  the  senses  the  ultimate  of  exactitude  resides 
in  mental  construction — In  the  ideals  of  mathematics,  astron- 
omy, biology,  cosmogony  and  psychology.  The  phases  of  actual 
cognition  make  no  appeal  to  argument.  "I  think'*  is  as  evident 
as  "fire  burns,"  and  "I  feel"  as  certain  as  3  plus  7  equals  10. 
In  another  chapter  is  recorded  a  dream,  the  scenes  of  which 
were  identified  with  the  selge  of  Vlcksburg;  those  scenes  were 
mental  concepts  purely,  verified  by  mental  cognition  through 
the  senses.  By  mental  construction,  in  cooperation  with  visual 
phenomena  the  orbits  of  planets  and  their  relations  in  the  solar 
system  are  revealed  to  the  mind,  and  by  which  planetary  dis- 
tances are  approximated,  eclipses  predicted,  and  the  duration 
of  cometary  evolution  ascertained. 

In  astromony  or  chemistry,  as  in  biology,  the  arrival  at 
truth  has  been  through  the  separation  of  what  is  constant  from 
what  is  variable,  and  the  results  of  such  separation  dis- 
tinguishes between  real  and  contingent  truth.  In  the  separation 
of  gold  and  silver  from  corrosive  metals  the  results  are  uniform, 
and  therefore  constants,  and  so  with  the  separation  of  vari- 
ous elements — in  constants  universals  are  revealed.  The  ques- 
tion then  arises,  Do  the  methods  for  the  discovery  of  truth  in 
matter  also  apply  to  mind?  If  so,  and  prayer,  being  a  phenomena 
of  mind,  no  other  methods  are  necessary  for  its  analysis  than 
those  used  in  the  physical  sciences.  Thus  to  learn  what  is 
universally  true  regarding  prayer  consists  in  the  separation  of 
what  is  constant  from  what  is  variable — establishing  what  is 
universal.  Where  shall  the  line  of  separation  be  drawn?  The 
soul  says  that  God  is  a  spirit,  hears  and  sees  only  in  the  silence 
of  secrecy;  that  man  has* a  spiritual  body  and  a  material  body, 
and  the  things  of  the  spirit  concern  the  spirit,  and  'the  things 

264 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


of  the  flesh  concern  the  flesh;  that  the  soul  which  prays  in 
secrecy,  oblivious  to  the 'interests  of  the  flesh,  will  be  rewarded 
openly,  the  outward  life  representing  humility,  charity,  faithful- 
ness, brotherly  love,  peace,  good  fellowship.  There  are  bodies 
of  people  who  have  ezeclsed  this  (method  of  prayer,  Quakers 
and  Shakers,  the  primitive  Christians,  and  many  church  com- 
municants who  lead  peaceful  anl  unselfish  lives.  Their  actions 
openly  exhibit  humility, 'cheerfulness,  gladness,  fraternity;  free- 
dom from  adultery,  trespass,  covetousness,  theft,  robbery  and 
killing.  In  their  prayers  were  several  constants,  idealising  uni- 
versals.  "Our  father'*  Idealized  the  constant  of  (priority  in  the 
generative  principle,  as  conceived  in  spirit  and  perceived  in 
matter;  "who  art  in  heaven"  idealized  a  condition  of  joy  in  the 
factor  prayer  to;  "hallowed  be  thy  name*'  idealized  worthship 
and  love  in  the  object;  "thy  kingdom  come"  idealized  benefi- 
cence in  law  from  the  object;  "thy  will  be  done  In  flesh  as  in 
spirit"  idealized  conciliation  to  the  generative  principle,  a  con- 
dition of  joy,  love,  honor,  beneficience.  "Forgive  us  our  sins'* 
idealized  in  the  subject  a  desire  of  worthiness,  for  a  condition 
of  joy,  love,  honor  and  benflcence;  /as  we 'forgive  those  who 
sin  against  us"  Idealized  a  will  in  the  subject  to  act  toward 
others  in  a  spirit  of  fellowship,  honor  and  beneficence;  "deliver 
us  from  evil"  idealizes  a  desire  and  trust  of  guidance  from  condi- 
tions the  reverse  of  joy,  love,  honor  and  beneficence;  "thine  be 
the  glory'  iealizes  gratitude  for  joy,  love,  honor  and  beneficence; 
"forever  and  ever"  supplements  priority  with  eternity  in  the 
generative  principle.  In  this  analysis  of  secret  prayer  are 
found  the  composition  of  two  factors,  object  and  subject,  as  ho- 
mogeneous to  each  other.  Whether  the  results  of  their  union 
are  numerous  enough  to  form  universal  contsants,  and  there- 
fore real  truth,  is  left  for  the  reader  to  determine.  "Give  us 
our  daily  bread"  idealizes  not  only  an  essential  reciprocity  of 
spirit  and  matter  but  shows  recognition  of  the  existence  of  and 
the  right  to  life's  sustaining  resources. 

If  there  is  enough  evidence  in  the  lives  of  those  who  have 
pursued  silent  prayer,  as  herein  signified,  to  establish  a  con- 
sciouness  that  the  conclusion  is  self-evident,  then  the  reason- 
ing is  valid. 

The  proof  of  anything  is  its  own  testimony,  of  thought,  feel- 
ing, pain  or  pleasure;  and  the  succession  of  the  same  effects 
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from  the  same  causes  is  science.  But  all  proof  has  dependence — 
upon  things  themselves  and  conscious  conception.  Knowledge 
is  without  basis,  and  therefore  without  existence  in  the  absence 
of  consciousness;  but  in  conjunction  with  consciousness  the 
senses  serve  as  instrumental  agencies  in  mental  development 

There  is  another  method  of  prayer,  the  reverse  of  secrecy, 
which  the  spirit  regards  as  not  homogeneous  to  its  object  Its 
manner  is  open  and  its  utterances  verbal,  aiming  toward  and 
reaching  sensation.  The  position  of  one  man  raised  above  his 
fellows  as  an  instructor  is  necessarily  positive,  and,  in  some  re- 
spects  arrogant  If,  in  performing  prayer  while  in  such  posi- 
tion, in  a  manner  to  be  heard  by  men  the  condition  of  the  man, 
is  essentially  positive  and  arrogant,  then  arrogant  is  the  result 
In  one  age  of  the  world  the  verbal  method  of  prayer  exhibited 
such  universal  positiveness;  arbitrariness,  presumption  and  arro- 
gance as  to  meet  the  condemnation  of  a  highly  spiritualized 
and  moral  teacher,  who  characterized  the  method  as  that  of 
hyporites,  pretenders,  serpents  and  vipers,  who  made  long 
prayers  for  personal  display,  and  the  people  thus  praying  de- 
voured the  substance  of  widows  and  orphans! 

The  wars  of  Europe,  during  a  decade  of  centuries,  in  which 
the  victims  of  fraternal  hate  are  numbered  by  millions,  were 
participated  in  and  conducted  by  those  accustomed  to  verbal 
praying,  and  in  most  cases  approved  or  fostered  by  priests  who 
prayed  aloud  in  their  churches.  The  success  of  British  arms 
in  the  war  against  the  peace-loving  American  colnles  was  loudly 
prayed  for  in  England's  pulpits,  and  the  army  of  priests  who 
prayed  loud  in  France  and  Spain  approved  and  participated  In 
the  horrors  of  the  Inquisition  and  the  massacre  of  St  Bartholo- 
mew. Under  the  sound  of  loud  praying  in  America  grew  up  a 
rank  fraternal  hate  which  roused  four  millions  of  men  to  mortal 
combat  midst  grief  and  tears,  from  the  bereaved,  and  from  pul- 
pits on  either  side  of  the  conflict  echoed  loud  appeals  to  God 
for  victory  in  the  sanguinary  struggle. 

Facts  must  accumulate  as  they  occur  concerning  outward 
and  verbal  demonstration  of  holy  communion.  ''Religion/'  says 
Emerson,  "cannot  rise  above  the  state  of  the  votary;  the  god 
of  hypocrisy  will  be  a  hypocrite;  that  of  cannibalism,  a  canni- 
bal; that  of  the  crusader,  an  extortioner"— the  condition  of  the 
devotee  is  the  guage  of  religious  status;  if  arrongant,  the  effect 
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is  religious  intolerance;  if  positive,  the  effect  is  bigotry;  if 
avaricious,  the  religion  is  threatening,  extortionate,  vengeful. 
The  pompous  worship  in  Greece  resulted  in  threats  that  the 
dleties  would  have  their  ears  cut  off  if  the  treasury  was  empty; 
the  cannibals  flogged  their  gods  when  affairs  were  unfavorable. 
In  the  bloody  crusade  of  Richard  I  the  king  taunts  God  with  per- 
fidy, treachery  and  cowardice,  when  fears  of  failure  appear. 
Among  the  verbal  worshippers  of  early  Greece,  Rome,  Egypt 
and  mediaeval  Brittain,  when  sensuality  and  vulgarity  were  un- 
restrained, the  lustful  charms  of  women  were  foremost  emblems 
of  solemn  devotion. 

Of  modern  times,  with  verbal  worship  universal,  "the  re- 
ligions of  men/'  says  Emerson,  "are  either  unmanly,  or  childish 
and  effeminating — the  fatal  trait  is  the  divorce  between  religion 
and  morality — churches  that  proscribe  Intellect,  and  in  decent 
populations  the  whiteness  of  rituals  are  covers  to  scarlet  in- 
dulgencies."  Without  the  moral  law  as  the  only  chief  element 
of  importance,  the  mystic  offices  of  Christian  fellowship  pass 
away  from  the  churches,  leaving  Christ  to  the  rabble  on  his 
merit  as  a  moral  teacher.  The  world  is  not  slow  to  observe  the 
stuatlon — sacredotal  pomp  and  arrogance  are  inimical  to  the 
vital  coherence  of  the  elements  of  universal  brotherhood. 
Such  situation  is  an  effect.  On  any  hypothesis  of  reason,  it 
had  causes  exactly  equal  to  the  effect.  What  are  the  causes 
that  produced  such  a  prodigious  quotient  of  moral  decay  as 
lays  under  the  shadows  of  christian  churches? 

The  spirit  of  inspiration  fixes  the  causes  of  moral  decay  in 
the  abrogation  of  the  moral  law  as  given  to  Moses  by  Egyptian 
culture.  The  question  now  addresses  itself  to  science,  to  know 
the  interpretation  of  reason.  The  analysis  is  simple,  because 
the  facts  are  known.  In  brief,  the  moral  law,  comprising  abso- 
lute universals,  commands  love  for  humanity  without  exception, 
social  purity  without  exception,  compassion  without  exception, 
honesty  without  exception,  faithfulness  without  exception,  social 
protection  without  exception,  charity  without  exception,  honor 
without  exception — the  antithesis,  its  abrogation,  consists  in 
universals  antagonistic  to  universal  love,  universal  purity,  uni- 
versal honesty,  universal  faithfulness,  universal  helpfulness, 
universal  charity,  universal  honor.  Only  such  facts  as  are  of 
general  cognition  can  appear  as  universals,  and  are  necessarily 
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collected  from  modern  history,  and  form  peoples  accustomed  to 
audible  devotion. 

The  statistics  of  modern  prisons  show  that  over  90  per  cent 
of  the  worlds  criminals  were  accustmoed  to  audible  prayer — 
their  number  aggregating  over  100,000,000  in  one  hundred  years. 
The  trials  of  clergymen  for  adultery  or  embezzlement  during 
the  past  century  aggregate  into  thousands.  The  hatreds,  ex- 
pressed both  in  words  and  deeds  from  religious  sects  which 
engage  in  audible  prayer  have  gone  on  record  as  unceasing  and 
at  times  violent,  and  many  new  and  weak  sects  found  their 
houses  of  assembly  reduced  to  ashes  by  the  hands  of  those  who 
engage  in  audible  prayer. 

Christ  was  a  heretic  to  Jewish  loud  praying,  yet  audible 
worshippers  executed  torture  and  death  for  difference  of  opinion 
in  the  early  history  of  Massachusetts,  and  Quakers  or  Catholics 
were  a  long  time  menaced  with  violence  throughout  New  Eng- 
land. It  was  verbal  worshippers,  who  persecuted  Universalists 
not  ten  decades  ago;  who  dragged  Garrison,  with  a  rope  around 
his  neck,  through  the  streets  of  Boston. 

It  is  by  the  sanction  of  audible  worshippers  that  vice  is 
licensed  In  cities  of  both  hemispheres. 

The  history  of  financial  defalcation  and  embezzlement  in 
America  places  those  crimes  in  nearly  every  instance  at  the 
doors  of  those  accustomed  to  audible  prayer. 

Among  the  many  thousands  of  professional  gamblers  the 
general  answer  is  that  they  have  been  attendants  upon  audible 
worship. 

The  records  of  murders,  suicides,  thefts,  arson,  bigamy, 
adultery,  robbery,  Infanticide  and  rape,  show  that  over  95  per 
cent  of  the  criminals  were  either  professed  Christians  or  were 
reared  under  the  customs  of  audible  prayer. 

Here  is  citation  of  phenomena  enough  and  more  pertinent 
facts,  if  justly  applied,  than  ever  astronomer  had  in  calculating 
an  eclipse  to  the  fraction  of  a  minute;  more  than  the  geologist 
has  to  found  a  science. 

If  the  analysis  of  moral  inversion  proves  anything,  it  is 
that  the  real  character,  in  the  aggregate,  of  those  who  engage 
in  audible  prayer  has  been  represented  in  the  product;  that,  in 
reality,  the  audible  worshippers  were  actuated  sufficiently  with 
the  spirit  of  unholiness,  which  lay  behind  their  verbal  masks  of 
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holiness,  to  exactly  produce  the  results;  that  they  were  actuated 
by  an  education  to  hate  some — those  of  other  sects  than  their 
own,  Jews,  prosylites,  infidels,  etc,  as  Protestants  hate  Catho- 
lics or  Catholics  hate  Protestants;  that  the  moral  law,  to 
love,  honor  and  cherish  all  mankind  was  not  wholly  graven  on 
the  hearts  of  the  worshippers;  that  arrogance  has  long  had 
the  mastery  over  humility. 

The  subject  might  end  here,  but  there  is  a  corrollery  herein 
belonging  fraught  with  inspiration.  It  overleaps  centuries  of 
fraternal  hate  and  sectarian  bigotry  and  persecution — "As  ye 
do  evil  unto  any  human  creature  ye  do  it  unto  Me.  Love  all 
and  hate  none.  Pray  in  secret,  not  to  be  heard  by  men.  Be 
charitable,  without  advertising.  Divide  with  the  poor.  Cleanse 
body  and  mind  from  carnal  desires.  Be  humble  and  peaceable." 
It  is,  that  Cod  answers  prayer  according  to  the  condition  of  the 
heart,  not  according  to  the  utterance  of  words,  which  so  often 
belie  the  heart;  that  the  silent  spirit  communes  with  Cod,  while 
words  reach  sensation  only. 

We  have  beheld  the  chaos  of  sensation;  its  wars,  tumult*, 
crimes,  religious  murders,  miseries;  Its  woe,  horror  and  sorrow. 

But  the  Silent  Spirt  has  wrought  on  in  patience,  lifting  and 
removing  one  by  one  the  burdens  of  weary  humanity.  It  has 
torn  away  the  evil  of  superstition.  Silenced  sectarian  violence, 
blasted  the  errors  of  credultiy,  quenched  the  fires  of  martyrdom, 
dotted  the  earth  with  happy  homes,  and  carried  the  light  of 
liberty  and  tolerance  to  every  land. 

The  soul  at  one  with  God  makes  no  audible  prayer,  but  Its 
work  testifies  to  its  devotion;  arrogates  no  virtue,  but  sings  the 
psalm  of  brotherhood.  Whither  the  eyes  are  turned  there  is 
open  confession  of  beneficence — beautiful  cities,  rural  prosperity, 
merchant  ships,  railroads,  telegraphs,  literature,  art,  philosophy; 
the  silent  dreamy  communion  of  souls  have  testified.  It  wears 
no  surplice  of  pretention,  and  its  catechism  opens  to  mathe- 
matics, chemistry,  astronomy,  biology  and  psychology.  Its  les- 
sons of  life  cover  the  entire  domain  of  moral  and  spiritual  order 
— its  light  shows  the  unerring  path  to  purity  and  immorality. 
It  visited  the  closet  prayers  of  Jesus,  Plato,  Copernicus  and  New- 
ton, and  the  blessings  off  Culture  are  openly  manifest.  Clothed 
in  symbols  of  language,  It  revealed  the  mysteries  of  past  and 
future  in  the  present.    It  looks  into  the  germs    of    life,    back- 
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wardly  from  fruitage  to  flower,  fordwardly  from  flower  to  fruit- 
age— into  elements  and  man,  specific  terms,  specific  produtc;  a 
given  product  represents  its  terms.  By  change  of  conditions 
comes _new  birth — from  arrogance  to  humility,  is  from  savagery 
to  civilization;  from  credulity  to  liberty,  is  from  bigotry  to  Cul- 
ture, the  crowning  glory  of  humanity,  the  Light  of  Life. 
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CHAPTER  22. 

The  illuminated  Man. 

Were  It  not  for  the  verified  fact  that  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  the 
benign  saviour  of  man,  hath  personally  ministered  unto  me,  hath 
counseled  me  and  commissioned  me  to  deliver  for  him  an  im- 
portant message  to  the  people  of  earth,  then  this  book  had  never 
been  written.  So  far  as  I  am  conscious  of  knowing,  it  is  through 
me  and  none  other  that  Christ  is  made  manifest  the  second 
time  to  the  world,  unless  oblivious  to  my  mind,  he  appeared  to 
and  counseled  Emanuel  Swedeborge.  I  cordially  and  respectfully 
invite  every  thinking  being  on  this  earth,  of  whatsoever  cult 
of  science,  religion  or  social  ethics,  in  present  and  future  time, 
Catholic  or.  Protestant,  Budhist,  Jew  or  Mohametan,  to  con- 
sider without  malice  or  prejudice  the  new  message  of  the  Divine 
Man.  Popes,  bishops,  ministers  and  missionaries  of  every  faith, 
all  who  yearn  and  hope  for  Immortal  consciousness  after  death, 
think  truly  of  him  you  long  have  honored,  and  turn  not  away 
from  your  Divine  Messengers. 

For  half  a  century  the  persons  known  as  Jesus  of  Nazareth, 
Saul  of  Tarsus  and  John  the  Baptist,  have  visited  me  and 
guided  my  pen — have  stood  before  me  in  person,  speaking  as 
audible  and  acting  as  natural  as  any  men  speak  and  act,  as 
real  and  tangible  as  any  men  in  physical  form.  As  a  common 
friend  to  all  religion  I  beseech  ye  all  to  refrain  from  jest  or 
mockery,  and  to  forbear  to  say — fantasy,  illusion,  caprice,  hal- 
lucination, fraud. 

Practical  in  all  things,  theoretical  in  nothing,  schooled 
throughout  life  midst  the  stern  realities  of  hardship  and  indus- 
try, as  all  who  know  must  say  of  my  three-score  and  ten  years, 
as  Infinite  Justice  is  my  judge,  whatsoveer  word  herein  spoken 
is  sober  truth,  being  *,no  orator,  as  Brutus  was,  but  a  plain 
blunt  man,  and  tell  that  which  ye  all  shall  know.'* 

Why  come  the  God-eyed  immortal  beings  to  me? — a 
shackled  slave  to  necessity!     Why    come    saints,    sages    and 
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prophets  to  me? — a  strenuous  bearer  of  burdens!  Why  fifty 
years  elapse  since  the  gods  of  celestial  wisdom  first  appeared 
in  person  and  conversed  as  man  with  man? — to  a  woodman  in 
forests  deep,  a  toiler  at  his  task  looking  not  back!  Why  come 
messengers  of  Infinite  Compassion  to  me? — in  youth  a  struggling 
atheist,  cursing  life  in  penury  and  distress! 

The  Christ  has  come,  and  with  him  a  goodly  host,  from  the 
realms  of  immortality,  from  the  Spiritual  Impact  of  the  gods  be- 
tween the  stars.  Den! sons  of  Mortality, — toilers  in  hovels  or 
palaces,  husbandmen  or  rulers,  culprite  or  judges,  devotees  or 
priests,  beggars  or  usurers ,— do  you,  or  do  you  not,  welcome 
visitations  of  the  Light  of  Life?  Do  you  welcome  the  true  light 
—of  Compassion,  Mercy,  Beneficience, — the  Light  of  Love  that 
makes  all  life  akin,  that  lighteth  every  thing  that  is  born  of  its 
kind? 

The  Messiah  has  come! — who  is  ready  to  bid  him  in?  In 
olden  time  leprosy  fled  at  his  approach — now,  will  the  leprosy 
of  sin  flee  at  sight  of  the  moral  law?  Should  the  Lord  of  Love 
sit  in  judgment  over  evil  in  this  day  of  his  coming  can  he  stay 
among  men?  Who  will  banquet  for  Christ  when  he  saith: 
"The  soul  that  slnneth  it  shall  die?"  When  he  saith:  "Whoso 
thlnketh  theft  .trespass,  perfidy,  is  guilty  of  the  deeds,"  what 
moiety  of  a  thousand  men  will  escape  judgment?  When  he 
saith  to  the  rich:  "Divide  what  thou  hast  with  the  poor,"  how 
few  or  many  will  honor  his  saying! 

The  Emanation  of  Elohlm  came  not  to  halls  of  pride,  palaces 
of  splendor,  academies  of  science,  temples  of  learning,  institutes 
of  art,  councils  of  law,  edifices  of  worship, — not  to  the  cloisters 
of  priests  or  ministerial  conclaves, — but  to  the  solitary  young 
atheist  bent  down  with  labor  and  privation,  to  a  heart  sore  with 
grief!  Why?  I  cannot  say,  albeit  Nature  rushes  to  scars  with 
healing,  seeks  and  inundates  vacuity,  without  the  aid  of  reason; 
above,  below  or  apart  from  reason,  it  is  so;  and  whatsoever  is 
is  truth  about  any  and  every  thing,  mind  or  matter,  in  earth  or 
air!  Elohim  abode  in  the  stables  of  the  poor;  their  sun  abides 
with  me! 

In  broken  sentences  the  words  of  the  Divinely  Illumined 
Baptist  are  herein  written: 

"That  which  is,  stands  for  itself— each  genus  of  life  is  im- 
manent in  its  kind — 'each  tub  stands  on  its  own  bottom.'    There 
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is  but  one  law  in  the  genesis  of  life — like  begets  like  forever. 
Each  genus  grows  from  seed  of  its  kind.  Primagenesls  hath 
but  one  axiom — Thou  shalt  not  mix  the  breeds;*  injunctive  to 
all  forms  of  life.  Ants  and  lice,  flies  and  fleas,  gnats  and  mos- 
quitoes, spiders  and  crickets,  each  in  its  generic  affinity  invari- 
ably testifies  to  its  status  in  Eternal  Being.  Gold,  silver,  cop- 
per, iron;  diamond,  pearl,  onyx,  opal,  oxygen,  carbon,  nitrogen, 
hydrogen;  beach,  birch,  oak,  pine — in  perpetual  identity  does 
not  each  tsand  for  what  it  is?  In  sea  or  sky  in  the  earth  or  upon 
it,  in  lightning  flash  and  thunder  roar,  in  magnetic  polarity  and 
central  gravity,  in  conservation  of  energy  and  electric  vibrations, 
is  not  kind  for  kind  immanent  in  its  own  identity?  Each  and 
every  thing  proclaims — I  am  that  i  am. 

"Shall  we  ask  what  is  manifest  in  Electricity? — whence, 
how,  wherefore?  Was  it  made? — where,  and  of  what?  Had  it 
beginning? — when,  and  who  can  testify  of  its  primal  record? 
None  have  seen  it  or  its  shadow,  yet  all  know  of  its  habits  and 
modes.  Whatsoever  it  is  let  it  manifest  its  kind; — if  we  ask 
shall  we  receive?  What  art  thou  that  fills  with  terror  all  forms 
of  life?  Its  answer  is  "i  am  that  I  Am! .  My  abiding  is  eteranl! 
The  farthest  star,  and  its  containing  is  anent  with  me.  I  toy 
with  the  solar  disc,  sport  in  all  radium,  quicken  into  being  all 
monads  immament  in  aurogen,  and  warm  all  germs  into  unfold- 
ing life.  I  am  omnipresent  and  omnipotent,  and  all  mind,  and  all 
diversity  of  consciousness  dwells  in  me  and  I  in  it.  In  ocean 
depths  I  bask  in  moneric  slime  and  form  the  elements  into  crys- 
tal flowers,  and  erstwhile  am  I  not  at  play  all  around  a  million 
spheres  with  dew  and  rain  bringing  verdure  to  desert  places? 
and  does  not  my  dynamo  grind  out  and  scatter  around  flakes 
of  beautiful  snow?  And  do  not  all  prliral  steps  of  my  gods  from 
Elysium  show  the  footprints  o  fmy  hexlgon?  Why  does  my  geo- 
metrical precision  lurk  in  the  juices  of  all  my  fruits  and  flowers? 
and  why  does  the  chemist  find  me  insistently  present  in  the 
polarity  of  every  atom?  I  am  that  I  am  when  I  creep  into  the 
roots  of  every  tree,  passing  upward  in  my  vertical  tendency 
through  every  valve  of  its  fibres  in  all  its  branches  till  my 
polarity  is  securely  fixed  in  the  fruitage.  I  am  that  I  am  as  I 
fix  polarity  in  every  forjn  of  life,  and  on  my  Book  of  Genesis 
is  recorded  all  eyes  that  see  my  face,  for  whosoever  has  seen 
life  asceding  and  descending  hath  seen  me.    Man,  beast,  bird, 
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fish,  creeping  things,  and  all  spectral  life  hath  seen  the  light 
of  my  path  and  heard  the  tone  of  my  voice.  My  presence  fills 
all  boundary.  I  am  in  every  turning  wheel  and  rotate  in  every 
circle.  Prom  seeding  to  ripening  I  am  in  every  circle  of  life; 
sideral,  planteary  and  astral  circles  have  my  infinite  presence 
and  move  in  my  law.  I  am  mixer  in  fermentation;  I  am  sparkle 
in  wine  that  cheers,  am  guest  at  the  marriage  feast,  mingle  in 
the  joys  of  the  banquet,  inspire  every  bethrothal,  am  guardian 
at  every  birth  and  comfort  every  agony  of  death. 

Mvl  am  that  I  am;  dumb,  yet  in  all  sentience;  unconscious, 
yet  in  all  consciousness;  lifeless,  yet  in  all  life;  I  am  neither 
love  nor  hate,  yet  abound  In  every  emotion.  I  think  not,  yet 
pervade  thought;  design  not,  yet  in  all  design;  I  have  no  feel- 
ings, yet  mix  with  pleasure  and  pain.  To  me  there  is  neither 
space  or  time — the  past  has  ceased  to  exist,  and  the  future  has 
not  come:  "  .What  has  been  is  now;  what  is  now  will  be  again. 
I  am  soulless  being,  unrelated,  unqualified,  in  trocesslonal;  not 
good  or  evil,  not  objective  or  subjective,  but  existing  in  all;  1 
do  not  breathe,  but  am  in  every  breath  of  life;  I  do  not  sing,  but 
am  in  every  song;  have  no  life,  but 

Am  in  all  life  extend  through  all  extent. 

Spread  undivided,  operate  unspent; 

As  perfect  in  vile  man  that  mourns. 

As  the  rapt  seraph  that  adores  and  burns.' 

"I  am  infinite  potential  energy.  No  one  need  err  in  the 
genesis  of  life,  for  whatsoever  is  seen  is  immanent  truth;  each 
form  of  life  abides  in  seed  of  its  kind.  The  genesis  of  man  is  Im- 
manent in  man: — the  ape,  beasts,  birds  and  fishes,  and  all  man- 
ner of  creeping  things,  and  all  specs  and  motes  of  life  in  air  or 
water— the  life  of  each  abides  forever  in  its  kind.  We  gather 
not  figs  from  thistles,  nor  is  there  transmission  of  one  kind  of 
life  into  another,  but  each  thing  stands  for  itself  forever.*' 

In  furtherance  I  desire  to  ask:  "Thou  soulless,  thoughtless, 
loveless,  inconscious  thing! — in  thy  hearttless  dynamic  impact, 
show  me  what  is  truth!" 

A  volee — ''I  am  that  I  am!  Being  is  truth!  Whosoever 
has  being  is  truth  of  itself,  that  which  18  is  the  thing  seen  as 
truth— WHATSOEVER  18  18  TRUTH!" 

"Thou  soulless,  heartless,  thoughtless  electrical  thing! 
Thou  dumb    impact!     Thou     omnipresent    sounding-bar!     My 
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Quest  is  evaded;  mind  alone,  in  State  of  Being,  has  made  the 
answer,  Whatsoever  18  is  truth! .  Then,  whet  is  mind,  that  gives 
answer  to  all  that  is? 

M  1  amthat  I  am;  I  see  I  feel;  I  smell,  I  taste;  I  hear,  I 
think;  I  rest  in  cogitation! — 'The  life  of  the  body  is  entertained 
in  still  cogitation/' 

What? — electrical  percolations  scintillant  n  mind!      Ah, 
'Who  can  view  the  gleaming  rays 
That  from  dark  eyes  scintillant  blaze?' 

Electrical  scintillation  n  eyes?    Dynamic  form  in  sensation? 

'Be  it  so— My  dynamo  is  dual,  triune,  sextuple  and  rest- 
inherent  in  six  senses,  of  cognition — Inherent* in  Mind  cognizant 
of  Being,  cognizant  of  fact,  in  touch  with  truth;  in  verity  of  cog- 
nition is  knowledge  and  understanding — each  thing,  kind  after 
its  own  kind,  manifesting  its  truth.' 

'Not  one  need  err — 'The  evidences  of  fact  percolate  through 
the  genesis  of  life  in  Infinite  Cycles/  each  thing  its  own  seed, 
and  its  own  kind,  the  same  yesterday,  today  and  forever.  On 
the  face  of  every  form  of  life  is  written,  I  am  that  I  am— in  me 
the  law  abides.    'Thou  shaft  not  mix  the  breeds/ 

Infusorial  of  every  genus,  fishes,  birds  and  beasts,  in  elec- 
trical dualty  wiser  than  man  cleave  to  their  own  kind  forever, 
in  their  own  special  being  express  their  own  truth  eternal — 
what  has  been  is  now  ,what  is  now  will  be  again/ 

Shall  the  seeds  of  all  life  in  invisible  germs  proclaim  that 
whatsoever  IS  is  truth,  that  whatsoever  is  true  of  the  visible 
is  true  of  the  Invisible,  that  Unformity  in  the  Genesis  of  Life 
unveils  every  mystery  to  the  mind  of  man,  that  the  eyes  can 
see  eternal  truth? 

"Prom  out  the  vortiginous  whorls  of  ether  infinite  comes  the 
voice  of  Ariel  midst  white  illumination,  saying  to  the  unlearned 
as  to  the  learned:  'I  am  in  all  seed  before  it  grew;  in  the  in- 
most heart  of  every  germ  before  it  quickened;  I  was  mirth 
primodial  at  the  Cana  marriage  feast  when  'conscious  water  saw 
its  god  and  blushed;'  at  ripening,  my  scythe  of  time  mows  down 
all  livign  things,  and  the  seeds  thereof  are  garnered,  kind  by 
its  kind;  in  my  eternal  law  no  thresher  shall  mix  the  seeds; 
in  seed  time  I  plant  again  on  every  star,  sending  dew  and  rain, 
aundant  light  from  my  lamp  of  life  and  heat  from  my  hearth. 
Whomsoever  thinketh  I  err,  let  him  speak  out  and  bring  me  to 
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judgment;  for  and  if  I  have  planted  falsely  my  stewardship  is 
corrupt  and  another  shall  take  my  office.  When  I  plant  the 
seed  of  monera  shall  I  reap  fish?  or  the  seed  of  a  fig  and  reap 
a  camel?  Nay,  every  seed  bringeth  forth  its  kind,  and  that 
which  is  sown  is  also  rept;  no  thing  have  I  hidden,  but  all  things 
are  manifest,  that  whosoever  runs  may  read  and  understand. 
All  forms  of  life  express  identity  unchangable — no  sentient 
genus  ascends  above  or  extends  beyond  its  own  specific  class 
in  universal  consciousness.    'I  am  in  the  Light  of  Life.'  '* 

Most  reverened  and  beloved  John,  what  message  have  you 
to  the  churches  of  Christendom? 

"To  Catholics  and  Protestants,  Jews  and  Pagans,  Boud- 
dhists  and  Brahmins,  Mohametans  and  Corefucians  I  extend  this 
message  of  Compassion  and  messianic  illumination  in  the  spirit 
of  conciliation  and  amity  that  you  may  all  come  now  and  reason 
together  in  your  common  search  for  immorality.  Let  us  prove 
all  things  and  hold  fast  to  that  which  is  good,  and  all  cordially 
enter  into  and  therein  abide  in  unfeigned  unity  of  purpose  for 
the  one  great  object  of  establishing  in  the  mind  of  man  the 
true  Light  of  Life,  unshaded  by  nonessentials  oT  credulity,  but 
glowing  with  immanent  essentials  of  eternal  truth  as  poten- 
tially established  in  modes  of  Omnicient  Mind— the  Light  of 
Life — which  radiates  alike  for  the  good  of  all  conscious  beings, 
its  beneficence  encompasses  all  life  and  mind,  beconing  all 
forms  of  life  to  the  full  fruition  of  its  glory.  Let  Popes,  Car- 
dinals, Bishops  and  Priests  of  every  cult  on  this  earth  give  at- 
tentive ears  and  gather  now  under  the  beautiful  and  calming 
Light  of  Life  In  reconciliation  and  unity  for  the  perpetual  good 
oT  all  who  yearn  for  true  evident  apprehension  of  immortality/* 

I  appeal  to  the  readers  to  carefully  peruse  and  ponder  over 
the  scientific  analysis  of  prayer  as  written  by  my  hand  while 
entranced  by  the  subliminal  power  of  John  the  Baptist,  whose 
whole  life  from  birth  to  death  was  in  touch  with  infinite  wisdom 
— being  a  soul  born  in  Illumination  he  uttered  the  words  of 
science  from  the  domains  of  perfect  being  without  the  strenu- 
ous labor  of  climbing  the  ladder  of  logic.  The  words  of  the 
spirit  Ariel: 

"Listen,  and  ponder,  all  ye  rulers  of  states  and  nations  to 
the  voice  of  Light  and  Life,  for  my  models  of  Truth  and  Wisdom 
are  your  models  of  Truth  and  Wisdom.  Listen  to  all  they  say 
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now,  in  this  ever-present  moment  of  eternity.  The  voice  of 
Illumination  criest  out  this  moment — What  have  ye  done  with 
jiy  images  in  man?  What  clouds  df  misery  have  ye  cast  over 
my  images?  This  world  is  mine,  given  in  fe  simple  to  every 
human  being  in  usufruct  My  Life  is  in  every  one;  my  Light 
glows  forever  for  every  one  alike,  ignoring  none,  however 
crshed  by  the  cruelty  of  man.  I  am  in  the  pain  and  tears  and 
sorrows  of  the  oppressed,  and  my  words  shall  not  be  mocked 
forever!  Who  drove  the  Russ  from  my  fruitful  soil?  What 
Prestly  Silence  consented  to  the  robbing  usurpation  of  the  land 
I  warm  for  the  good  of  all?  O,  men  of  state,  beware,  lest  the 
wrath  of  revenge  quickeneth  my  spirit  darkened  by  oppression! 
As  ye  do  unto  the  least  of  my  children  ye  do  unto  me.  How 
long  shall  I  plead  that  ye  love  one-an-other  and  dwell  together 
like  Brethren  in  Amity?" 

Listen,  I  speak  to  you,  ye  farmer  at  the  plow — 

Pm  in,  the  promise  of  the  seed  ye  sow; 
Awake,  ye  drunkard  in  the  ditch,  wake  now — 

Wash  out  your  dirt,  and  let  my  image  glow ; 
The  Soul  of  Lffe  gleams  bright  for  all, 
King,  Slave,  priest,  peasant,  great  or  small, 
Palaces,  prisons,  receive  its  blazing  ray. 
In  welcome  to  its  banquet  and  its  play. 
O,  man,  in  whatsoever  line  you'r  cast, 
With  glistening  sword  or  cannon's  bloody  blast, 
Or  if  crushed  down  with  tyrants'  cruel  hate. 
My  spirit  quickens  vengeance  soon  or  late. 
I*m  in  the  toiler  and  in  the  tools  of  toil, 
In  every  seed  and  in  the  genial  soil, 
I  watch  each  truant  soul  with  jealous  care, 
With  lamps  hung  out  in  earth  or  sea  or  air; 
I  watch  the  thief  and  mark  his  humble  tomb, 
I'm  in  the  stamp  that  seals  the  tyrant's  doom. 
I'm  in  the  sheep  before  its  fleece  is  shorn. 
In  fibers  all  before  the  cloth  is  worn; 
In  worms  that  web  all  silken  robes  of  state, 
In  love's  deep  thrall  and  every  blast  of  hate — 
O,  man,  all  things  are  mine  in  Light  Divine, 
In  Equity  Divine  all  things  are  thine. 
"The  insistence  of  this  visitation  is  in  turning  on  the  Light 
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of  Life  for  every  phenomenal  apprehension  to  man.  Whatso- 
ever is  is  truth  eternal  and  universal.  All  forms  of  life  are 
strictly  and  invariably  classified,  each  genus  forever  abiding 
with  its  species,  and  no  descent  or  variation  in  the  generation 
of  life — each  genus  is  immanent  in  its  own  being,  the  same  for- 
ever, be  it  protoplasm,  insect,  bird,  beast  or  man.  In  Nature 
no  breeds  are  mixed.  Bach  form  of  life  manifests  its  own  in- 
herent  truth. 

"The  mode  or  way  of  all  life  is  generative,  not  created  or 
made;  maker  and  creator  are  finite  terms,  having  no  relevance 
to  infinite  and  eternal  process.  The  idea  of  beginning  to  this 
earth  or  the  universe  is  simply  a  false  hypothesis  that  is  disil- 
lusioned the  moment  eternal  methods  are  apprehended.  To 
disillusion  any  science  or  religious  cult  brightens  every  mind  to 
higher  self-cognition  in  its  status  of  life,  and  all  true  axioms 
shine  with  divine  luster.  The  science  of  the  schools  will  suffer 
revision,  with  the  false  eliminated,  and  every  religion  becomes 
more  perrennially  beautiful,  their  litanies  more  sonorous,  their 
faiths  arisen  from  the  dust  of  ages,  their  singers  chant  the  re- 
quiems of  glory  eternal,  and  their  priests  proclaim  the  everlast- 
ing holiday  of  life.  Let  the  stolen  titledeeds  of  the  earth  be 
returned  to  every  incarnate  soul  according  to  equity  that  all  may 
abide  in  peace  in  the  beneficent  glory  of  the  Light  of  Life. 

"Ltfht  of  Life— Eternal  Omnicient  Wisdom— speaks  to  yon, 
and  you,  and  you,  in  every  present  moment  forever;  Its  pro- 
phetic soul  is  in  you,  and  you,  and  you — in  kings,  priests  and 
peasants,— in  each  uttering  the  same  truth,  as  it  inspired  the 
uttered  words  of  Thomas  Paine,  'The  world  is  my  country,  to 
do  good  is  my  religion!' — as  it  inspired  the  divinely  illumined 
teacher  of  Nazarth.  'As  ye  do  unto  the  least  of  my  children,  so 
ye  do  unto  me.'  Who  hath  hung  dark  curtains  against  my  light, 
let  them  be  quickly  torn  away! — who  hath  beclouded  my  Images 
with  lies  and  fraud,  beware,  lest  the  light  I  give  reveals  the 
truth,  and  my  Images  are  quickened  with  wrath!  Whoso  seises 
my  land  for  usury,  oppresses  the  poor,  fills  the  earth  with  lies, 
slanders,  robberies,  trespass  and  murder,  are  the  breeders  of 
Satan  and  all  his  Imps  under  the  Sun  and  all  the  stars;  for  th'* 
Light  of  Life  winketh  not  to  unrighteousness  or  deception. 

"Wheresoever  the  Light  of  Life  shines  truth  alone  is  im- 
manent and  lies  and  fraud  and  illusions  are  not,  for  the  opposite 
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of  truth  is  nothing!  Omnisclently  beams  the  Light  of  Life  on 
Duration  and  Relativity  for  every  breath  of  air,  every  atom  of 
dust,  every  seed,  and  every  unfolding  invisible  germ  of  every 
seed,  for  every  invisible  immanence  of  ovarial  potentiality  of 
sentiment  being — ants,  birds,  beasts  and  man  glory  in  my  com- 
forting beams! — Am  I  not  present  in  the  peaceful,  careful, 
tender  emotions  of  the  lion  and  her  whelps,  where  amity  and 
homogenity  helpfully  abide  throughout  the  breed?  Then,  why, 
O,  Genus  Man,  .under  my  beneficient  comforting  beams,  sink 
into  darkness  below  the  beast  into  savage  antagonisms,  into 
tyrannies  and  oppressions,  into  wars  and  tumults,  breaking 
each  other's  skulls  and  tearing  out  each  other's  hearts,  into 
thefts,  frauds,  robberies  and  embezzlements!  Why,  O  Genus  Man, 
be  thou  not  as  good  to  your  kind  as  any  Genus  Brute? 

"Arise,  O,  Genus  Man,  into  Ever-Present  Light  of  Life! 
Arise  with  moatless  eyes,  that  the  radiance  of  Inward  Omni- 
clence  will  pulsate  in  your  being!  Bathe  thou  in  the  pure  per- 
ennial streams  of  divine  life,  as  they  flow  increasing  into  you, 
that  all  dust  of  error  and  illusion  may  be  washed  away  from  the 
spirit  on  its  immortal  pilgrimage.  O,  Man,  live  thou  on  earth  in 
the  unhindered  right  of  thy  own  divine  incarnation,  mindful  in 
the  truth  that  maketh  thee  free  that  thou  regard  thy  fellow 
man  as  thou  regardeest  thyself! — then  every  child  in  this 
world  shall  be  free  indeed! 

"This  message  is  to  invite  every  human  being  into  the 
beautiful  vestibule  of  immortality.  Its  bearer  is  the  spirit  of 
truth,  knocking  at  the  doors  of  hovels,  prisons,  palaces  and 
thrones,  carrying  the  flaming  Torch  of  Truth,  that  the  Error  of 
Misery  may  disappear  from  the  earth.  In  the  hand  of  this  spirit 
is  a  balm  that  cures  the  pain  of  the  world— 'Do  thou  unto  others 
as  ye  would  that  others  should  do  unto  thee!'  " 


The  Bible— The  Jewish  Bible  is  a  story  of  the  past,  a  litera- 
ture only,  and,  insofar  as  it  expresses  in  errant  wisdom  of  hu- 
man experience  it  is  the  word  of  God,  and  no  farther.  The 
same  is  true  of  all  other  Bibles,  Persian,  Boudhist  and  Mo- 
hametan;  and,  verily,  insofar  as  any  literature  truly  expresses 
the  wisdom  of  human  experience  it  is  the  word  of  God  as  near 
as  Divine  Inspiration  ever  comes  to  the  Mind  of  Man. 
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CHAPTER  23. 

The  Light  of  Life  8peaks  to  God's  Images. 

All  interpreters  of  Divine  Law  make  record  of  the  same  mes- 
sage— that  all  the  Incarnations  of  God  should  enjoy  equal  benefi- 
cence in  the  race  of  life.  Gautama  instituted  equity  of  privileges 
and  benefits  in  India.  Moses,  among  the  Hebrew  brethren; 
Lycurgus,  among  the  Lybbyrlans;  and' the  moral  burden  of  the 
Illumined  Oracle  of  Nazareth  was,  and  is  now,  to  vouchsafe  all 
human  beings  in  the  enjoyment  of  comfort,  liberty  and  tran- 
quility, commensurate  with  their  status  as  social,  moral  intel- 
lectual and  spiritual  members  of  one  universal  family  of  divine 
parentage.  The  potential  inspiration  of  the  promoters  of 
American  liberty — Paine,  Jefferson,  Franklin — was,  and  is,  that 
America  be  an  asylum  for  the  downtrodden  of  the  world — that 
equity  in  the  pursuit  of  happiness  by  evidential  right  should 
prevail  in  the  association  of  mankind. 

The  lnefable  illumination  of  Ingersoll  is  the  same  as  that 
of  the  Insuperable  Messiah  of  Nazareth,  surging  against  oppres- 
sion as  the  cause  of  misery  and  disorder.  See  what  prescient 
wisdom  his  quickened  spirit  uttereth:  "Society  must  support 
all  its  members,  all  its  robbers,  thieves  and  paupers.  Every 
vagabond  and  vagrant  has  to  be  fed  and  clothed,  and  society 
must  support  in  some  way  all  its  members.  It  can  support  them 
in  jails,  in  asylums,  in  hospitals,  in  penitentiaries,  but  it  is  a 
very  costly  way.  We  have  to  employ  judges  to  try  them,  juries 
to  sit  on  their  cases,  sheriffs,  marshals  and  constables  to  arrest 
them,  policemen  to  watch  them,  and  it  may  be  eventually  a 
standing  army  to  put  them  down.  It  would  be  far  cheaper  to 
support  them  at  a  first-class  hotel.  We  must  either  support  them 
or  help  them  support  themselves.  Of  all  the  criminals  trans- 
ported by  England  to  Australia  and  Tasmania  the  records  show 
that  a  very  large  per  cent,  over  90,  became  useful  and  decent 
people.  In  Australia  they  founded  homes;  hope  again  spread 
its  wings  in  their  breasts.    They  had  different  surroundings,  re- 
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moved  from  vile  and  vcious  associations,  and  new  ambitions. 
As  a  rule  man  does  not  improve  without  corresponding  improve- 
ment' in  material  conditions." 

Who  will  hinder  the  spirit  of  Ingersoll  carrying  the  lamp 
of  Light  and  Life  around  the  world,  till  the  hand  of  oppression 
shall  be  banished  form  every  rood  of  soil,  that  the  dove  of  peace, 
honor  and  virtue  may  spread  its  wings  in  the  bosoms  of  90 
per  cent  of  the  criminals  and  vagabonds  of  this  earth?  and  who 
would  hinder  the  remaining  modicum  of  10  per  cent  from  be- 
coming inspired  with  the  grace  of  God? 

Did  not,  and  does  not  now,  in  every  present  moment,  the 
dove  of  peace,  comfort  and  hope  spread  its  shielding  wings  and 
sing  its  anthems  of  liberty  in  the  divinely  quickened  heart  of 
Porferio  Diaz?  When  centuries  of  war,  pillage  and  murder  had 
devastated  and  ravished  the  beautiful  land  of  Mexico,  when 
bandit  hordes  swept  over  valleys  and  mountains,  plundering, 
robbing  and  torturing  whoever  stood  against  them,  did  not  the 
subliminal  spirit  of  Diaz  speak  to  them  as  brother  speaks  to 
brother,  bidding  all,  lg  noiing  none,  to  assemble  at  his  gala 
day  banquet  of  peace,  honor  and  beneficence?  Did  not  then, 
and  does  not  at  this  moment,  the  Light  of  Life  in  Mexico  dis- 
illusion the  bloody  ghosts  of  error  and  crime? 

Listen  to  Life's  appeal — "Why  still  remain  obdurate,  ye 
men  of  stubborn  hearts — have  I  not  set  ye  many  signs? — mur- 
der, that  ye  may  esteem  life;  oppression,  that  ye  may  cleave 
to  liberty;  dishonor,  that  ye  prize  honor;  lies,  that  ye  observe 
truth;  illusions,  that  ye  discern  reality;  mockery,  that  ye  may 
value  sincerity.  Is  there  any  sign  omitted  for  guarding  the 
children  of  God  from  stumbling?  Is  there  any  dark  spot  in 
earth  where  danger-signals  are  lacking? — is  there  any  pit-falls 
without  guide-boards?  My  flamboyant  torches  of  warning  are 
in  every  house-top,  lighting  all  nooks  and  corners  where  evil 
may  crouch  to  entrap  the  unwary,  and  parsimony  is  not  in 
evidence  at  advertising  my  commandments.  Therefore,  verily, 
saith  the  Light  of  Life,  whosoever  is  worthy  of  life  and  im- 
mortality will  in  nowise  bruise  or  crush  my  images  in  man.  Do 
ye  go  about  crying  aloud  for  a  greater  sign? — then  ye  shall 
know  that  my  Law  is  also  spiritual  ,the  divinity  within  you, 
and  you,  and  you,  and  the  settings  thereof.  Have  I  not  shown 
you  what  is  for  waste  and  what  for  keep? — what  to  destroy 
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and  what  for  culture?  Surely  ye  can  tell  weeds  from  corn,  and 
thistles  from  wheat;  what  to  destroy,  and  what  to  save;  what 
to  banish,  and  what  to  take.  My  parable  is  in  gold  and  silver 
— where  little  is  found  none  is  taken,  where  much  is  found  all 
is  taken.  In  culture  the  spirit  thrives,  in  neglect  it  fades  away. 
Like  Art  Finite,  the  cultured  spirit  is  precient  of  the  infinite. 
The  law  is  eternal — all  things  are  classified,  kind  to  its  kind — 
what  is  true  of  that  which  the  eyes  see  is  true  of  what  they 
do  not  see;  what  is  true  of  the  visible  is  true  of  the  invisible: 
what  is  true  of  the  finite  is  true  of  the  infinite.  The  blending 
of  matter  and  mind,  the  blending  of  material  and  spiritual,  the 
blending  of  the  finite  and  infinite,  is  axomatic  truth  to  every 
degree  of  conscious  apprehension. 

"Shall  the  Light  of  Life  say  there  is  other  truth  tha  nthe 
eye  discerns?  Verily,  is  there  not  being  to  shade?  does  not  all 
power  abide  in  darkness?  is  not  the  genesis  of  life  hidden 
where  no  light  cometh?  Aye,  is  there  not  being  to  shadows,  to 
gloom,  pain,  weeping,  distress,  tears,  lies,  theft  sin,  pillage, 
robbery,  murder?  From  these,  really  having  being,  is  not  their 
opposite  become  apparent?  Does  not  falsehood  have  being,  as 
seeing  through  a  glass  darkly?  So  it  is,  in  apprehending  the 
Light  of  Life,  many  false  teachers  have  appeared,  and  do  now 
appear,  misguiding  man  in  the  pilgrimage  of  aspiration.  Is  it 
not  so  in  nearly  all  schools  of  logic  and  science,  setting  up  an- 
untenable  postulation  ornately  draped  with  the  ramient  of 
philosophy? — and  is  not  the  false  thus  invulnerable  until  the 
hypothesis  disappears?  Mark  the  descent  of  man  from  mole- 
cule, through  various  gradation, — however  false  the  creation, 
it  is  of  itself  arrayed  as  potential  being,  unfolding  from  in- 
furoria,  reptile  and  ape  to  the  status  of  man!  To  make  the 
false  hypothesis  take  deeper  root,  and  Invest  it  with  the  beauti- 
ful adornment  of  pure  reason,  monerial  slime  has  replaced  the 
molecule  as  the  beginning  primordial  of  the  human  race,  chant- 
ing the  same  false  requium-r~not  from  molecule  to  man,  but 
from  monera  to  man  forever.  But  false  teachers  are  always 
rife,  and  one  especially  should  be  called  to  account  for  casting 
a  dark  shadow  over  the  martyred  Teacher  of  Nazareth.  He 
avers  and  asseverates  that  the  Bible  gives  no  token  of  com- 
munion with  the  dead,  that  Jesus  of  Nazareth  never  claimed  that 
the  dead  come  back,  though  "there  appeared  Moses  and  Ellas 
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talking  with  him/'  Jesus  says,  Luke  20:37,  "Now  that  the 
dead  are  raised  even  Moses  showed  at  the  bush."  John  21:14: 
This  is  now  the  third  time  that  Jesus  showed  himself  to  his 
disciples  after  that  he  was  risen  from  the  dead."  Jesus,  after 
his  death,  said  to  Saul,  Acts,  22:8,  "I  am  Jesus  of  Nasareth 
whom  ,thou  persecutes t."  Is  the  Bible  true  and  the  critic  false, 
or  is  the  critic  true  and  the  Bible  false? 

"They  are  loth  to  affirm  from  the  ape  to  ,man — but  from 
monera  to  man,  forever  and  a  day.  Were  not  all  vital  phe- 
nomena strictly  abiding  in  its  specific  class,  either  hypothesis 
would  stand  invulnerable;  but,  on  evidential  classification  of 
all  vital  phenomena  both  hypotheses  pass  away  as  false  foun- 
dations. 

"Were  it  not  that  false  teachers  have  being,  and  spread 
their  dogmas  over  the  domains  of  eternity,  holding  dark  cur- 
tains over  the  unfoldment  of  mind,  no  record  should  be  made  of 
them  in  the  Book  of  Lfe. 

"Emanating  from  Nature's  limitless  expanse  comes  all  there 
is,  life,  emotion,  mind — all  active  and  inert  substances — free 
gifts  to  every  form  of  life:  Thirsts,  and  reciprocal  fountains; 
hunger,  and  abounding  nourishment;  ecstacy  and  cooling  waves; 
cold,  and  radient  heat;  these,  and  more,  come  from  the  benefi- 
cent deep — eyes,  to  apprehend  utility  and  beauty;  ears,  to  enjoy 
love's  melodious  vibrations,  and  hear  life's  approaching  steps; 
feeling,  to  value  beneficence;  love,  faith,  hope,  the  heritage  of 
immortality.  Responsive  gratitude  in  man,  filling  all  his  being, 
enthralled  in  love's  ecstacy  and  ineffable  joy  and  manifold 
gladness,  transfixed  hope  and  faith,  unfeigned — for  all  there  is 
to  life,  warming  solar  radiance,  reviving  vapor  from  the  yielding 
clouds  insuring  benefits,  the  responsive  sustenance  of  the 
genial  soil,  for  thirst-assuaging  springs;  for  <4tired  nature's 
sweet  restorer,  balmy  sleep;"  for  delicious  fruits  that  please 
the  taste;  for  the  shade  of  trees  and  the  songs  of  birds;  for 
reactionary  winds  that  temper  heat  and  cold;  for  the  enchant- 
ing grandeure  of  mountains  and  valleys;  vine-clad  hills  and 
fertile  plains — in  full  consciousness  of  all  the  bountiful  benefits 
and  joys  affluently  bestowed  upon  man  without  pleading  or 
solicitation,  including  the  conscious  presence  of  joyful  gratitude 
abiding  in  the  human  heart,  the  deep  intuitional  impulse  of  the 
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heart  of  man  hath  revealed  and  written  the  first  commandment 
of  Eternal  Law: 

1.  "Love  God  with  all  thy  heart,  mind  and  strength." 
"Whenever  the  lamp  of  science  leads,  in  beauty's  blooming 

flowers,  in  wildest  forest  scenes  or  cultured  fields,  mongst 
beasts,  fishes  and  feathered  tribes;  into  every  race,  type,  class 
and  condition  of  man,  there  is  one  law  for  all — like  begets  like 
— wherein  the  Eternal  Spirit  generates  the  love  for  Eternal 
Life;  the  spirit  of  man,  emanating  from  omnipresent  spirit,  true 
to  its  own  kind,  in  spiritual  affinity  indues: 

2.  "Worship  in  spirit  and  in  truth;*'  for  the  spirit  hath  af- 
finity only  with  spirit,  and  therefore  turaeth  to  God  as  sparks 
fly  upward,  or  as  ether  rises  above  the  clouds  in  its  congenial 
abiding. 

3.  "Bow  not  to  garven  images/'  blasting  the  mind  in  illus- 
ions, symbols  of  incoherent  misleading,  shriveling  the  soul  with 
symbols  of  unreality,  or  nothing.  Inspiration  comes  from  the 
spiritual,  not  the  material.  Therefore  let  thy  salutations  cordial 
be  to  the  conscious  spiritual  being  for  honor  and  cognition. 

4.  "Remeber  the  Sabbath  day  and  keep  it  wholly."  The 
hexagon  is  the  first  appearance  of  primary  formation,  in  the 
snow  flake—the  first  step  of  God  out  of  blue  ether.  All  snow 
flakes  are  hexagonal  patterns — six  points  of  activity,  resting  in 
center;  without  this  center  of  rest  the  dynamic  principle  Is  a 
failure.  The  biologist  and  electrician  are  familiar  with  dynamic 
formality  in  primary  formations  and  methods.  Hence  science 
enters  in  to  the  seven-day  system. 

5.  "Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother."  This  axiom  is  a 
necessity,  enjoining  purity  in  the  intactment  of  the  divine  gen- 
erative principle.  Parentage  is  the  dual  generative  principle, 
emanating  from  God,  and  polluting  or  dishonoring  this  principle, 
as  physiologists  can  testify  from  Infinite  evidence,  is  chlefest 
cause  of  human  degeneracy  and  crime.  This  command  is  sus- 
tained by  voluminous  scientific  truth.  It  is  the  basis  of  grace, 
purity,  nobility. 

6.  "Thou  shalt  not  trespass."  In  a  field  of  barley  each 
stem  stands  for  all,  as  against  wind,  for  shade,  preserving 
moisture;  as  in  a  forest  each  tree  does  its  part  in  protection 
against  tornadoes.  If  one  tree  falls  against  another  both  are  in 
danger  of  ruin.    So  in  the  life  of  man,  help  is  good,  but  hurt  is 
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evil.    Trespass  hurts  the  pursuit  of  life  and  happiness,  and  In- 
cites both  disorder  and  crime. 

7.  "Thou  shalt  not  covet."  Each  seed  draws  from  the 
elements  only  for  the  sustenance  of  life,  kind  for  kind,  and  no 
life  is  lost  thereby;  and  so  may  every  man  acquire  all  life's 
needs  without  anothers  loss.  A  covetous  spirit  is  the  forerunner 
of  theft. 

8.  "Thout  shalt  not  commit  adultery."  A  broken  vow  i« 
deadly  as  the  sting  of  a  serpent;  a  false  parent  the  author  of 
shame  to  children,  losing  pride  in  life,  hope  shattered,  confusion 
and  crime  and  diorder  follow.  Even  beasts  are  free  from  such 
crime  as  adultery. 

9.  "Thou  shalt  not  kill."  Biology  is  in  evidence  that  the 
Prlnicple  of  Life  is  as  perfect  in  one  form  as  another,  and  the 
instinct  of  self-preservation  is  lacking  in  none,  each  ego  au 
absolute  incarnation  of  God.  To  kill  any  form  of  life  is  an  act 
of  violence  against  God.  Therefore  whosoever  kills  life  will 
necessarily  face  the  record  unless  the  violence  done  finally  blots* 
out  Immortality. 

10.  "Thou  shalt  not  bear  false  witness."  Born  naked  and 
helpless,  faithful  care  is  the  necessity  of  man  from  birth  to 
death.  A  broken  vow,  a  perjured  oath,  a  breach  of  trust,  a 
forged  compact  or  a  slanderous  word  despoils  conditions  of  peace 
and  happiness,  and  often  breeds  violence,  disorder,  hardship  and 
murder. 

"Here  are  ten  divine  ordinances,  divine  because  they  are 
scientifically  codified  from  the  wisdom  of  experience,  and  have 
stood  the  test  of  logic  for  time  out  of  mind.  If  these  axioms 
were  graven  on  every  human  heart,  all  cults  of  religion  must 
agree  that  the  Paradise  of  the  Immortal  Jesus  would  prevail 
among  men  of  all  nations,  and  no  bolts  and  locks  needed  to  in- 
sure peace  and  tranquility  among  men. 

"Let  Popes,  Cardinals,  Bishops  and  priests  of  every  cult 
bring  their  minds  into  consideration  now,  at  this  very  time  of 
universal  agitation,  what  the  Light  of  Ltte  here  urges,  the  unifi- 
cation of  mankind  Into  a  logical  system  of  thought  and  action, 
to  the  end  that  war  shall  cease  among  nations,  and  the  soil  of 
the  earth  be  given  to  those  exclusively  who  cultivate  it.  Let 
all  of  ye  incarnations  of  God  abide  in  the  Light  of  Life,  and  live 
truly  reciprocal  with  the  Spirit  of  Compassion. 
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"How  are  the  Images  of  God  adjusting  themselves  to  the 
Dew  light?  Says  Andrew  Carnegie,  "I  am  doing  my  best  to  bless 
my  fellow  man,  and  will  trnn  all  I  have  to  charity."  May  Christ 
guide  him;  and  also  quicken  the  hearts  of  Morgan,  Rockefeller, 
and  the  thousand  others  whose  mountains  of  wealth  hare  risen 
beside  valleys  of  poverty.  The  Spirit  of  Compassion  speaks  to 
all,  in  whose  breath  ye  breath,  on  whose  earth  ye  stand,  in 
whose  light  ye  see,  of  whose  food  ye  eat.  Of  all  there  is  prec- 
ious in  life,  it  is  a  free  gift  to  man.  Will  ye  tarry  in  unfairness 
to  your  brother  man?  Ye  kings  of  nations  who  crucify  Com- 
passion and  engender  hate,  verily,  as  ye  sow  to  the  wind,  will 
ye  not  reap  the  whirlwind?  Are  ye  sure  that  judgment  can  be 
set  aside? — Verily,  the  blood  of  Able  marks  every  gate-post  of 
oppression.*" 


Quintaessentia — The  Dynamic  Divinity  abides  in  the 
invisible  quintaessentia  of  every  species  of  seed  germs,  each 
kind  strictly  in  its  specific  kind,  in  each  and  every  ovarial 
formation;  God  is  the  invisible  quintaessentia  of  every  species 
of  seed  and  ovarial  formation;  God  is  the  seed,  the  genera, 
the  germination,  the  growth  to  maturity,  the  fruition,  the  pro- 
gression snd  the  degeneration  of  life,  the  retrogression  into 
death  and  the  ultimate  invisible  qqiiintaessenti  i  of  substance. 
God  is  in  and  is  every  dualty,  every  trinity,  evory  hexagon, 
every  unity  and  every  diversity — verily,  God  is  a  dynamic 
affiar  altogether. 

"It  lives  in  all  life,  extends  through  all  extent, 

Spreads  undivided,  operates  unspent; 

To  It  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  small. 

It  fills.  It  bounds,  connects  eqquals  all." 


Mother  of  God — Holy  Mary,  mother  of  God;  be  it  so,  and 
every  woman  who  who  beareth  a  child  mothers  the  Prinicple 
of  Life  in  the  child;  verily  the  Principle  of  Life  is  God,  con- 
ditionally manifest  in  evey  form  of  life.  Whoso  seeth  a  form 
of  life  hath  seen  the  incarnation  of  God,  perfect  in  every  mem- 
brane, function  and  tissue,  in  strict  accord  with  each  class 
and  species  of  life. 


Misnomers— Whatsoever  creed  that  calleth  itself  Chris- 
tian and  doeth  not  the  work  that  Christ  commended  is  in 
truth  a  misnomer  and  moveth  by  false  pretension.  It  pro- 
fesseth  faith  in  Christ  and  immortality  and  proveth  nothing. 
It  worketh  no  miracles  of  healing,  restroeth  not  the  halt,  deaf, 
dumb  and  blind,  but  setteth  up  a  mystery  to  ensnare  inno- 
cence and  engraft  the  unwary*    It  mocketh  God. 
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CHAPTER  24. 
Voltarie-- the  Oracle   of    Liberty. 

"He  is  thought  a  knave  or  fool, 

Or  bigot,  plotting  crime. 
Who,  for  the  advancement  of  his  kind. 

Is  wiser  than  his  time." 

The  personality  of  genius  is  little  attached  to  a  name  cred- 
ited with  immortal  words.  So  there  is  little  to  b  esaid  of  the 
life  of  Christ,  or  of  Plato,  Socrates,  Paine,  Newton  or  Voltarie. 
The  world  of  mindgives  them  recognition  mostly  from  their  ex- 
pressions of  thtought  in  such  combination  of  words  as  convey 
authority.  If  there  is  a  mystery  lurking  in  the  energies  of 
Nature  that  balffles  logic  to  solve,  it  is  that  genius  will  come 
among  men  buffeting  peril  and  torture  that  its  words  may  be 
uttred  and  recorded.  Or,  if  it  is  no  mystery,  but  plainly  God 
calling  to  stupid  man,  taking  imminent  risk,  then  are  not  all 
mysteries  susceptible  of  solution?  For  the  light  of  numbers, 
Bruno  was  burned,  for  the  light  of  love  Christ  was  murdered, 
for  the  light  of  reason  Voltaire  was  and  is  hated  around  the 
world,  an  da  cloud  of  clerical  ignorance  essays  to  despoil  his 
name  forever.  As  a  Christian  Voltarie  worshipped  the  Com- 
passionate God,  though  hated  by  Christians;  as  a  Jew  Christ 
loved  God,  though  hated  by  Jews.  The  learned  of  natons  unite 
in  crowning  Voltaire  literary  monarch  of  Europe — then  do 
Christians  hate  Voltarie  because  they  hate  learning?  For  more 
than  a  century  the  name  Voltaire  has  stood  for  Liberty  of 
thought  all  around  the  world.  Do  Christians  hate  Voltaire  be- 
cause they  are  averse  to  free  thought  and  opinion?  Voltaire 
was  a  Deist,  and  regarding  God  he  said  he  rested  his  belief  upon 
knowledge,  and  not  upon  the  mere  assertions  of  priests.  "[ 
know  of  the  existence  of  God/*  said  Voltaire,  "and  I  can  prove 
it,,  while  the  priests  rest  their  DelieY  on  supposition/'  Und<*r 
religious  impulse  Voltaire  built  a  church  at  Ferney,  Switzer- 
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land,  and  dedicated  it  to  God,  in  honor  of  the  Master  of  the  World 
rather  than  his  valets.  In  the  study  of  history  Voltaire  dis- 
covered some  ten  millions  of  people  murdered  for  not  going 
into  the  church.  Do  Christians  hate  Voltaire  for  holding  up  to 
scorn  crimes  committed  in  the  interest  of  religion? 

Concerning  general  principles  all  intelligent  people  are 
alike;  concerning  moral  order  all  commandments  are  alike, 
whether  Boudhlst,  Aryan,  Egyptian  or  Leyitical.  Concerning 
immortality  all  dreamers  have  arrived  at  the  same  conclusion; 
in  view  of  absurdity  every  wit  raises  the  shaft  of  ridicule;  and 
Voltaire,  being  no  exception  among  men  of  culture,  made  fun 
of  Folly  in  his  search  for  Wisdom. 

Voltaire  was  born  at  a  time  when  the  religious  world  was 
quarreling  over  trifles  and  selling  cheap  passports  to  Heaven. 
He  cites  an  instance  where  an  assembly  of  bishops  and  priests 
quarreled  desperately  over  the  proper  place  for  a  comma  in  a 
note  from  the  Pope.  Finally,  to  settle  the  trouble  the  note  was 
referred  to  its  author  for  his  opinion,  who  told  them  it  needed 
no  comma  at  all. 

Voltaire  was  born  at  a  time  when  mankind  were  in  dark- 
ness struggling  for  light.  It  was  in  the  priest-ridden  reign  of 
Louis  XIV.,  when  France  lay  prostrate  under  the  dark  shadow 
of  religious  fanaticism,  hypocrisy,  persecution  and  despotism, 
with  a  vicious  statecraft  thriving  by  means  of  popular  ignor- 
ance; at  a  time  when  over  a  quarter  million  of  Protestants  were 
driven  from  France  by  systematic  and  unrelenting  religious 
violence;  when  the  educated  classes  reveled  in  debauchery,  with 
clerical  and  courtly  accordance,  while  the  uneducated  were 
repressed  Into  poverty  and  servility;  when  the  imperial  court 
was  a  brothel,  and  lechery  among  the  clergy  was  so  general  as 
not  to  be  a  scandal;  when  royalty,  in  maintaining  regal  magnifi- 
cence freely  exchanged  the  power  over  the  ignorant  masses; 
when  intelligent  dissent  from  religious  intolerance  brought 
thousands  of  the  best  and  purest  men  of  France  to  the  Bastile 
and  Guillotine,  while  other  thousands  were  drivne  into  exile; 
when  government  was  a  farce  ending  in  tragedy,  an  dthe  re- 
ligion of  Christ  made  the  cloak  of  robbery,  conspiracy  and  mur- 
der— in  a  state  of  affairs  only  paralleled  in  infamy  by  the 
Spanish  Inquestion — in  the  midnight  despair  of  a  malignant 
planet  groaning  in  remorse— it  was  then,  on  the  chill  night  of 
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February  20,  1693,  that  the  Spirit  of  God  quickened  Into  material 
life  the  soul  of  Voltaire  (the  tiny  infant  christened  Francois 
Marie  Arouet),  at  Chatenay,  a  suburb  of  Paris.  What  God 
intended  at  that  time  can  only  be  inferred  from  results,  which 
history  affirms,  that  a  Literary  Messiah  was  born  to  redeem  the 
world  from  the  bondage  of  superstition.  He  was  christened  in 
the  Catholic  church  and  schooled  in  a  Catholic  college  ;but  how- 
ever  "nurtured,  or  however  cultured,  he  lived  a  long  and  laborious 
life  combatting  the  evils  nursed  by  the  church  and  sanctioned 
by  the  state;  and  in  spite  of  the  narrow  and  cramping  confines 
of  prevailing  theology  he  leaped  all  barriers  to  intelllectual 
growth  till  he  stood  above  every  school  of  old  philosophy  as 
the  prophet  and  autocrat  of  individual  liberty,  the  friend  and 
oracle  of  justice  and  the  forerunner  of  equal  rights. 

In  infancy,  as  the  records  show,  Voltaire  was  so  feeble  that 
his  parents  despaired  of  bringing  him  to  maturity.  At  the  age 
of  seven  death  bereft  him  of  a  mother's  care,  and  from  thence 
his  feeble  body  was  nursed  into  strength  by  a  benevolent  priest, 
while  his  rearing  and  education  were  conducted  partly  by  hi* 
father  and  partly  by  an  uncle  of  wealth.  Before  the  age  of 
twelve  he  had  evinced  a  desire  for  learning,  and  readily  ac- 
quired very  studious  habits,  and  being  much  with  his  uncle  in 
circles  of  fashion  he  soon  became  possessed  with  a  fondness 
for  polite  society.  During  youth  he  was  regarded  as  exceed- 
ingly handsome  in  person,  and  was  both  flattered  and  envied 
for  his  accomplishments  and  polished  manners,  acquired  by  con- 
stant association  with  the  brilliant  intellects  that  adorned 
French  court  society  at  that  time.  It  was  a  time  when  philoso- 
phy, poetry  and  darmatlc  art  were  epidemic  both  in  France  and 
England,  and  every  bright  youth  was  alert  to  catch  the  new  in- 
spiration. A  general  revival  of  literature  pervaded  the  public 
mind;  and  all  roads  were  opening  wide  for  genius  to  acquire 
fame  and  power.  The  fruits  of  culture  were  in  full  view,  entic- 
ing youth  and  manhood  to  secure  and  enjoy.  As  a  classical 
knowledge  was  the  first  necessity  in  rising  Into  literary  honor, 
It  was  easy  Tor  the  studious  young  Voltaire  to  acquire  It,  sur- 
roundede  by  superior  advantages.  Many  living  examples  were 
before  him,  suddenly  rising  like  metors  from  a  dark  horizon. 
Beautiful  laurels  and  golden  rewards  were  held  In  waiting  for 
poetic  talent;  everywhere  many  were  sowing  but  few  harvesting 

289 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


In  the  domain  of  letters.  The  times  and  conditions  were  allur- 
ing and  promising  to  every  ambitious  youth.  Newton  had 
startled  all  Europe  with  the  discovery  of  the  law  of  central 
gravity;  the  philosophies  of  Spinoza,  Locke  and  Bacon  were 
studied  with  frenzied  enthusiasm.  In  poetry  Dante  was  wearing 
an  immortal  crown,  and  Milton,  Toung,  Addison  and  Thompson 
were  out  as  the  morning  stars  of  Inspiration;  Pope  was  gilding 
philosophy  with  lines  of  beauty.  The  dark  and  heavy  fog  of 
superstition  was  rising  from  over  Europe,  with  a  few  stars  of 
genius  peering  from  under  it,  and  a  sorrowing  world  was  rolling 
out  of  a  dismal  midnight  of  ignorance  into  the  first  morning 
gleams  df  an  age  of  intelligence  and  liberty.  Schooled  and 
learned  before  the  age  of  twenty,  the  sprightly  and  vivacious  son 
of  an  attorney,  young  Arouet,  was  awakened  by  the  new  lgiht, 
and  its  brilliant  glow  fired  his  ambition  to  wear  the  crown  that 
gratitude  was  everywhere  bestowing  upon  genius.  Voltaire'* 
was  the  birthright  of  a  divinity,  being  stirred  by  inspiration,  to 
which  the  Satyrs  pay  first  homage,  and  the  virgin  heart  of  thia 
future  lord  of  intelligence  was  early  touched  by  the  mystic 
visitors. 

Unless  one  knows  of  another's  inner  life — the  history  of  the 
heart,  its  emotions  of  grief  and  joy,  its  hopes,  fears  and  bereave- 
ments—  it  is  wiser  to  withhold  harsh  judgment  on  the  career 
of  the  Individualized  man.  Voltaire  lost  In  infancy  what  the 
heart  of  childhood  most  craves — a  mother's  love —  a  loss  which 
is  most  keenly  felt  by  minds  in  a  high  state  of  cultivation.  It 
made  him  sensitive,  irritable,  restless,  sad  melancholly,  and  it 
preyed  upon  his  heart  through  life, — thirsting,  yearning,  grasp- 
ing Tor  affectionate  attention.  Trained  to  the  bar,  a  barrister 
at  twenty,  the  dry  formulas  of  law  were  nauseating  to  a  heart 
pining  for  sympathy.  Many  times  had  his  bruised  heart 
found  expression  in  pathetic  verses,  happily  meeting  response 
from  sympathetic  friends,  and  receiving  the  smiles  and  patron- 
age of  French  society. 

And  now  comes  a  pause  in  the  career  of  young  Voltaire, 
threatening  to  ecllspse  forever  the  hopes  and  aspirations  of  his 
life.  Just  arriving  to  manhood  the  shackles  of  authority  fettered 
his  hands  and  threw  him  behind  prison  doors.  He  had  become 
noted  for  merry  rhyming  on  the  foibles  of  Parisian  life,  and 
being  accused   of  writing  humorous  verses  reflecting  on   the 
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habits  and  customs  off  monks  and  the  priesthood,  he  was  sent 
to  the  Bastile  where  he  remained  eleven  months  as  a  state 
prisoner,  when  he  was  released  under  the  promise  of  being 
more  guarded  in  the  future.  It  afterward  appeared  that  he  was 
innocent,  another  person  proving  to  be  author  of  the  objection- 
able writing,  yet  the  circumstance  led  to  domestic  estrange- 
ment and  disinheritance.  But  still  favored  and  flattered  by  the 
rich,  feasted  and  courted  by  the  learned,  his  woes  were  partially 
dissipated.  But  to  the  pleasures  of  home  he  became  a  stranger; 
t  othe  pleasures  of  memory  estranged;  to  the  pleasures  of  re- 
ligion an  outcast;  to  father,  brother  and  sister  a  vagabond — 
though  his  uncle  bade  him  welcome,  a  bright  Imagination  and 
an  aching  heart  were  his  only  capital.  With  these  he  must 
energy  to  the  study  of  history  and  dramatic  art,  producing 
many  pieces  in  comedy  and  tragedy  which  gave  him  notable 
fame  as  a  dramatist  both  in  Europe  and  England. 

At  the  age  of  thirty-two,  for  a  tilt  of  words  with  a  profligate 
prince,  and  a  challenge  to  combat,  he  was  again  sentenced  to 
the  Bastile  for  eight  months,  after  which  to  banishment,  the 
King  offering  him  choice  for  his  place  of  exile,  whereupon  he 
chose  England,  and  arrived  in  London  in  1726,  where  he  found 
his  literary  fame  had  preceded  him,  and  was  given  a  hearty 
welcome  to  the  land  of  Shakepeare,  Bacon  and  Chaucer,  where 
he  found  royalty  paying  its  respects  to  the  learned  by  following 
the  body  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton  to  the  tomb. 

At  his  uncle's  home  in  Paris,  by  night  or  day,  his  words, 
songs  and  acts  were  the  wail  of  the  lost — lost  to  every  solace 
of  life,  to  love  and  kindness  and  the  hopes  of  manhood.  In 
London  he  found  a  wholesome  atmosphere,  where  men  were  free 
to  think  and  speak  without  fear,  and  learning  honored  and  re- 
warded. During  his  three  years  of  exile  he  mastered  the 
English  language  and  cultivated  the  society  and  friendship  of 
Pope,  Addison,  Swift  and  Toung,  and  studied  the  literature 
made  classic  by  Milton,  Johnson,  Dryden,  Chaucer  and  Con- 
greve.  The  free  intellectual  air  of  England  was  strongly  in 
contrast  with  clerical  repression  in  France,  and  gave  Voltaire 
ne  wlnspiration  and  greater  determination  to  uproot  the  hideous 
nightmare  of  superstition  that  darkened  France,  crushing  the 
noblest  virtues  and  rendering  life  Insecure.  From  enlightened 
England  despotic  and  cruel  intolerance  in  Europe  wore  a  more 

291 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


dreadful  aspect  than  before  he  left.  Prance  being  a  fertile 
country,  he  could  discern  what  it  could  be  If  relieved  of  its 
clerical  incubus,  and  to  free  it  from  religious  oppression  he 
should   devote  the  energies  of  his  life. 

Before  entering  into  a  discussion  of  the  ideas  and  purposes 
of  Voltaire  it  is  of  interest  to  return  to  the  parental  roof  of  this 
eminently  Saturnallan  Deist.  Toward  the  last  of  the  Seventeenth 
Century  Maitre  Francois  Arouet,  father  of  Francois  Marie 
Arouet  (Voltaire),  was,  by  purchase  of  position,  a  notary  and 
financial  agent  of  King  Louis  XVI  of  France,  and  possessed  a 
considerable  income  from  the  revenues  of  his  office.  As  a  court 
attorney  he  was  accessable  to  the  factors  of  public  life  in  Paris, 
and  commanded  the  respect  of  those  who  had  business  with  the 
crown,  though  having  no  claim  to  high  birth.  By  marriage,  how- 
ever, his  chldren  inherited  fro  mthelr  mother  the  blood  of  a 
distinguished  nobility.  The  senior  Arouet  had  married  Mar- 
guerita  d'Aumard,  an  accomplished  daughter  of  Nicholas  d' 
Aumard,  a  distinguished  noblemen  of  the  proince  of  Poltou,  and 
established  a  princely  residence  at  Chatenay  in  the  environs  of 
Paris,  where  he  was  surrounded  by  an  atmosphere  of  courtly 
honors  and  refinements  as  well  as  the  extravagances  of  that  age 
of  sensation  and  excess.  To  a  versatile  scholar  and  able  at- 
torney the  union  with  the  d'Aumards  brought  to  the  Arouet 
home  the  highest  prestige  of  literary  culture  then  in  France. 
Through  a  long  line  of  ancestry  the  d'Aumards  had  been  noted 
for  liberal  sentiments,  elegant  manners,  social  refinement,  and 
aspiration  to  excellence  in  modes  of  life,  especially  notable  in 
the  Poltou  povlnce.  The  offspring  of  this  fortunate  marriage 
was  five  births,  two  sons  and  one  daughter  surviving,  the  last  of 
the  five  being 

Francois  Marie  Arouet  (Voltaire), 
who  was  puny  and  fragile  at  birth,  with  only  an  Invalid  mother 
to  care  for  his  tiny  speck  of  ltfe.  His  brother  was  then  at  the 
years  of  manhood,  absorbed  in  the  conventionalities  of  the 
church,  while  his  sister  had  just  entered  the  social  whirl.  The 
stern  bsiness  habits  of  the  father  could  yield  no  attention  to 
the  poor  waif,  and  when  death  tore  away  a  mother's  care  at  tha 
age  of  seven  he  was  little  more  than  a  helpless  babe.  The 
father  soon  found  the  child  a  painful  incumbrance,  and  hastily 
placed  him  under  the  tutillage  of  a  kindly  priest.    The  priest 
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found  the  little  fellow  remarkably  quick  to  learn,  though  dally 
he  was  affected  by  a  constant  nervous  straggle,  crying  for  his 
dead  mother.  Comforted  and  nourished  by  the  priest  he  rapidly 
gained  in  strength  and  stature,  till  at  the  age  of  twelve  he  had 
become  vigorous  in  body  and  a  bright  student  By  fifteen  he 
was  foremost  as  a  student  of  history,  current  literature,  master 
of  Greek  and  Latin,  and  well  read  in  classics.  Before  sixteen 
the  Muse  had  stirred  his  soul  and  many  effusions  in  rhyme  had 
flowed  from  his  pen,  giving  him  some  local  fame  for  essays  and 
metric  composition  in  his  schoolroom.  The  father,  learning 
that  the  boy  Marie  was  acquireing  a  passion  for  literature,  he 
sought  to  check  the  tendency  early  by  laying  plans  to  train  the 
lad  for  the  bar,  and  immediately  procured  for  his  son  an  en- 
trance into  the  Imperial  College  at  Paris,  where  he  studied  three 
years,  but  spent  his  time  largely  In  absorbing  whatever  was 
available  in  the  line  of  romance,  poetry,  the  arts,  and  such  gen- 
eral history  as  the  church  permitted  read  by  students.  This 
tendency  greatly  mortified  the  father,  who  strove  with  greater 
energy  than  discretion  to  confine  the  son  to  a  pursuit  that 
would  raise  him  to  honorable  position,  knowing  that  literature 
in  Prance  meant  poverty  and  disgrace.  The  more  he  urged  the 
son  Into  the  profession  of  law  tbe  stronger  became  the  young 
man's  distaste  for  it.  The  brother  took  sides  with  the  father 
and  became  incessantly  abusive,  till  quarrels  and  deartburnings 
arose  without  number  in  the  family,  accompanied  by  theats  of 
disinheritance  , which  was  accomplished  by  the  perfidy  of  both 
rather  and  brother  in  1722,  when  the  fa'ther  died  and  this  ex- 
tremely zealous  Catholic  brother  seized  upon  the  estate  and 
drove  the  boy  from  home.  Prom  that  date  the  younger  Arouet, 
at  the  age  of  29,  ceased  to  write  the  family  name,  adopt- 
ing  for  himself  the  singular  appellation  of  Voltaire,  believed  to  be 
derived  from  initials  of  his  mother's  relatives.  The  nature  of  Its 
significance  at  that  time  has  long  lain  in  uncertainty;  but  what 
it  signifies  now,  by  the  use  he  made  of  it,  the  thinking  world 
la  never  in  doubt— the  Symbol  and  Shibboleth  of  Intellectual 
Liberty. 

Midst  the  turmoils  of  domestic  discord  in  the  Arouet  family, 
Abbe  d*Chanlleu,  who  was  himself  a  Deist  of  some  note  and  a 
man  of  wealth,  and  an  uncle  of  Voltaire,  took  him  into  his  home, 
and  gave  the  bright  young  genius  much  of  his  attention,  and  for 
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several  years  chaperoned  him  behind  the  curtains  of  frivolous 
Parisian  life.  It  was  him  who  first  led  Voltaire  to  see  the  wolf 
that  lay  crouching  behind  the  mask  of  religion.  Though  mingling 
much  with  the  gaieties  of  Parisian  society  while  merging  Into 
•manhood,  he  still  found  time  to  pursue  untiringly  his  many 
studies.  By  his  side  in  his  uncle's  library  were  the  biographies 
of  Plutarch,  which  he  considered  the  best  book  of  antiquity, 
histories  of  Greece,  Rome,  Egypt,  etc.,  essays  of  Plato,  Cicero 
and  Arlstottle,  the  romances  and  poetry  of  whatever  age  that 
found  their  way  into  print,  besides  an  infinite  amount  of  re- 
ligious history.  From  close  attention  to  books  young  Voltaire 
drifted  so  far  out  of  the  spheres  of  social  Iffe  that  when  his 
uncle  introduced  him  to  the  famous  Madam  Ninon,  at  the  age 
of  18,  he  eadlly  received  and  reciprocated  her  love — really  the 
poet's  first  love — though  she  was  past  70,  but  retaining  her 
former  beauty  to  a  remarkable  degree.  So  greatly  did  the 
madam  admire  the  youth  that  she  made  him  a  large  present 
of  money  with  which  to  purchase  books  to  enlarge  his  literary 
resources.  With  the  liberal  bequest  of  Madam  Ninon  he  came 
into  possession  of  many  rare  volumes,  such  as  the  works  of 
Des  Cartese,  Spinoza,  Locke,  Bacon  and  Hume,  writings  of 
Hillel,  Phllo  and  Eusebius,  excerpts  on  Science  from  Copernicus, 
Galilleo  and  Bruno  and  the  poetry  of  Homer,  Horace  and  Virgil. 
But  of  all  the  writings  that  captivated  his  "maturing  min  dthose 
of  Plato  and  Cicero  were  to  him  the  most  inspiring,  and  in  after 
years  he  pointed  to  them  with  literary  pride.  He  grasped  with 
eagerness  every  possible  scrap  of  ancient  story — of  India,  China, 
Persia,  Syria  and  Egypt — and  his  great  store  of  early  knowledge 
served  his  purpose  well  when  later  In  life  he  compiled  his  work 
on  Universal  History,,  and  in  affording  great  resource  in  his 
dramatic  compositions. 

If,  in  the  beginning  of  the  Twentieth  Century,  there  are 
Christian  theologians  who  still  have  qualms  or  reproach  regard- 
ing the  impiety  of  Voltaire,  let  them  turn  back  to  the  Seventeenth 
and  Eighteenth  Centuries  and  honestly  examine  the  particular 
species  of  Christianity  that  confronted  the  daily  life  of  all  who 
had  education  and  common  sense.  Let  them  give  the  Indulgences, 
fetishes,  amulets,  etc.,  of  midevial  Christianity  a  candid  ex- 
amination, and  say  for  themselves  whether  Voltaire  was  justi- 
fied   in    holding    them  up  to  satire  and  ridicule.     Over  entire 
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Europe  there  had  become  a  lively  competition  In  scalping  on 
tickets  to  heaven,  priests  and  monks  vieing  with  each  other  in 
driving  the  best  bargains  and  raking  in  the  most  money  from 
the  simple  and  ignorant.  Regardless  of  how  mean  the  man  or 
woman,  passes  were  issued  on  church  considerations,  not  only 
through  purgatory  but  clear  up  to  the  Great  White  Throne.  So 
great  became  the  stock  market  for  indulgences  that  they  were 
issued  in  vast  quantity,  like  wildcat  currency,  and  farmed 
out  to  agents  who  advertised  their  wares  with  as  little  veracity 
as  quack  doctors  with  their  nostrums.  But  don't  overlook  the 
amulets — being  sanctified  by  Saintly  Names,  they  were  dead 
shot  against  every  evil  known  to  man  or  woman.  They  only 
cost  a  quarter  to  half  a  dollar  each,  but  many  millions  sold 
made  the  church  rich  and  powerful.  By  wearing  them  there 
was  no  need  of  doctors  or  knowledge  of  any  kind.  They  were 
all  listed  by  name  and  priced  according  to  disease.  The  Devil 
pervaded  earth,  air  and  water,  and  amulets  would  head  him 
off.  One  saint  was  good  for  the  itch,  another  for  rickets;  one 
good  for  running  sores,  another  for  gout;  one  would  check 
dysentery,  another  drive  away  bad  dreams.  If  the  family  had 
measles,  scrofula,  or  croup,  try  some  amulets;  if  troubled  with 
headache,  piles  or  backache,  buy  a  few  more  amulets.  But  the 
church  did  not  stop  with  these  sources  of  revenue — the  Lord  of 
Christianity  was  doing  a  thriving  business  in  other  directions. 
Having  control  of  the  air,  rain  and  sunshine,  He  could  cause 
plenty  or  scarcity  of  crops,  and  bring  on  a  famine  unless  the 
church  donations  were  liberal.  This  Christian  Jehovah  could 
scare  the  ignorant  millions  into  his  service.  He  could  handle 
the  weather,  cause  good  crops,  cure  disease,  and  impose  on 
ignorance  as  means  to  pilfer  and  plunder  mankind.  This  Ideal 
Lord  of  the  Middle  Ages  was  doing  a  rushing  business,  making 
a  great  noise  from  early  morn  till  late  at  night;  to  intensify 
His  noise  He  invented  bells,  bells,  more  bells— to  rouse  ignor- 
ance, stupidity  and  fear  to  early  mass  and  more  alms.  The 
sanctified  bell  had  great  power  to  make  people  scrimp  to  save 
pennies,  and  Jump  and  run  to  Its  holy  clang;  a  quick,  sharp 
notice  no  purse,  feet  and  hands  and  pa  raized  brain.  It  struck 
Voltaire  that  if  such  a  God  was  the  best  that  Christianity  couM 
set  up;  if  the  Lord  of  Superstition  had  no  other  business  than 
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inventing  the  means  of  looting  the  human  race,  then  away  with 
Him— let  him  perish. 

For  over  twelve  centuries  succeeding  the  adoption  of  Chris- 
tianity as  the  state  religion  of  the  Roman  empire  all  history  lay 
mangled  and  distorted,  and  literature,  science  and  philosophy 
crushed  and  smothered  under  the  ban  of  religious  intolerance. 
But  a  general  reaction,  set  adrift  by  Martin  Luther  In  northern 
Europe,  had  attained  prodigious  magnitude  toward  the  eve  of 
the  Seventeenth  Century.  A  crusade  of  Reason  had  supplanted 
the  crusade  of  Religion;  the  prison  house  of  Superstition  was 
assaulted  and  its  doors  broken;  the  manacles  of  Credulity  fell 
from  learning,  and  Philosophy  walked  abroad  unhindered.  This 
Crusade  of  Reason  lit  up  the  earth  as  an  inspiration,  as  if  God 
had  come  to  life  after  laying  dead  a  thousand  years.  It  was 
a  century  of  heroic  struggle  for  Intllectual  Liberty,  and  gave 
birth  to  many  illustrious  me  nof  genius,  whose  names  are  re- 
corded in  the  temple  of  fame. 

By  the  dawn  of  the  Eighteenth  Century  the  Crusade  of 
Reason  had  planted  its  banners  in  the  French  capital,  and  the 
brightest  minds  of  that  nation  had  gathered  around  It,  of  whom 
Voltaire  became  the  master  spirit,  thoroughly  a  product  of 
Gaulle  blood  and  brain,  of  conspicuously  typical  and  rugged 
growth  of  indomitable  will  and  mental  persistence.  As  the 
culture  of  India  ripened  in  Gautama,  of  Perlsa  in  Zoroaster,  of 
Greece  In  Plato,  of  Britain  in  Bacon,  so  the  mental  fertility  of 
Southern  Europe  realized  its  intellectual  harvest  in  the  inimit- 
able genius  of  Voltaire.  Hi's  was  the  one  eminent  soul,  repre- 
senting over  twenty  centuries  of  the  toils  and  dangers  of  a 
peculiar  people  struggling  out  of  savage  life; — representing  the 
cares,  industry,  hardships,  agitations,  convulsions,  successes 
and  misfortunes,  culture  and  energy,  defeats  and  victories  of 
the  vigorous  and  stubborn  Gaulle  race.  Coptic  or  Grecian, 
Aryan  or  Roman,  Araimic  or  Phoneclan,  every  trait  of  the  Cul- 
tured Past  thrived  on  Gaulle  soil  and  matured  in  the  brain  of 
Voltare.  He  lived  on  foods  prepared  by  the  Gods — the  breads 
of  Confuslus,  Sakyamunl  and  Solon;  the  vintage  of  Aistottle, 
Plato  and  Cicero;  the  meats  of  Copernicus,  Bruno  and  Splnsoa 
— and  in  his  surging  blood  streamed  the  verities  of  French  ex- 
peience,  the  quick  throb  of  French  hearts,  and  the  sincerities, 
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faiths,  hopes  and  aspirations  of  that  singularly  vital  composite 
and  courageous  race. 

Coming  into  the  world  at  the  time  he  did,  surrounded  by 
popular  vices  instead  of  popular  virtues,  when  popular  educa- 
tion was  schools  of  lechery,  with  clergymen  and  princes  as  the 
lechers,  when  prisons  were  crowded  with  Deists  and  Protestants, 
courtesans  over  virtuous  women,  intelligent  people  should  won- 
der when  society,  under  the  guidance  of  religion,  gave  precedence 
to  that  Voltaire  ever  wrote  a  line  in  favor  of  decency  or  Justice. 
If  the  pulpit  is  the  place  for  evil  doers  to  hide,  and  the  throne 
a  fortress  for  villains,  so  prevailing  by  the  grace  of  God  and 
Son,  then  where  else  should  Voltaire  go  in  search  for  the  Devil? 

As  all  living  beings  are  radiations  of  the  Principle  of  Life, 
however  shadowy  be  the  veils  of  material  substance,  its  largely 
through  the  mind  of  the  Compassionate  Man  that  we  realize  the 
abstract  mind  of  the  Compassionate  God.  It  was  the  deep  surg- 
ing and  impetuous  insistence  o  fthe  indwelling  compassion  of 
Voltaire  that  energized  him  to  labor  eighteen  hours  a  day 
through  a  life  of  eighty-four  years  for  the  single  purpose  of  de- 
livering mankind  from  mental  bondage,  political  oppression  and 
social  distress.  He  stands  for  all  time  as  the  unfearlng  apostle 
of  human  equity  and  intellectual  liberty.  Let  priests  hereafter 
tell  the  world  that  Voltaire  wielded  the  sword  that  slayed  the 
draggon  Superstition  and  dethroned  the  tyrant  Religious  Perse- 
cution. Let  all  churches  declare  that  bigotry  is  dying  from  Vol- 
taire's assaults. 


Law— The  laws  of  man  are  a  misnomer  .written  by  the 
satraps  of  Satan  to  oppress  and  filch  the  children  of  God. 
Prom  Caesar  to  Blackstone,  from  Lytton  to  Kent,  the  growth 
of  Law  hath  engluttened  the  rich  and  famished  the  poor. 
Doth  equal  chances  abide  under  an  ylaw  in  America,  Brittain, 
Prance,  Russia,  Austria,  India  or  China?  In  what  part  of 
earth  are  the  comforts  of  life  equally  as  secure  to  the  poor 
as  to  the  rich?  Millions  of  God's  images  are  born  penniless; 
where  is  the  land  for  them  safeguarded  for  homes  by  Law? 
A  billion  peasants  inhabit  this  planet  with  no  right  of  land 
tor  home  or  food — Law  robbed  them  before  and  after  birth. 
Where  is  there  equity  of  human  rights  on  earth  except  in  ab- 
solute Revolution  in  Law?  Were  Christ  here  now,  Religion 
would  scorn  him  as  an  imposter  and  Law  would  lock  him  In 
Jan  as  a  vagarant,  having  no  land  for  a  penniless  Son  of  God. 
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CHAPTETR  25. 
Voltaire,  a  Divine  Incarnation. 

Eery  human  being  immanently  impelled  by  constant  indigna- 
tion against  evil  conditions,  with  sympathy  for  the  agonies  of 
distress  flowing  unceasingly  from  the  heart,  is,  in  a  psychologic 
sense,  a  divine  Incarnation.  Such  beings  have  messages  from 
the  Light  of  Life,  the  delivery  of  which  is  an  outburst  of  words 
from  deep  conviction,  oblivious  to  the  perils  that  follow.  These 
words  of  Jesus  were  such  an  outburst:  "Woe  unto  you,  Scribes, 
Pharisees,  hypocrites!  for  ye  devour  widow's  houses;  ye  blind 
guides,  who  shut  up  the  kingdom  of  heaven  against  men;  who 
strain  at  a  gnat  and  swallow  a  camel;  ye  whited  sepulchers, 
bautiful  without,  but  foul  within;  ye  make  the  cup  clean  with- 
out but  within  full  of  extortion  and  excess;  ye  serpents,  ye 
generation  of  vipers,  how  can  ye  escape  the  damnation  of  hell?'* 

Also,  these  words  of  Voltaire  were  such  an  outburst  of 
Messianic  Inspiration:  "Peace  involves  the  greatest  cardinal 
principles  of  true  religious  faith  and  practice;  the  Lord,  who 
hath  bidden  us  to  love  our  enemies,  and  hate  none,  and  tosuffer 
evil  without  complaint,  expresses  no  will  or  adivce  that  we 
should  go  to  war  at  the  behest  of  tryants  and  cut  our  neigh- 
bors' throats.  John  Calvin,  the  assassin  of  Michael  Servetus, 
had  a  most  atrocious  soul!  How  can  any  man,  imbued  by  the 
moral  axioms  of  the  Nazarene,  conclude  otherwise  than  that  the 
burning  of  Servetus  was  a  fiendish  atrocity?" 

Among  all  the  great  of  earth,  who  suffered  persecution  for 
the  simple  life  of  promoting  mental  and  material  liberty,  three 
names  most  gracefully  wear  the  diadem  of  immortality — Socra- 
tes, Jesus  and  Voltaire.  I  honor  every  memorial  to  the  heroic 
dead,  and  tarnish  not  a  single  laurel  worn  by  genius.  I  would 
cast  no  shadow  on  the  glory  of  an  illumined  soul,  nor  deface  the 
sepulcher  of  any  one  whoever  stood  for  the  good  of  man.  I 
would  not  dim  one  glimmer  of  light  that  came  from  the  divinely 
lighted  lamp  borne  by  the  Saviour  of  Nazareth;  but  also,  ren- 
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dering  homage  to  .whom  homage  is  due  for  every  Son  of  Man 
who  lives  for  the  good  that  he  can  do,  I  keep  the  wreath  of  glory 
ever  fresh  and  bright  crowning  the  divinely  inspired  soul  of 
Voltaire,  for  he  broke  ou  rchains  of  superstition  and  removed 
the  galling  yokes  of  bigotry  from  the  necks  of  the  human  race. 
For  more  than  a  century  his  name  has  been  the  target  of  pulpit 
liars  in  every  civilized  nation,  with  his  life  and  character  be- 
smeared with  the  slanders  of  ignorant  Ghrstians,  "who  know 
not  what  they  do,"  and  speak  what  they  do  not  know,  in  th« 
assumed  interest  of  an  adulterous  God  alleged  to  embody  the 
qualities  of  truth  and  righteousness!  For  exposing  the  Infamous 
corruptions  of  Judaism  to  popular  judgment  Jesus  was  perse- 
cuted to  death  by  the  Jews;  for  exposing  to  ridicule  some  of  the 
absurd  vagaries  of  mediaeval  theology  Voltaire  is  persecuted 
after  death  by  Christians! 

While  Voltaire  was  not  so  abundently  blessed  with  suffi- 
cient faith  as  to  work  astonishing  cures  of  disease,  resussltat- 
ing  the  dead,  or  holding  conversation  with  those  who  had  been 
dead  for  many  centuries,  or  if  seeing  the  persons  of  those  whose 
corporal  bodies  had  decayed,  yet  his  entire  mature  life  was  de- 
voted to  relief  of  distress.  If  the  Christians  have  faith  as  they 
pretend,  why  do  they  not  follow  the  example  of  Jesus,  who  told 
them  that  through  faith  they  could  do  greater  things  than  he 
had  done'?  Why  do  not  the  pretended  followers  of  Jesus  work 
miracles — raise  the  dead,  cure  the  sick  by  word  or  touch,  re- 
lieve pain  by  the  laying  on  of  hands?  Why  do  they  not  make  all 
their  Invocations  in  secret,  instead  of  loud  prayers,  to  be  heard 
of  men?  By  the  insistence  of  Jesus'  example,  Jesus'  verified 
actions,  the  dead  come  back  and  talk! — or  not  so;  really  has  the 
flowering  and  fruiting  of  psychology  and  pathology  gone  into 
innoxious  desuitude  and  entirely  faded  out  of  the  universe,  so 
that  pseudo-Christians  are  now  disabled  from  practicing  the  virt- 
ues of  Jesus?  The  priests  of  Jesus  do  not  follow  his  example,  or 
do  greater  things  through  faith.  They  do  not  call  up  the  dead; 
do  not  heal  by  laying  on  of  hands,  touch,  or  word  of  command; 
do  not  discern  spirits,  or  exercise  the  various  spiritual  gifts; 
therefore  the  priests  of  Christ,  either  through  stupidity,  ignor- 
ance, false  teaching,  or  self-interest  ,have  practcally  ignored  the 
healing  mission  and  spiritual  message  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth. 
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Voltaire  could  not  approve,  less  extoll,  the  masquerading  of  his 
beloved  church  under  the  banners  of  false  pretention. 

Voltaire  rose  into  manhood  midst  the  most  notable  intel- 
lectual culture  of  the  French  nation— a  culture  culminating  in 
the  eve  of  the  seventeenth  century*  which  gave  birth  to  many 
illustrious  men  of  genius,  of  whom  Voltaire  was  the  acknowl- 
edged master  spirit— the  one  ripe  soul  representing  twenty  or 
more  centuries  of  earnest  thought  and  toil,— representing  the 
industry,  hardships,  cares,  agitations,  convulsions,  mis  fortunes 
and  successes,  the  mental  activities  and  inventive  genius,  the 
discordant  conflicts  and  methods  of  peace  of  the  many  millions 
of  vigorous  and  determined  Oalic  people  who  preceded  his  ad- 
vent T|iis  culture,  of  letters,  art  and  philosophy,  was  the  fruits 
of  a  civilization  ascending  from  the  times  of  Caesar,  of  con- 
spicuously typical  and  rugged  growth,  of  indomitable  will  and 
mental  persistence.  It  was  the  meat  preserved  by  Cicero, 
Plutarch,  Aristottle,  the  game  hunted  by  Copernicus,  Bruno, 
Splnzoa,  and  the  inspiration  of  Virgil,  upon  which  the  giant 
Voltaire  was  fed,  and  in  whose  blood  streamed  the  verities  of 
French  experience,  the  earnest  pulsations  of  French  hearts,  and 
the  sincerities,  faiths,  hopes  and  aspirations  of  a  singularly 
vital,  composite  and  courageous  race.  As  the  culture  of  India 
ripened  In  Gautama,  of  Persia  In  Zoroaster,  of  Greece  in  Plato, 
of  Britain  in  Bacon,  so  the  mental  fertility  of  southern  Europe 
realised  its  intellectual  fruitage  and  harvest  In  the  life  and 
mind  of  Voltaire. 

The  development  of  Voltaire's  mind  was  environed  with  the 
priest-ridden  reign  of  Louis  XIV,  when  France  was  prostrate 
under  the  black  shadow  of  fanaticism,  hypocrisy,  despotism  and 
religious  persecution,  with  a  drunken  clergy  and  viscious  mon- 
archy thriving  by  robbery  of  the  ignorant  people;  during  a 
time  when  a  quarter  million  Protestants  were  robbed,  Wiled, 
or  driven  from  France  by  Catholic  violence;  when  popular 
education  was  schools  of  debauchery,  with  clergymen  and 
prinecs  as  the  lechers,  and  the  Illiterate  enslaved  to  maintain 
them;  when  the  imperial  court  was  a  brothel,  and  adultery 
among  the  clergy  so  common  as  to  be  no  scandal;  when  royalty 
offset  the  sword  for  Catholic  influence  over  the  people;  when 
the  guillotine  was  dally  dripping  with  fresh  blood  of  the  best 
men  of  France,  and  the  Bastile  was  crowded  to  suffocation  with 
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Protestants  and  Deists,  while  thousands  were  driven  into  exile 
robbed  of  their  property,  "bcause  they  wouldn't  come  into  the 
church;"  when  statecraft  was  a  disgusting  mixture  of  farce  and 
tragedy;  when  the  religion  of  Jesus  Christ  was  made  a  complete 
mantle  for  conspiracy,  robbery  and  murder.  It  was  in  such  a 
state  of  affairs  that  Voltaire  was  born,  and  reared  among  the 
wanton  vices  and  crime  which  the  church  fostered  and  the  em- 
pire promoted  The  world  should  wonder  that  he  ever  wrote  a 
line  in  favor  of  decency  or  justice;  but  it  is  always  from  such 
conditions  that  some  one  soul  rises  in  revolt;  and  it  was  Vol- 
taire's revolt  against  religious  crime  that  made  him  the  most 
conspicuous  literary  man  of  modern  Europe. 

When  Voltaire  arrived  at  manhood,  and  started  out  in  pur- 
suit of  a  living  as  an  essayist,  poet  and  dramatist,  the  world  had 
been  Christianized  for  over  a  thousand  years,  and  the  laws  of 
France  were  moulded  and  framed  under  the  supervision  of  holy 
and  devout  men!  To  question  the  perfection  of  the  benign  and 
perfect  regulations  of  church  authority  was  direct  provocation 
of  the  wrath  of  a  loving  God!  Voltaire  had  found  it  a  serious 
matter  to  laugh  at  what  appeared  to  him  as  ridiculous  absurdi- 
ties. Though  France  was  under  a  reign  of  universal  love,  a 
chamber  of  torture  lay  behind  the  throne,  and  the  thumb-screw 
and  the  rack  were  close  by  the  altar  of  the  Most  Merciful!  It 
struck  Voltaire  that  if  cruelty  and  crime  were  the  chief  outcome 
of  Christianity;  then  away  with  it!  The  surroundings  in  which 
he  was  educated,  and  against  which  his  sensitive  nature  re- 
volted, are  vividly  pictured  as  follows  by  Ingersoll,  one  of  his 
most  worthy  admirers: 

"The  believers  in  a  God  of  love — an  infinite  father — pun- 
ished hundreds  of  offenses  with  torture  and  death.  Suspected 
persons  were  tortured  to  make  them  confess.  Convicted  per- 
sons were  tortured  to  make  them  give  the  names  of  their  ac- 
complices. Under  the  leadership  of  the  Church  cruelty  had 
become  the  only  reforming  power.  In  this  blessed  time  authors 
were  at  the  mercy  of  king  and  priest.  The  most  of  them  were 
cast  into  prisons,  impoverished  by  fines  and  costs,  exiled  or  exe- 
cuted. The  little  time  that  hangmen  could  snatch  from  profes- 
sional duties  was  occupied  in  burning  books.  The  courts  of 
justice  were  traps  in  which  the  innocent  were  caught.  The 
Judges  were  almost  as  malicious  and  cruel  as  though  they  had 
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been  Bishops  or  saints.  There  was  no  trial  by  jury,  and  the 
rules  of  evidence  allowed  the  conviction  of  the  supposed  crim- 
inal by  the  proof  of  suspicion  or  hearsay.  The  witnesses,  being 
liable  to  be  tortured,  generally  told  what  the  Judges  wished  to 
hear. 

"The  supernatural  and  the  miraculous  controlled  the 
world.  Everything  was  explained,  but  nothing  was  understood. 
The  church  was  at  the  head.  The  sick  bought  from  monks 
little  amulets  of  consecrated  paper.  They  did  not  send  for  a 
doctor,  but  for  a  priest,  and  the  priest  sold  the  diseased  and  the 
dying  these  magical  amulets.  These  little  pieces  of  paper  with 
the  help  of  some  saint  would  cure  diseases  of  every  kind.  If 
you  would  put  one  in  a  cradle  it  would  keep  the  child  from  be- 
ing bewitched.  If  you  would  put  one  in  the  barn,  the  rats  would 
not  eat  your  corn.  If  you  would  keep  one  in  the  house  evil 
spirits  would  not  enter  your  doors,  and  if  you  buried  them  in 
the  fields  you  would  have  good  weather,  th*  Kost  would  be 
delayed,  rain  would  come  when  needed,  and  abundant  crops 
would  bless  your  labor.  The  church  insisted  that  all  diseases 
could  be  cured  In  the  name  of  God,  and  that  these  cures  could 
be  effected  by  prayers,  exorcism  ,by  touching  bones  of  saints. 
pieces  of  the  true  cross,  by  being  sprinkled  with  holy  water  or 
with  sanctified  salt,  or  touched  with  magical  oil. 

'In  that  day  the  dead  saints  were  the  best  physicians;  St. 
Valentine  cured  epilepsy;  St.  Gervasus  was  exceedingly  good 
for  rheumatism;  St.  Michael  for  cancer;  St.  Judas  for  coughs 
and  colds;  St.  Ovidius  restored  the  hearing;  St.  Sebastian  was 
good  for  the  bites  of  snakes  and  stings  of  poisonous  insects; 
St.  Apolonia  for  toothache;  St.  Clara  for  any  trouble  with  the 
eyes;  and  St.  Hubert  for  hydrophobia.  It  was  known  that  doc- 
tors reduced  the  revenues  of  the  church;  that  was  enough — 
science  was  the  enemy  of  religion.  The  church  thought  that 
the  air  was  filled  with  a  tenement  house  inhabitated  by  evil 
spirits;  that  angles  were  on  one  side  of  men  and  evil  spirits 
on  the  other,  and  that  God  would,  when  the  subscriptions  and 
donations  justified  the  effort,  drive  the  evil  spirits  from  the 
field.  Satan  had  power  over  the  air;  consequently  he  controlled 
the  frost,  the  mildew,  the  lightning,  and  the  flood;  and  the  prin- 
cipal business  of  the  church  was  with  bells,  and  holy  water,  and 
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incense,  and  crosses,  to  defeat  the  machinations  of  that  prince 
of  the  power  of  the  air. 

"Great  reliance  was  placed  upon  the  bells;  they  were 
sprinkled  with  holy  water,  and  their  clangor  cleared  the  air  of 
imps  and  fiends.  And  bells  also  protected  the  people  from 
storms  and  lightning.  In  that  day  the  church  used  to  anathe- 
matize insects.  Suits  were  commenced  against  rats  and  judg- 
ment rendered.  Every  monastery  had  its  master  magician,  who 
sold  incense  and  salt  and  tapers  and  consecrated  palms  and 
relics.  Every  science  was  regarded  as  as  an  enemy;  every 
fact  held  the  creed  of  the  church  in  scorn.  Investigators  were 
regarded  as  dangerous;  thinkers  were  traitors,  and  the  church 
exerted  its  vast  power  to  prevent  the  intellectual  progress  of 
man.  There  was  no  real  liberty,  no  real  education,  no  real 
philosophy,  no  real  science — nothing  but  credulity  and  supersti- 
tion.   The  world  was  under  the  control  of  Satan  and  the  church. 

"The  church  firmly  believed  in  the  existence  of  witches 
and  devils  and  fiends.  In  this  way  the  church  had  every  enemy 
within  her  power.  It  simply  had  to  charge  him  witth  being  a 
wizard,  of  holding  communications  with  devils,  and  the  ignorant 
mob  was  ready  to  tear  him  in  pieces.  So  prevalent  was  this  be- 
lief in  the  supernatural  that  the  poor  people  were  finally  driven 
to  make  the  best  possible  terms  they  could  with  the  spirit  of 
evil  This  doctrine  filled  every  friend  with  suspicion  of  his 
friend;  it  made  the  husband  denounce  the  wife,  children  their 
parents,  parents  their  children.  It  destroyed  the  amenities  of 
humanity,  it  did  away  with  justice  in  the  courts,  it  broke  the 
bond  of  friendship,  it  filled  with  poison  the  golden  cup  of  life, 
it  turned  earth  into  a  very  perdition  peopled  with  abominable 
malicious,  and  hideous  fiends.  Such  was  the  result  of  a  belcf 
in  the  supernatural,  such  was  the  result  of  giving  up  the  evi- 
dence of  our  own  senses  and  relying  upon  dreams,  visions,  and 
fears.  Such  was  the  result  of  the  attack  upon  human  reason, 
such  the  result  of  depending  on  the  imagination,  on  the  super- 
natural, such  the  result  of  living  in  this  world  for  another,  of 
depending  upon  priests  instead  of  upon  ourselves.  The  Prot- 
estants vied  with  Catholics,  Luther  stood  side  by  side  with  tho 
priests  he  had  deserted  in  promoting  this  belief  in  devils  and 
fears.  To  the  Catholic  every  Protestant  was  possessed  by  a 
devil,  to  the  Protestant  every  Catholic  was  the  home  of  a  fiend. 
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All  order  in  regular  succession  of  causes  and  effects  was  known 
no  more,  the  natural  ceased  to  exist,  the  learned  and  the  ignor- 
ant were  on  a  level.  The  priest  was  caught  in  the  net  he  had 
spread  for  the  peasant,  and  Christendom  became  a  vast  mad- 
house, with  the  insane  for  keepers. 

"When  Voltaire  was  born  the  church  ruled  and  owned 
France.  It  was  a  period  of  almost  uniersal  corruption.  Ths 
priests  were  mostly  libertines,  the  Judges  cruel  and  venal.  The 
royal  palace  was  a  house  of  prostitution.  The  nobles  were 
heartless,  proud,  arrogant,  and  cruel  to  the  last  degree.  The 
common  people  were  treated  as  beasts.  It  took  the  church  a 
thousand  years  to  bring  about  this  happy  condition  of  things. 
The  seeds  of  the  revolution  unconsciously  were  being  scattered 
by  every  noble  and  by  every  priest.  They  were  genninatluej 
slowly  in  the  hearts  of  the  wretched;  they  were  being  watered 
by  the  tears  of  agony;  blows  began  to  bear  interest.  There 
was  a  faint  longing  for  blood.  Workmen,  blackened  by  the  sun, 
bowed  by  labor,  deformed  by  want,  looked  at  the  white  throats 
of  scornful  ladies  and  thought  about  cutting  them.  In  those 
days  witnesses  were  cross-examined  with  instruments  of  tor- 
ture; the  church  was  the  arsenal  of  superstition;  miracles,  relics, 
angels,  and  devils  were  as  common  as  lies.*' 

With  universal  villany  in  its  priests  and  cruelty  in  its  kings, 
should  we  wonder  that  Voltaire  mocked  religion? 

During  a  half  century  a  broad  current  of  polite  literature, 
philosophy  and  science  had  been  spreading  over  Europe  from 
England,  which  was  rapidly  drank  in  by  the  learned  of  France 
and  Germany.  The  dramatic  arts  were  already  epidemic  in 
England  and  had  invaded  Berlin  and  Paris  in  spite  of  clerical 
opposition.  A  general  revival  of  literature,  surreptitious  of  re- 
ligion, was  pervading  the  public  mind:— Newton  had  starttled 
the  intellectual  ear  by  announcing  the  law  of  central  gravity; 
Spinoza,  Bacon  and  Locke  were  studied  with  frenzied  enthus- 
iasm; Addison,  Thompson  and  Milton  had  turned  the  gates 
ajar  on  the  realms  of  ideal  beauty;  the  sublime  and  ridiculous 
were  set  to  song  by  the  genius  of  Pope;  the  world  was  rolling 
out  of  the  fog  of  ignorance  and  spiritual  stupidity  into  the  broad 
blaze  of  intelligence  and  liberty.  Other  nations  but  France 
were  paying  homage  to  men  of  letters.  The  vivacious  and  ver- 
satile outcast  of  French  superstition  was  awakened  by  the  new 

304 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


light,  and  his  heart  was  fired  to  wear  the  crown  that  gratitude 
was  elsewhere  bestowing  upon  genius.  That  ideal  seised  and 
enthralled  him  like  a  spell  of  magic. 

At  the  age  of  thirty  Voltaire  had  won  the  laurels  of  genius 
for  poetic  and  dramatic  composition,  and  his  fame  made  him  a 
welcome  guest  at  royal  entertainments;  but  wearing  a  crown  as 
the  prince  of  wits  only  engendered  the  jealousy  and  hate  of 
titled  stupldty,  and  for  a  tilt  of  words  with  a  profligate  prince 
of  the  realm  at  the  age  of  thirty-two  he  was  confronted  with  the 
code  of  honor,  and  for  his  challenge  to  combat  he  was  sentenced 
to  the  Bastile  and  banished  to  England.  He  arrived  in  London 
as  an  exhile  from  France  in  May,  1726.  In  Brittan  he  found 
his  literary  fame  had  preceded  him,  and  was  given  a  hearty 
welcome.  England  opened  to  him  a  new  world  of  thought  and 
action; — and  soon  after  his  arrival  in  London  he  found  himself 
in  the  midst  of  a  great  event,  where  nobles  and  princes  were 
paying  honorable  recognition  to  philosophy  by  following  the 
body  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton  to  the  grave.  It  was  unlike  Franco, 
which  burned  or  banished  its  scholars:  The  land  of  Chaucer, 
Bacon  and  Shakespeare  was  scattering  flowers  at  the  feet  of 
genius  and  singing  psalms  at  the  shrine  of  intellectual  culture. 
In  France  all  the  powers  of  church  and  state  were  crushing  out 
the  noblest  virtues  of  mankind  and  rendering  life  insecure, 
while  the  priests  and  princes  of  England  were  honoring  religious 
and  political  liberty.  The  free  intellectual  atmosphere  of  his 
new-found  home  gave  Voltaire  a  fruitful  inspiration,  and  aroused 
him  against  the  Infamous  nightmare  of  superstition  that 
shrouded  France  in  mental  night.  Standing  on  the  citadel  of 
intellectual  liberty  in  England  his  hatred  for  religious  intoller- 
ance  in  France  grew  intense — he  would  be  avenged  by  destroy- 
ing the  monster;  the  clerical  Incubus  should  be  removed! 
While  England  caressed  and  ennobled  her  poets  and  philoso- 
phers France  drove  them  to  exile,  to  death  and  disgrace.  The 
contrast  between  the  condition  of  England  and  France  aston- 
ished the  young  Frenchman,  and  he  at  once  set  himself  to  the 
task  of  learning  the  cause  In  two  years  he  mastered  the 
English  language,  and  wrote  a  book  in  eulogy  of  English  litera- 
ture, laws  and  customs.  He  cultivated  the  society  and  friend- 
ship of  Pope,  Addison,  Swift  and  Young,  and  read  the  classics 
of  Congreve,  Johnson,  Dryden  and  Milton,   the  philosophy  of 
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Bacon  and  the  dramas  of  Shakespeare.  The  realm  of  social 
and  Intellectual  culture  grew  so  resplendent  and  beautiful  that 
Christian  persecution  in  Europe  became  more  and  more  shock- 
ing, hideous,  monstrous:  "It  is  infamous,  and  must  be  de- 
stroyed!" Why  should  his  native  land,  which  Nature  had  made 
beautiful,  be  cursed  with  such  moral  deformity? — "It  is  infa- 
mous!" 

,  The  climate  of  France  was  equally  healthful,  the  soil  as  fertile 
as  England,  its  people  as  Inclined  to  Industry  and  economy.  He 
could  find  no  necessary  difference  between  the  two  nations  but 
clerical  despotism,  which  England  had  supplanted  with  a  con- 
stitutional government.  In  England  men  were  lords  of  their  own 
households,  tillers  of  their  own  soil,  masters  of  their  own 
workshops,  sovereigns  of  their  own  consciences;  in  France  the 
priests  held  the  whip  of  subjugation  over  the  husbandman, 
owned  or  controlled  the  entire  soil  and  its  products,  cast  their 
shadows  at  workshop  doors,  held  the  consciences  of  men  in 
custody  and  under  tribute.  He  had  been  an  exile  from  home, 
but  a  welcome  guest  with  strangers  in  a  strange  land,  yet  unable 
to  speak  the  language  of  his  new  companions;  his  isolation  had 
brought  curses  upon  the  political  religion  of  France  which  put 
a  gag  between  the  lips  of  genius  and  held  human  thought  in 
bondage,  and  alienated  by  his  Catholic  father  and  brother,  rob- 
bed of  home,  shorn  of  friends,  deprived  of  the  dearest  interest 
in  life  to  him,  the  enjoyment  of  letters,  the  Parisian  wanderer 
in  free  London  by  day  or  by  night  dreamed  but  one  dream, 
meditated  but  on  purpose,  fixed  but  one  resolve — the  reign  of 
priestcraft  in  France  is  a  social,  moral  and  national  curse, 
blighting  humanity;  if  that  be  Christianity,  it  is  Infamous,  and 
should  be  destroyed!  He  had  shuddered  with  horror  on  read- 
ing of  the  Inquisition  and  Crusade  of  the  Jesuites  The  dread- 
ful tide  of  persecution  which  had  swept  over  Europe,  marking 
the  progress  of  Christianity,  stirred  the  moral  sense  of  the  pro- 
scribed poet  to  its  depths,  and  the  conviction  seized  him  that  the 
destruction  of  religious  supremacy  was  the  only  hope  himself, 
and  of  his  nation's  redemption;  to  which  object  he  should  bend 
the  energies  of  his  life.  His  visions  of  France  were  spectral 
with  wretchedness,  with  here  and  there  groans  of  victims,  and 
the  faggots  of  religious  hate  still  burning. 

The  world  was  Just  rolling  out  of  a  thousand  years  dismal 
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night  of  superstition,  when  the  black  clouds  of  bigotry  had 
grown  darkest  before  dawn;  when  religious  prejudice  had  be- 
come a  monster  oppression,  draglng  its  ugly  chains  through 
pools  of  innocent  blood;  when  the  millennium  of  reason  was 
approaching,  and  Voltaire,  an  outcast,  was  out  early  as  the  first 
rays  of  light  reealed  the  rising  mists  rolling  back  from  scenes 
of  woe.  He  was  shocked  at  what  his  vision  embraced,  horrified 
at  the  sight  of  what  men  had  done  for  the  cause  of  religion,  in 
the  name  of  Christ.  Before  his  eyes  lay  the  gullttine  dripping 
with  fresh  blood,  the  faggots  still  blazing  burning  the  charred 
remains  of  dissenters;  here  and  there  groupes  of  noisy  villagers 
were  breaking  the  limbs  of  their  neighbors — ''It  is  monstrous! 
exclaimed  Voltaire.  His  sensitive  soul  revolted  against  the 
murder  of  people  for  the  liberty  of  thought — "No  infamy  so 
great!  it  should  be  crushed!"  The  shackles  of  religious  in- 
tolerance were  clanking  on  every  species  of  knowledge;  even 
innocent  laughter  was  in  danger,  liable  to  cause  death  or  exile. 
Poetry,  mathematics,  history,  invention,  painting,  sculpture,  and 
every  branch  of  scientific  inquiry,  were  under  the  ban  of  clerical 
proscription;  and  however  sincere  and  earnest  the  seeker  after 
truth,  he  was  at  any  day  in  peril  of  being  misconstrued  by  an 
ignorant  priesthood  and  led  to  the  scaffold;  himself  had  made 
a  narrow  escape.  For  a  few  humorous  verses  of  another  writer, 
under  suspicion  of  their  authorship  he  painfully  remembered 
that  he  had  been  robbed  of  eleven  months  of  valuable  school- 
time  by  heartless  and  blighting  confinement  in  the  great  prison 
of  Paris,  an  unmerited  disgrace  that  would  have  shattered  the 
aspirations  of  many  others  just  preparing  for  success  in  life; 
but  with  him  this  rash  treatment  instigated  by  religious  author- 
ity served  to  establish  a  firm  determination  to  resent  such  das- 
tardly injustice;  if  it  should  become  his  power,  to  destroy  root 
and  branch  the  clerical  despotism  that  stood  in  the  path  of  the 
noblest  and  purest  interests  of  manhood,  that  of  preparing  the 
young  mind  for  battling  with  the  vicissitudes  and  hardships 
confronting  all  men.  It  sharpened  young  Voltaire's  impulses 
into  a  desperate  purpose  of  crushing  the  enemy  of  mental  free- 
dom. The  wall  and  flurry  of  Voltaire  was  the  complaint  of  an 
exile  bereft  of  birthright — "What  thanks  shall  we  render  to 
Christianity?  Let  the  cheeks  of  humanity  blanch  with  shame! 
let    moralists    burn  their  books!     What  care  I  for  a  religion 
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whose  lessons  of  gentleness  and  goodness  are  enforced  with 
the  sword,  and  the  hamlet  of  my  birth  is  dellered  to  fire,  while 
the  last  sounds  that  reach  my  ears  are  the  shrieks  of  women 
and  children  expiring  in  the  ruins — all  in  the  pretended  intense" 
of  a  man  we  do  not  know." 

The  father  of  the  exile  had  died  a  few  years  before,  in 
1722,  hostile  and  relentless  to  the  last  against  the  son's  literary 
pursuits.  A  brother  was  living  in  Paris,  a  zealous  Catholic, 
unjustly  enjoying  the  family  patrimony,  a  small  portion  only 
havivg  been  settled  upon  the  eratic  poet  There  was  nothing 
but  hate  in  the  family  since  his  mother  died,  and  he  let  the 
family  name  drop  into  oblivion. 

Up  to  the  time  of  Voltaire's  exile  to  England  he  was  known 
throughout  Europe  as  the  greatest  poet,  dramatist  and  literary 
critic  of  France.  As  the  author  of  La  Henriade  his  fame  had 
spread  oer  the  world.  He  had  written  and  produced  three  mas- 
terly tragedies,  and  distanced  all  rivals  at  lyric  creation.  The 
eyes  of  intellectual  Europe  were  turned  toward  him.  As  his 
initial  productions  had  betrayed  a  stinging  hostility  to  the 
bigotry,  corruption  any  tyranny  of  preailing  religions,  the 
various  creeds  shuddered  at  the  rising  power  of  an  intellectual 
enemy,  while  philosophy  and  science,  laying  for  centuries 
blighted  under  blackest  clouds  of  superstition,  awakened  with 
rejoicing  at  the  advent  of  an  approaching  liberator.  He  had 
ridiculed  and  maligned  a  man-created  pretense,  parading  as  a 
merciful,  omniscient,  beneficent  and  benevolent  God  for  the 
absurd  and  ridiculous  work  that  so-called  God  had  done  in  creat- 
ing sinful  and  guilty  hearts  with  a  view  of  enjoying  the  pastime 
of  seeing  them  suffer;  who  caused  a  flood  that  drowned  the 
fathers,  and  then  came  back  and  died  to  save  the  children; 
who  plunged  and  held  people  in  dense  ignorance,  and  still  held 
them  responsible!  To  Voltaire  it  appeared  an  absurd  and  ig- 
noble farce.  He  went  to  London  wearing  the  wreath  of  an 
Apollo;  two  years  later  he  returned  to  Paris  a  Jupiter  armed 
with  thunderbolts.  He  had  been  to  the  bowers,  groves  and 
palaces  of  Mental  Illumination,  and  communed  with  the  gods 
of  reason — with  Newton.  Locke,  Hume  and  Bacon.  The  seeds 
of  logic  sown  by  Copernicus,  Gallileo,  Spinoza,  Bruno  and  Des- 
cartes had  taken  deep  root  and  grown  to  giant  stature  in  Britain. 
Philosophy  bad  ripened,  united,  and  thrown  out  the  wager  of 
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battle  against  the  rapacity  of  dogmatism.  A  new  philosopheic 
race  was  springing  into  life  and  power.  Voltaire's  was  the  ready 
brain  and  alert  apprehension  to  compass  the  new  intellectual 
creation,  the  new  and  radical  change  for  individual  freedom; 
and,  as  by  a  sudden  subliminal  inspiration  he  soon  became  the 
prescient  and  oversoul  of  the  eighteenth  century.  The  souls 
of  mankind  had  been  robbed  of  inherent  rights;  their  title- 
deeds  to  life  and  liberty  had  been  felloinously  stolen  by  the 
church  of  Rome;  his  was  the  drawn  sword  to  recover  and  re- 
store the  sacred  heritage — his  the  shrill  voice  to  proclaim  to 
the  world  the  inalienable  rights  and  privleges  of  intelligence  to 
free  salvation. 

After  two  years  residence  in  London,  on  learning  of  the 
critical  illness  of  Mil  le  Couvreur,  the  most  accomplished  actress 
in  France,  Voltaire,  in  the  disguise  of  a  blebian  stealthily 
made  his  way  to  Paris,  and,  being  summoned  to  her  deathbed, 
she  died  in  his  arms,  in  1728.  She  had  represented  most  of  the 
leading  heroines  of  his  tragedies  and  had  become  noted  over 
Europe  for  her  superior  dramatic  impersonations.  The  bishop 
of  Paris  had  imperatively  and  stubbornly  denied  to  her  Chris- 
tian burial  on  account  of  her  profession,  although  she  was  well 
known  as  a  lady  of  rare  culture  and  refinement,  and  stood  high 
in  the  esteem  of  French  society.  Her  body  was  secretly  takeu 
in  a  couch  to  the  banks  of  the  Seine  in  the  night  time,  and 
hastily  buried  in  a  place  unknown  to  but  a  few  intimate  friends. 
Count  d9  Argentol,  fifty  years  later,  erected  a  monument  to  her 
memory  on  the  spot  where  her  remains  were  laid.  The  follow- 
ing pathetic  extract  from  a  memorial  poem  to  her  memory  by 
Voltaire  shows  the  depth  of  his  love  for  literary  liberty: 

"Is  there  no  land  but  England  where 

Man's  thought  is  free,  and  gaines  free  birth? — 
Rival  of  Greece,  region  blessed  and  fair, 

That,  with  its  other  tyrants,  has  cast  forth 
Old  shameful  bigotries;  where  sages  dare 

Speak  all  their  thoughts;  where  honor  waits  on  worth, 
Nor  art  is  scorned  there,  no  achievement  vain, 

(The  conquerer  of  our  host  on  Blenheim's  plain) — 
Dryden  the  lofty,  Addison  the  wise 

Sweet  Oldfleld,  Newton  reader  of  the  skies- 
All  share  the  hospitable  fane. 
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Freedom  and  plenty  in  their  island  home 
Have  roused  up  from  its  sleep  of  ages  long 

The  spirit  that  ennobled  Greece  and  Rome, 

Bo  famed  in  story  and  glorified  in  song. 

Are  then  Apollo's  laurels  dead  beneath 
Neglect  and  drouth  of  our  unkindly  sand? 

Shall  genius  and  her  honoring  wreath 
Lie  withering  in  my  native  land? 

What  will  ye  say,  ye  races  yet  unborn, 
Who  learn  the  cruel  wrong  that  Art  forlorn 

Endured  from  those  who  rob  the  dead  of  peace? 
A  grave  to  her  denied  with  acorn — 
Her,  to  whom  altars  had  been  raised  in  Greece; 

Praised,  adorned,  while  she  on  earth  remained; 

She  dies — the  idol  is  profaned!*' 

•Authors  were  then  enjoying  lucrative  government  offices  in 
England,  and  Addison  was  Secretary  of  State. 

Beginning  as  the  outcast  of  superstition,  Voltaire  pursued 
a  wonderful  career,  unparalleled  in  the  annals  of  noted  men, 
which  crowned  him  at  last  the  literary  monarch  of  Europe,  the 
forerunner  of  civlliaztion  and  the  apostle  of  untrammeled 
opinion. 

He  found  Christianity  spread  over  the  world,  controlling 
enlightened  nations;  and  that  it  was  most  conspicuous  for  its 
cruelty  to  mankind.  Philosophy  was  fleeing  from  religion  as 
virtue  flees  from  lechery.  Voltaire  became  foremost  to  raise 
the  spirit  of  doubt  against  Christian  authority,  and  determined 
that  miracles  and  dogmas  should  stand  the  test  of  reason  or 
fall  under  the  brand  of  absurdity.  He  had  learned  the  wither- 
ing power  of  ridicule,  and  became  the  prince  of  mockers.  The 
priests  of  Jesus  were  scalping  on  the  regular  rates  to  heaven, 
selling  cheap  indulgences  to  the  simple,  thereby  mulcting  the 
poor  out  of  their  meager  means  of  subsistence.  He  became 
sensibly  conscious  that  the  priests  of  Jesus  were  a  band  of  liars 
and  thieves  from  the  Pope  of  Rome  down  to  the  most  squallld 
monk.  Aside  from  the  ridiculous  absurdities  of  the  church, 
what  had  he  to  care  for  a  religion  that'persecuted  the  merriment 
of  youth,  robbed  him  in  manhood,  driven  him  from  home,  friends 
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and  kindred,  and  exhiled  him  from  his  county  for  laughing  at 
the  follies  of  a  drunken  prince?  What  had  he  to  care  for  a 
church  or  kingdom  that  menaced  his  life  and  stifled  his  aspira- 
tions? The  human  race  was  rising  out  of  darkness  Into  light, 
and  men  were  everywhere  asking  proof  of  the  unreasonable 
claims  of  religion.  Failing  to  give  proof  that  miracles  are  pos- 
sible, the  only  alternative  of  the  church  was  compulsory  belief 
in  the  preposterous  stories  of  the  Jews.  It  then  became  dan- 
gerous to  even  doubt  any  of  the  words  of  those  old  pawn- 
brokers of  Jerusalem;  dangerous  to  doubt  the  godliness  of  the 
story  of  pawning  a  signet,  bracelets  and  staff  to  accomplish  a 
lady's  dishonor!  To  question  Joshua's  ridiculous  ostronomy, 
the  whale  story  of  Jonah,  God  writing  on  flat  stones  for  Moses, 
or  the  propriety  of  the  Lord's  adultery  with  Joseph's  wife,  or 
the  deviltry  of  David  and  Uriah's  wife,  was  an  open  sacrilige, 
on  which  the  church  should  wreak  certain  vengeance.  In  the 
mad  rush  for  religion  and  its  taxes,  Archimedes  and  his  me- 
chanic arts  were  forgotten,  and  the  jibbet  and  thumb-screws 
stood  against  Euclid  and  mathematics,  against  Eratosthenes  and 
geography,  against  Arstiottle  and  logic  against  Hipparchus  and 
astronomy,  and  fire  and  the  gullotlne  threatened  every  work  of 
genius,  every  good  invention,  because  popular  Ignorance  was 
necessary  to  enforce  religious  taxation.  The  menu  at  a  can- 
nibal barbecue  could  smell  no  sweeter  to  the  Catholic  God  than 
the  bloody  taxes  of  the  Sixteenth  and  Seventeenth  centuries. 
It  was  this  man-made,  blood-thirsty,  piratical  God  of  the  Jews 
and  Catholics  that  aroused  Voltaire  to  the  rescue  of  the  helpless 
victims  of  religious  fanaticism.  He  was  now  mature  in  years, 
knowledge  and  experience,  and  his  poems,  comedies,  tragedies, 
histories  and  essays  had  electrified  Europe;  he  assailed  the 
church  for  its  absurd  pretensions,  its  tyranny,  cruelty  and 
crime;  he  extolled  philosophy  and  pointed  to  a  religion  of 
nature  and  a  God  of  justice,  mercy  and  peace.  In  Spain,  Por- 
tugal, Italy,  France  and  Germany  the  Inquisition  still  prevailed, 
and  priests  were  burning  men,  women  and  children,  or  breaking 
their  bones,  to  please  God  and  Christ.  At  the  age  of  40  Voltaire 
was  the  public  enemy  of  Christian  cruelty  and  the  avowed 
friend  of  humanity. 
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CHAPTER  2t. 
Voltaire's  Mature  Life  Unsafe. 

Realizing  the  necessity  of  an  independent  competence, 
when  the  pursuit  of  literature  is  precarious,  friends  uncertain  and 
life  insecure*  Voltaire  invested  his  surplus  accumulations  in  an 
East  India  trading  company  after  quitting  England,  and  placed 
the  care  of  his  finances  in  the  hands  of  an  agent,  who,  though 
a  priest,  proved  faithful  to  the  discharge  of  his  trust.  The  in- 
vestment yielded  large  returns,  affording  ample  means  to  live 
in  royal  style,  and  for  several  years  he  was  absorbed  in  writing 
and  producing  dramas,  superintending  the  printing  of  his  books, 
gathering  materials  for  new  work,  and  dodging  the  king's  agents 
and  at  all  times  in  fear  of  being  again  entrapped  and  thrown 
into  prison  .  80  keen  was  the  satire  of  his  writings,  so  wither- 
ing his  mockery  of  prevailing  absurdities,  that  few  dared  to  be 
his  friends  in  need;  he  was  a  friend  without  friendship,  a 
patriot  without  a  country,  a  leader  without  a  following,  and 
though  befriended  by  the  king  he  was  pursued  by  the  king's 
agents. 

Voltaire's  was  the  infatuation  of  an  inspired  mind,  with  the 
indefatigable  impulse  of  pursuing  a  mission,  of  delivering  a  mes- 
sage. A  determination  had  seized  him  to  destroy  the  cruel 
ravages  of  the  demon  of  superstition.  He  followed  the  tracks 
of  this  demon  to  its  dens  in  the  Christian  church  and  to  its 
seat  of  power  in  Rome.  Me  opened  the  church  to  expose  and 
destroy  the  monster,  and  myriads  of  young  monsters  poured 
out  of  the  den  to  devour  the  enemy  that  disturbed  .their  nest 
His  only  safety  was  in  flight,  but  where  on  earth  to  find  refuge 
was  to  him  a  mystery-  He  knew  no  man  who  could  shield  him, 
for  he  knew  no  man  he  could  trust.  Like  Mohamet,  when  as- 
sailing the  barbarous  religion  of  Arabia,  he  found  himself 
friendless  and  exposed  to  danger,  and  sought  refuge  at  the  hands 
of  a  woman,  whose  sex  is  often  a  shield  against  crelty. 

It  was  a  woman  who  nursed  into  manhood  the  deliverer  of 
Israel,  a  woman  who  succored  the  prophet  of  Islam,  a  woman 
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who  bathed  the  Messiah's  feet  in  tears,  a  woman  who  shielded 
the  genius  of  Voltaire  from  violence  in  1733,  learned,  honored,  a 
wanderer — Madame  Chatelet,  a  woman  of  culture,  the  wife  of 
an  army  officer,  offered  Voltaire  shelter  from  the  rude  world, 
at  her  farmhouse  at  Clrrey,  in  Champagne,  so  near  the  boundary 
of  France,  that  a  moment's  warning  would  secure  his  flight 
from  the  grasp  of  French  caprice.  With  a  secure  Income  of 
$15,000  a  year,  he  left  the  turbulent  life  of  Paris,  and  in  tins 
rural  abode  remained  for  sixteen  years  pursuing  the  determin- 
ation of  his  life,  the  culture  of  knowledge  and  yielding  to  man- 
kind the  products  of  his  labor.  He  erected  a  laboratory  for 
philosophic  experiment,  and,  with  his  companion,  studied  the 
sciences  with  the  aid  of  whaever  apparatus  then  in  use.  With 
his  great  library  of  classics,  his  vast  store  of  posthumas  writ- 
ings, a  varied  correspondence  with  the  eminent  of  all  nations, 
in  this  great  retreat  he  wrote  history,  philosophy  and  poetry, 
giving  to  the  world  his  essays  and  most  famous  dramas — Alzlre, 
Zulime,  Merope,  the  Prodigal,  Mohamet,  The  Worldling,  Univer- 
sal History,  Discourses  on  Man,  The  Philosophy  of  History,  The 
Maid  of  Orleans  and  the  Death  of  Caesar.  In  this  period  he 
made  frequent  visits  to  Brussels,  Paris  and  Berlin,  attending 
and  participating  in  the  production  of  his  tragedies  and  the 
publication  of  his  books,  paying  visits  of  distinction,  collecting 
accounts  and  enlarging  his  resources.  It  was  sixteen  years  of 
incessant  toil — working  sixteen  to  twenty  hours  in  every  twenty- 
four,  not  excepting  the  Sabbath  day — the  manual  of  home  im- 
provement and  adornment,  the  embellishment  of  his  gardens, 
and  intense  mental  activity — though  he  lived  in  the  splendor  of 
a  ruling  prince.  He  was  then  the  only  man  of  letters  in  Europe 
who  enjoyed  the  affluence  of  great  wealth.  But  the  death  of 
his  benefactress  in  1748  unsettled  his  mind,  taking  from  him  his 
only  protector  from  violence,  and  his  only  trusted  companion 
in  letters.  Frederick,  who  from  youth  had  inhaled  the  Inspira- 
tion of  Voltaire's  genius,  had  Just  been  crowned  King  of  Prussia; 
he  had  read  Voltaire  and  espoused  his  phlosophy  with  platonic 
teal,  and  his  first  Impulse  on  ascending  his  throne  was  to  grace 
his  court  with  the  world's  most  distinguished  man  of  letters.  8o 
Voltaire  was  invited  to  leave  his  villa  at  Clrrey  and  take  up  his 
residence  at  Berlin  as  the  first  gentleman  of  the  Prussian  court 
This  he  accepted,  and  for  three  yean  held  the  golden  key  of  the 
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realm  and  the  warm  companionship  of  the  king,  when  at  last  un- 
fortunate Jealousies  intervened,  separating  them  for  life,  the  king 
betaking  himself  to  his  wars,  the  other  to  his  books. 

Abruptly  leaving  Berlin,  after  visiting  Paris  and  other  cities, 
attending  the  revision  and  publication  of  his  works,  in  1762  he 
was  making  purchases  of  lands  at  Perney,  in  the  vicinity  of 
Geneva,  Switzerland,  just  on  the  border  of  Prance,  where  he 
could  easily  watch  her  affairs,  yet  be  at  defiance  of  her  laws. 
Here  he  expended  money  with  out  limit  in  erecting  a  mansion, 
decorating  his  groves  and  gardens  and  cultivating  his  domains, 
free  from  the  intrusion  of  clerical  pursuers.  The  finest  herds 
of  domestic  animals  Europe  could  supply  roamed  and  fattened 
in  his  pastures,  and  were  housed  from  winter's  blasts  in  ample 
and  comfortable  barns.  His  scientific  apparatuses  and  collec- 
tions, which  had  cost  thousands  of  money  and  years  of  labor, 
were  placed  in  a  new  and  commodious  labartory.  His  parlors 
and  study  were  made  as  rich  in  adornment  as  any  king's  palace 
in  Europe.  To  this  princely  home,  the  learned  bachelor  of  60 
years  invited  his  widowed  cousin,  Madam  Dennis,  to  preside 
through  the  decline  of  his  life.  Here  he  entertained,  in  feast 
and  sport,  in  social  talk  or  argument,  in  drama  and  comedy,  the 
learned  of  all  nations,  as  also  the  unfortunate  who  sought  con- 
solation at  his  door.  To  the  exiles  from  Catholic  fanaticism 
his  mansion  at  Perney  was  always  a  haven  of  rest,  safety,  and 
peace,  and  the  poor  persecuted  Hugonots  were  made  glad  by  his 
benevolent  hand. 

It  was  on  the  lands  of  Voltaire  at  Perney,  and  from  the 
purse  and  hand  of  Voltaire,  that  issued  one  of  the  most  notable 
events  in  history— the  establishment  in  about  1760  of  co-oper- 
ative industry.  Voltaire  found  the  mechanics  and  watchmakers 
of  Geneva  very  poor,  wretched  and  indigent,  with  scarcely  a 
market  worthy  of  mention.  He  conceived  the  idea  of  erecting 
a  village  of  skilled  workmen  on  his  own  land,  with  a  large 
structure  for  a  factory,  and  also  bethought  himself  that  his 
influence  in  court  circles  and  with  the  wealthy  would  insure  a 
world-wide  market  for  watches  and  jewels.  The  thought  was 
father  of  the  act;  Perney  became  a  city  in  a  few  years;  first, 
kings  and  queens,  then  princes,  lords  and  dukes,  sent  orders 
for  watches  and  jewels  of  richest  finish.  Treasure  flowed  in 
rapidly,  and  the  1,200  poorest  of  Geneva's  in  habitants  were 
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given  good  homes,  houses  and  land  in  fe  simple,  becoming 
rich  without  exception  in  a  few  years.  Shall  it  be  credited  to 
Voltaire,  as  the  first  practical  labor  reformer  of  the  world,  that 
out  of  poverty  he  created  a  wealthy  brotherhood  with  no  law 
but  the  benevolence  of  his  own  heart,  and  made  Switzerland 
famous  for  her  chronometers?  What  church  or  priest  would 
not  do  well  to  imitate  such  an  example  of  benevolence? 


Immortality — A  million  churches  costing  billions  of  money, 
and  many  millions  of  adherents  .all  proclaiming  belief  in  life 
after  death  yet  none  prove  a  solitary  fact  in  support  of  that 
belief.  "It  is  said,"  is  all  that  religion  offers,,  the  say-so  of 
some  story,  told  by  some  one,  or  some  written  story,  some  time 
in  the  past,  or  was  dreamt  about,  but  no  definite  proof  offered 
that  som  epersons  may  have  a  conscious,  happy  or  unhappy, 
existence  after  death.  Such  is  the  illusory  basis  of  every 
Christian  church  in  the  world,  missnamed.  They  do  nothing 
to  prove  immortality,  none  of  the  works  credited  to  Christ, 
but  are  fiercely  insistent  about  a  Sabbath  day  that  Christ 
ignored,  and  who  was  threatened  with  death  for  being  a  Sab- 
bath breaker.  Unless  the  churches  can  give  valid  proof  of  im- 
mortality, having  only  a  dead  faith,  as  in  olden  times  Reason 
engenders  revolt,  conflict  and  consequent  Revolution  of  Relig- 
ion. 


towing  Anarchy — The  nation  that  soweth  the  seed  of  craft 
on  the  ground  God  gave  to  man  in  equity  reapeth  oppression, 
revolt,  anarchy,  assassinatian;  for  varily,  whatsoever  a  nation 
soweth  that  shall  it  also  reap,  as  nitrogen  in  no  case  halts 
at  repression,  and  polarity  is  swift  in  keeping  the  balances. 
In  the  sins  of  Russia  there  abideth  the  venom  of  death. 
Verily,  the  wages  of  oppression  is  anarchy  and  crime. 


Wages  of  Sin — What  seed  a  nation  soweth  that  kind  shall 
it  reap.  America  and  Russia  have  planted  land  monopoly  and 
rent  extortion;  verily  they  reap  revolt,  anarchy,  nihilism,  as- 
sassination. For  tillage  all  land  is  given  to  man  in  equity. 
Whoso  coveth  land  for  spoil  is  a  thief  and  robber,  and  his 
law  is  a  mocking  of  God  and  shall  be  broken. 


The  Vagabond— What  laws  of  nations  are  these,  that  drove 
the  children  of  men  to  wander  far,  with  no  places  on  earth  to 
lay  their  heads?  With  Christ  among  us  now,  where  is  his 
rood  of  land  on  which  to  dwell  in  peace?  Hath  usury  his  title 
deed 
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CMAPTETR  27. 

Voltaire's  Religion  of  Charity. 

At  Ferney  Voltaire  erected  a  commodious  theater,  where 
princes  and  peasant  were  seated  in  equality  without  fee.  where 
all  could  while  away  the  cares  of  life  in  amusement,  where  tears 
and  sorrows  could  he  consoled  by  merriment,  and  where  oppres- 
sion and  injustice  could  be  mocked  and  scorned  without  danger 
from  the  emissaries  of  Popes,  bishops  or  kings.  To  amuse  the 
world  would  be  healing  to  pain  and  distress,  better  for  humanity 
than  lies  about  spiritual  torment  or  clerical  scandals  on  the 
name  and  character  of  a  beneficent  deity.  This  was  the  first 
instance  of  a  free  classical  institution  for  refined  amusement 
erected  on  this  earth  by  the  hand  of  man — made  in  the  divinely 
inspired  heart  of  Voltaire  before  it  was  made  by  the  mechanical 
genius  of  the  workmen. 

At  Ferney  Voltaire  also  erected  a  commodious  church, 
hewn  and  carved  from  the  rocks  of  Switzerland,  and  over  its 
great  arched  entrance  was  deeply  graved — DEO  EREXIT  VOL- 
TAIRE— which  he  dedicated  to  one  God,  and  which  he  opened 
to  the  Catholic  bishop.  In  this  church  he  daily  communed,  and 
occasionally  preached  the  gospel  of  human  fellowship.  The 
principal  topics  of  his  discourses  were  theft,  robbery,  murder, 
adultery,  tyranny,  cruelty  and  superstition,  with  illustrations 
drawn  from  the  crimes  committed  in  promoting  the  interests 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  religion.  His.  creed  was  friendship, 
charity,  tolerance,  clearly  defined  In  poems,  essays,  comedies 
and  philosophy.  If  all  people  were  engaged  in  trying  to  please 
and  amuse  each  other,  the  divine  will  is  fulfilled  in  man;  war 
hatred  and  strife  cease.  In  general  benevolence  and  friendship, 
as  in  Voltaire's  model  city  of  Ferney,  the  millennial  life  of  man 
is  established.  Recognizing  in  Jesus  of  Nazareth  a  Hebrew  of 
a  singularly  benevolent  spirit,  while  he  ridiculed  his  super- 
human pretension,  yet  he  faithfully  lived  out  at  Ferney  the 
moral  ethics  of  the  Nazarite,  that  "The  end  of  the  command- 
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ment  is  charity,  or  love  out  of  a  pare  heart,  of  good  conscience 
and  faith  unfeigned." 

The  broad  mind  of  Voltaire  would  not  allow  the  laurels  of 
merit  for  moral  philosophy  to  crown  the  brow  of  any  single  in- 
dividual, but  required  Jesus  to  share  the  honors  of  his  gospel 
with  such  predecessors  as  Gautama,  Confucius,  Zoraster,  Soc- 
rates and  Plato;  and  none  could  go  astray  from  the  true  path 
of  human  life  if  guided  by  the  axioms  of  Virgil,  Cicero  or  Plut- 
arch. To  his  illumined  mind  the  religion  of  prevailing  Chris- 
tianity was  not  the  religion  inculcated  by  Jesus  of  Nazareth, 
who  importuned  men  to  worship  one  god,  the  generator  of  all, 
making  no  refereoce  whatever  to  any  trinity,  or  any  suggestion 
that  his  mother  Mary  should  figure  as  an  integer  in  religious 
devotioo.  It  appeared  to  Voltaire  that  the  merging  of  men  and 
women  into  divine  courtiershlp  was  the  engrafting  of  paganism, 
Grecian,  Roman  and  Egyptian,  upon  the  simple  healthy  growth 
of  Judean  Deism.  Isis  was  the  mother  of  the  Son  of  God  Osiris, 
and  their  worship  by  the  Coptics  was  not  dissimilar  to  both 
Catholic  and  Prtestant  worship.  But  shorn  of  superstition  the 
religion  of  Jesus  was  simply  and  truly  the  religion  of  Voltaire, 
the  adoration  of  one  god,  the  God  of  Reason,  to  whom  he  had 
in  free  good  will  erected  and  dedicated  a  church,  and  with  this 
God  of  Reason  reverently  pursued  a  life  of  reconciliation.  Some 
friendly  biographers  of  Voltaire  have  inadvertantly  withheld 
from  him  a  creed;  but  truly  his  writings,  his  innumerable  moral 
precepts,  and  his  daily  life  of  quiet  benevolence  to  the  distressed 
and  indigent  constituted  a  creed,  beautifully  adorned  by  the 
worship  of  a  <  benign  deity  and  the  practice  of  human  fellowship 
at  Ferney  on  the  basis  ow  equal  individual  rights  and  benefits. 
To  be  sure  it  was  not  a  creed  of  negation,  requiring  arbitrary 
enforcements  with  threats  of  torture;  but  a  positive  logical 
enunciation  of  the  eternal  law  of  equity  in  associative  life.  The 
city  of  Ferney  was  a  brotherhood,  all  kind  to  one-an-other, 
amused  in  Voltaire's  theater  and  reconciled  to  God  In  Voltaire's 
church,  tolerant  with  each  others  opinions,  blessed  with  great 
prosperity  through  Voltaire's  financial  tact,  and  happiness  was 
enthroned  in  every  heart  unterrlfled  by  ecclesiastical  threats 
of  perdition.  What  more  sublime  and  in  errant  creed  could  be 
devised  by  either  divine  or  human  agency?— divine  love,  fra- 
ternity, mirth,  prosperity! 
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Voltaire'*  owe  dwelling  was  a  tiring  creed — the  poor  and 
rich,  peasants  and  princes,  ever  welcomed,  erer  refreshed  with 
hearty  cheer,  erer  comforted  with  food,  raiment  and  shelter; 
and  the  persecuted  of  earth  found  Joyful  refuge  and  succor  with- 
in his  castle.  Can  science,  philosophy  or  dtrine  inspiration  dis- 
cover or  reveal  a  creed  more  congenial  to  the  poor  in  spirit, 
to  the  pure  In  heart  more  gracious,  more  gratifying  in  the 
strenuous  struggle  of  life,  or  more  inviting  to  the  sinless  cul- 
tured soul  of  man?  If  the  religions  of  Christendom  have  aban- 
doned their  ancient  vices  and  crimes,  and  washed  swsy  half 
of  their  sins  of  credulity  and  superstition,  let  them  now  plunge 
In  the  fountain  of  reason,  and  arise  cleansed,  and  adopt  Vol- 
taire's creed  of  universal  beneficence,  and  the  earth  win  resound 
with  songs  of  joy.  His  creed  is  brief,  but  as  full  of  meaning 
as  the  golden  rule — ¥in  politics,  freedom,  equality,  brotherhood; 
in  society,  purity,  benevolence,  fidelity;  in  religion,  faith,  hope. 


For  more  than  twenty  years  residence  in  Switzerland  Vol- 
taire proclaimed  from  his  mountain  home  the  doctrine  of  brother- 
hood, and  the  nations  were  amased.  Every  word  and  line  of  his 
hundred  volumes  of  history  and  tragedy  flamed  from  his  burning 
brain,  bearing  the  image  of  his  alert  spirit,  gleaming  with  un- 
quenchable fire.  The  eighteenth  century  was  not  dissimilar  to 
the  first  century  of  the  Christian  era,  the  faith  of  creeds  de- 
pending on  imagination  and  romance,  was  always  hostile  to 
verified  facts;  hence  the  domination  of  creeds  was  persistent 
In  smothering  scientific  inquiry.  For  centuries  the  revelations 
of  mechanic  powers  by  Archimedes,  of  mathematocs  by  Euclid, 
of  geography  by  Eratosthenes,  of  physics  by  Arisstottle,  of 
circular  planetary  motion  by  Hypparchus,  of  Invention  of  fire 
engines  by  Ctesiblns,  of  chronometers  by  Appolonius, — all  these 
were  smothered  in  oblivion  by  church  authority;  and  the  human 
race  was  deprived  of  useful  knowledge  for  ten  to  twenty  cen- 
turies, that  priestcraft  could  the  more  easily  thrive  on  the 
spoils  of  ignorance,  while  invention  genius  lay  dead  and  for- 
gotten. 

In  the  middle  of  the  fourth  century,  when  Theodoelus  was 
emperor,  St.  Cyril  was  bishop  of  Alexandria,  promoting  worship 
of  the  Virgin  Mary.  Hypatia,  daughter  of  a  mathematician,  was 
teaching  geometry  and  the  philosophy  of  Aristottle.    For  which 
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she  was  assaulted  in  her  own  school  room  by  a  mob  of  monks, 
stripped  of  her  clothing,  dragged  naked  into  the  church  of 
Christ,  and  there  killed.  Her  corpse  was  cut  to  pieces,  the  flesh 
scraped  from  the  bones  and  burnt,  and  her  entrails  dragged 
through  the  streets  of  Alexandria,  all  to  please  a  merciful  God 
and  to  promote  a  beloved  religion!  The  priests  of  Jesus  stood 
guard  against  useful  inventions  and  science,  and  the  spirit  of 
righteousness  was  supplanted  by  crime  and  hypocrisy.  The 
church  of  Christ  was  a  den  of  thieves  and  robbers.  Lechery, 
profligacy  and  drunkenness  were  excusable  in  the  priesthood, 
while  virtue  was  no  protection  to  life  or  property. 

No  man's  or  woman's  life  was  safe  in  France,  Spain  or  Italy 
during  the  Inquisition  who  breathed  opinions  derogatory  to  the 
Church  of  Rome  or  its  secular  authority.  Half  the  land  of 
Prance  was  owned  by  the  church,  with  political  power  to  con- 
fiscate the  other  half,  and  to  exile  or  kill  all  who  dissented 
from  the  Catholic  faith.  In  1757,  as  Louis  XV  had  shown  some 
favor  toward  liberal  education,  he  was  suspected  of  sympathy 
with  the  enemies  of  the  church,  when  a  pious  zealot  named 
Pierre  Damiens  attempted  the  king's  assassination,  striking 
him  In  the  side  with  a  dagger.  The  miscreant  was  arrested, 
and  upon  his  person  was  found  a  neatly  bound  copy  of  the  New 
Testament  ;and  on  hearing  of  the  incident  Voltaire  remarked: 
"Go  over  the  whole  history  of  Christian  assassins,  and  you  see 
they  had  Bibles  and  daggers  in  their  pockets,  but  never  a  copy 
of  Cicero,  Plato  or  Virgil." 

Shocking  Christian  Barbarity. 

In  1762,  from  his  mountain  home  Voltaire  watched  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  Infamous  mock  trial  and  execution  at  Toulouse 
of  Jean  Calas.  The  Galas  family,  who  were  Protestants,  had 
been  accused  of  murdering  the  eldest  son  to  prevent  his  turning 
Catholic. 

As  history  makes  record  of  the  case,  Mark  Antolne  Calas, 
aged  28,  suicides  at  Lanquedoc,  October  13,  1761,  and  his  father 
was  condemned  March  9,  1762.  The  father  is  spoken  of  as  a 
respectable  old  Calvinist,  aged  69,  and  in  feeble  health  from 
protracted  rheumatism  and  paralysis.  The  son  was  of  profligate 
habits,  though  educated  for  an  attorney,  and  after  a  series  of 
debauches  had  suicided  by  hanging  himself  one  evening  while 
the  family  were  at  supper.     Without  the. shadow  of  fact,  the 
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priests  and  their  spies  boldly  swore  his  murder  upon  the  family 
The  father  was  a  prosperous  merchant  of  exemplary  character, 
and  the  mother  notably  a  refined,  intelligent  and  amiable 
woman.  The  offspring  .four  sons  and  two  daughters,  were 
liberally  .educated  and  in  good  social  position.  Positive  testi- 
mony was  presented  establishing  the  innocence  of  the  family, 
which  was  excluded  from  court.  Upon  what  was  afterward 
proven  false  testimony  this  father  ,of  69  honorable  years  was 
sentenced  to  death.  His  heroic  protest  of  innocence  during  his 
execution  saved  the  lives  of  his  family,  but , their  property  was 
plundered  and  confiscated,  leaving  them  to  wander  in  destitu- 
tion. The  old  man  was  tortured  .in  a  most  frightful  manner  to 
force  a  confession.  His  limbs  were  broken  and  torn  from  their 
sockets,  his  flesh  lacerated  till  life  was  nearly  extinct,  and 
finally  his  livid  carcass  was  burned  at  the  stake.  One  son  of 
the  family,  in  horror  of_the  atrocity,  and  in  fear  of  the  same 
fate,  fled  to  Switzerland,  where  he  related  to  Voltaire  the  story 
of  their  woe  The  mother  and  her  wandering  children  were 
sought  for,  brought  to  Voltaire's  residence  at  Ferney,  and  ample 
relief  afforded  them  for  the  remainder  of  their  lives. 

On  the  arrival  of  the  Calas  family  at  Geneva,  which  was  then 
recognised  as  the  headquarters  of  Calvinism,  Voltaire  at  once 
took  up  their  defense.  He  searched  the  records,  wrote  up  the 
case  and  invoked  public  condemnation  of  the  atrocity.  Due  de 
Coniseul,  the  Minister  of  State,  joined  Voltaire  in  the  defense 
of  the  Calas  family;  the  king  himself  gave  a  listening  ear,  and 
by  expensive  and  persistent  work  they  secured  a  reversal  of 
the  most  cruel  sentence  that  ever  profaned  the  name  of  Justice. 
In  1765  the  infamous  decree  was  annulled,  Jean  Calas  proclaimed 
an  innocent  man,  and  King  Louis  bestowed  36,000  francs  upon 
the  widow  and  children. 

In  the  same  year  of  the  atrocious  execution  of  Calas  oc- 
curred the  200th  anniversary  of  the  massacre  of  St  Bartholomew, 
which  was  celebrated  at  Toulouse  with  great  pomp  and  rejoic- 
ing, the  execution  of  Calas  adding  sest  to  the  event.  Great 
fresco  paintings  of  hideous  design  were  exhibited  in  the  streets, 
on  which  were  pictured  mothers  and  children  in  the  act  of  be- 
ing murdered  by  soldiers,  to  whom  their  uplifted  arms  and 
agonized  faces  implored  for  mercy.  The  celebration  was  o 
two-days'  festival  established  by  law,  and  was  carried  out  In 
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magnificent  display  at  public  expense,  all  ranks  and  professions 
participating  in  grand  processions,  public  officials  and  legisla- 
tive functionaries  taking  a  prominent  part,  and  wearing  gor- 
geous robes  of  silk  and  gold,  especially  designed  for  the  occasion, 
and  paid  for  from  the  public  revenues.  Thirty  preserved 
skeletons  of  Protestant  victims  were  carried  on  poles  in  front 
of  the  procession,  as  objects  of  fright  for  inspiring  zeal  among 
the  faithful  and  terror  among  the  enemies  of  the  church  . 

Yearly  fresh  scenes  of  horror  were  occurring  to  Intensify 
the  hatred  of  Voltaire  against  the  ignoble  rule  of  the  church. 
He  dispatched  agents  everywhere  to  bring  him  the  facts,  and 
through  the  last  twenty  years  of  his  life  he  flooded  France  with 
cheap  pamphlets,  urging  public  opinion  to  frown  upon  the  bar- 
barity of  religious  persecution.  He  spent  a  prodigious  amount 
of  money  and  a  large  part  of  his  time  in  sheltering,  feeding  and 
protecting  fugitive  Protestants  who  fled  to  his  home  at  Ferney 
as  the  only  place  on  earth  where  the  demon  of  fanaticism 
halted.  When  asked  by  his  literary  admirers  why  he  so  neg- 
lected literature  and  busied  himself  with  the  sufferings  of  the 
Huguenots,  he  replied:  'It  is  bcause  every  day  I  see  these  un- 
fortunate people;  because  I  see  families  broken  up  and  without 
bread;  because  hundreds  of  these  people  come  to  my  house  .and 
weep  and  implore,  land,  because,  seeing  them  in  tears,  it  is  im- 
possible not  to  be  moved  by  them.*'  The  whole  Catholic  sys- 
tem of  fanatical  cruelty  he  exposed  to  public  derision  in  every 
possible  light  through  surreptitious  publications,  which  so  pene- 
tated  the  hearts  of  Frenchmen  that,  before  his  body  had  lain 
two  years  in  its  grave,  the  entire  torture  system  was  abolished 
by  law,  in  imitation  of  a  law  he  had  secured  while  living  in  two 
other  nations,  those  of  Russia  and  Prussia,  both  of  the  ruling 
heads  of  which  empires  had  been  his  devoted  pupils.  He  had 
told  the  world  how  the  Popes  had  deluged  the  fairest  countries 
of  Europe  with  innocentt  blood,  and  appealed  to  the  hearts  of 
all  men  that  such  horrid  things  should  cease. 

What  did   Voltaire   Mock?— Crime   in    High  .Places. 

Christians  of  all  schools  accuse  Voltaire  with  mocking  re- 
ligion; but  what  did  he  mock?  Did  he  mock  kings  for  cruelty 
and  injustice?  Did  he  mock  courts  which  favored  perjury  and 
rejected  evidence?    Did  he  mock  bribery,  perfidy  and  venality 
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in  Judges?  Did  he  mock  hypocrisy,  theft,  cruelty,  lechery  and 
robbery  in  monks  and  priests?  If  he  mocked  .falsehood,  wrong 
and  oppression,  and  praised  truth,  justice  and  liberty,  then  his 
mockery  was  not  in  vain.  .The  only  weapons  he  used  against 
Christians  were  unsheathed  from  their  own  assumed  code  of 
morals.  For  the  ten  millions  of  Catholic  murders  he  .cited  their 
pretense  of  mercy;  for  Catholic  vengeance  on  dissenters,  he 
cited  the  doctrine  of  love;  for  religious  dogmatism,  he  referred 
to  the  pretense  of  reasoning  together;  with  the  doctrine  of 
purity  of  heart  he  lashed  the  lechery  and  .villainy  of  rapacious 
priests. 

"Religious  persecution,"  says  Macaulay,  "judicial  torture 
extortionate  .taxation,  unjust  imprisonment,  wholesale  capital 
punishment,  chicanery  of  tribunals,  slavery  and  the  slave  trade, 
were  constant  topics  of  his  satire.  When  an  innocent  old  man 
was  broke  on  r  the  wheel  at  Toulouse,  when  a  youth  was  burned 
at  Abbeville  for  a  slight  act  of  irreverence — when  a  brave  officer, 
borne  down  by  public  injustice,  was  dragged  with  a  .gag  in  his 
mouth  to  die  at  Place  de  Greve,  a  voice  instantly  went  fourth 
from  Lake  Leman  which  made  itself  heard  from  Moscow  to 
Cadiz,  and  which  sentenced  the  unjust  judges  to  the  contempt 
and  destation  of  Europe/* 

If  men  of  thought  and  reason,  of  science  and  philosophy, 
must  be  murdered  or  tortured  to  please  Jesus  Christ,  then  Vol- 
taire had  no  reverence  for  that  man.  The  religious  murders 
committed  in  the  name  of  Jesus,  from  Constantlne  till  Louis 
XV,  he  catalogued  and  described,  placing  the  total  number  at 
9,468,800,  all  of  whom  were  either  hanged,  burned,  drowned,  be- 
headed or  broken  on  the  wheel. 

It  is  curious  to  know  how  that  Voltaire  was  allowed  to  live 
and  publish  as  he  did  his  long  series  of  attacks  on  the  political 
freaks  of  the  Catholic  church,  when  so  many  others  for  trifling 
offenses  were  made  to  suffer  death.  His  safety  lay  in  the  fact, 
that  he  had  created  and  educated  public  opinion;  that  opinion 
rules  the  world,  and  philosophers  rule  opinion.  He  had  from 
youth  inspired  European  sentiment.  The  reading  people  of  the 
continent  and  Britian,  kings,  princes  and  toiling  wrokmen,  all 
had  felt  the  touch  of  Voltaires  spirit,  and  in  infinite  ways  were 
moved  by  his  appeals  for  mercy  and  justice.  Man's  better  nature 
was  quickened  to  rise  above  the  gloom  of  religious  hate,  and 
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the  new  light  dawned  upon  the  life-work  of  the  dilligent  master, 
turning  the  tide  of  popular  judgment  against  the  Inquisition. 
From  his  vast  knowledge  of  men  and  deep  convictions  of  truth 
he  spoke  as  one  of  authority,  and  the  nations  obeyed.  EMI  fled 
before  his  white-heated  wrath. 

Sodomy  Friut  of  Superstition. 

When  youths  of  twelve  to  sixteen  were  beheaded  for  child- 
ish merriment;  when  thousands  and  and  tens  of  thousands  of 
innocent  people  were  rocked,  strangled,  gibbetted,  burned,  guil- 
lotined and  broken  on  the  wheel  by  the  authorities  if  the  Chris- 
tian church,  it  was  not  in  the  heart  of  Voltaire  to  conceive  that 
such  fruit  fell  from  a  worthy  tree,  but  rather  from  a  tree  deserv- 
ing to  be  destroyed  root  and  branch,  and  to  whose  extermination 
he  directed  his  energies. 

Shall  we  judge  a  tree  by  its  friuts?  Then  what  judgment 
shall  be  placed  against  the  tree  which  bore  the  Sodomy-apples 
of  Jewish  or  Christian  superstition?  Beautiful  to  the  sight,  but 
inwarly  full  of  the  ashes  of  bitterness! — fronted  by  twenty  cen- 
turies of  atrocity,  founded  on  twenty  centuries  of  atrocity!  It 
was  woeful  fruit,  a  rank,  pestilent,  ravaging  social  poison!  The 
Sermon  on  the  Mount  was  a  divine  inspiration — Christian 
credulity,  the  gospel  of  hate,  an  Infamy,  and  should  be  destroyed! 
— the  Teacher  of  Nazareth  a  teacher  of  toleration,  of  liberty 
of  thought,  of  the  inalienable  right  of  individual  opinion;  the 
teachers  of  credulity,  teachers  of  Intolerance,  of  repression,  of 
submission,  hypocritical,  fair  in  promise  but  corrupt  in  per- 
formance; Sodomy-apples,  and  the  tree  bearing  them  should  be 
uprooted: — there  was  no  likeness  between  the  sentiments  of 
Jesus  and  church  dogmatism;  the  one  kind,  and  noble;  the 
other,  low,  cunning,  crafty,  deceptive  and  cruel. 

Scanning  over  the  centuries,  Voltaire  saw  how  often  the 
banners  of  science  had  waved  on  the  summits  of  mental  and 
social  progress,  and  as  often  were  riddled  to  tatters  by  the 
spears  of  religious  bigotry;  how  the  same  bigotry  that  gave 
Socrates  the  fatal  hemlock,  also  burned  Bruno,  applied  the 
torch  to  Rodgers  and  Servetus,  and  had  desolated  the  homes  of 
the  most  peaceable  and  virtuous  citizens  of  France.  The  child 
Voltair  felt  the  sharp  sting  of  bigotry,  the  youth  Voltaire  pro- 
tested against  it,  the  man  Voltaire  in  a  hundred  volumes  of 
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history,  poetry  and  philosophy  vehemently  protested  against  it 
till  his  dying  hour.  It  was  the  heroic  protest  of  earth's  most 
powerful  intellect  against  earth's  most  stupenduous  wrong.  It 
was  effectual,  and  in  return  for  it  bigotry  has  ever  after  exe- 
crated the  name  of  Voltaire. 

Shall  we  judge  a  tree  by  its  fruit? — then  what  judgment 
shall  we  render  to  the  tree  of  intellectual  liberty,  planted  by 
Voltaire  for  the  tranquility  and  happiness  of  mankind?  Could 
Voltaire  observe  now  the  mental  status  of  the  world,  he  would 
realise  the  exactness  of  his  own  prophesy;  that  it  would  take 
ages  for  the  light  of  reason  to  reach  the  dull  brains  of  credulity. 
"We  must  wait  three  or  four  hundred  years/*  he  wrote  in  the 
last  year  of  his  life,  "before  religious  persecution  will  cease  and 
good  men  win  their  cause." 

It  has  been  laid  to  Voltaire's  discredit  that  the  worshipful 
spirit  of  holiness  had  neer  quickened  his  heart,  that  his  vehe- 
ment mockery  was  illsulted  to  lead  the  race  out  of  spiritual 
darkness  But  his  love  of  tranquility  and  zeal  for  peace  among 
men  evinced  an  indomitable  love  of  divine  law;  and  it  cannot 
be  held  that  holiness  or  divine  love  ever  prompted  any  phase 
of  religious  persecution  or  intellectual  repression.  It  was  Jesus 
who  mocked  with  scathing  words  the  infamous  bigotry  and  re- 
ligious corruption  of  his  own  time. 

With  the  times  of  both  Voltaire  and  Jesus  human  benefi- 
cence lay  immured  in  the  dreadful  darkness  of  unclean  things. 
They  were  alike  surrounded  by  the  blackest  misery,  with  the 
maudlin  multitudes  of  humanity  led  in  chains  by  a  crafty  priest- 
hood. At  Paris,  as  at  Jerusalem,  the  time  had  ripened  for  a 
heroic  soul  to  speak  out — in  each  epoch  a  generation  of  vipers 
was  assailable! — by  each  actor  a  blow  was  struck  for  spiritual 
and  intellectual  liberty! 

The  Religion  of  Nature. 

The  leisure  hours  of  Voltaire's  residence  at  Ferney  were 
spent  in  scientific  experiment,  using  money  unsparingly  to  pro- 
cure the  latest  improved  apparatus  and  Instruments.  Science 
was  his  gospel,  revealing  truth;  astronomy,  chemistry,  botany, 
physology,  overshadowing  myth  and  miracle,  displaying  the 
universe  as  a  unity  of  eternal  order;  the  dogma,  that  it  came 
from  chaos,  was  a  false  whim;  physiology  stamped  the  idea  of 
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miraculous  conception  and  birth  as  an  absurdity;  uniformity 
of  law  attended  every  form  of  life;  nature  was  the  beautiful  and 
appropriate  garment  of  an  eternal,  beneficent  and  supreme  mind; 
human  theologies  pass  off  like  vapors  in  the  light  of  science. 
Theology  had  always  left  the  material  part  as  well  as  the  spirit- 
ual part  of  the  universe  in  absolute  darkness;  science  illumin- 
ated the  paths  of  matter,  science  also  could  explain  the 
universe  of  mind.  In  all  its  dealings  with  the  facts 
of  nature  the  metaphysics  of  the  creeds  had  proven  a 
ridiculous  failure.  Compared  with  the  stellar  system,  as  revealed 
by  astronomy,  the  conception  of  primeval  chaos  in  Milton  or 
Moses  was  but  a  crude  distorted  nightmare.  Science  had  wrought 
as  great  a  mental  revolution  as  would  be  a  veritable  demonstra- 
tion of  immortality.  While  in  his  primal  youth,  in  La  Henriade, 
the  spirit  of  Voltaire  compasses  the  grandure  of  divine  order: 

"In  the  bright  center  of  those  orbs  immense, 
That  cannot  hide  from  us  their  distant  paths, 
Flames  on  that  Star  of  Day,  divinely  lit. 
Which  round  his  burning  axel  ever  turns, 
And  whence  are  poured  unceasing  floods  of  light; 
His  presence  'tis  that  gives  to  matter  life, 
Deals  out  the  days,  the  seasons  and  the  years 
To  all  the  varying  worlds  that  round  him  glide. 
These  orbs,  to  law  obedient  as  they  move. 
Attract,  repel  each  other  ceaslessly, 
And,  interchanging  rule  and  maintenance. 
Reciprocate  the  rays  by  him  bestowed. 
Beyond  their  course,  in  depths  of  space. 
Where  matter  swims,  by  God  alone  held  in, 
Suns  without  number  are,  and  endless  worlds — 
In  that  profound  abyss  He  opes  their  paths — 
Beyond  all  heavens  the  God  of  Heaven  dwells." 

The  light  of  evolution,  giving  legitimacy  to  all  physcial  and 
metnal  phenomena,  had  not  fully  dawned  upon  the  minds  of  the 
eighteenth  century  philosophers;  those  times  were  rife  with  con- 
flicts, and  the  non-essentials,  of  the  legitimacy  of  illusions, 
shadowy  symbols  of  truth,  were  necessarily  left  till  the  sessa- 
tion  of  hostility.    Tet  the  charity  of  Voltaire  made  room  for  the 
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ceremonials  of  church  and  court,  the  symbolic  vestitures  of 
mind;  he  was  not  fighting  the  magic  hypnotic  power  of  candles 
at  the  altar,  the  significant  miniatures  of  saints,  the  crucifixes, 
harmless  symbols,  but  the  cannonised  and  iniquitous  dogmas  of 
"Compel  them  to  come  into  the  church."  He  was  forced  to  con- 
flict, to  self-defense.  Tet  through  all  the  fray  of  life's  battle 
he  was  cognisant  of  the  fact  that  a  true  priest  may  be  •  medi- 
ator, and  freely  indulged  the  consolation  of  confession,  however 
childish  he  may  have  thought  the  Catholic  symbols  of  the  holy 
communion. 

The  student  of  psycology  often  encounters  strange  incon- 
gruities in  the  drift  of  thought  and  sentiment.  Instance  the 
universal  admiration  and  eulogy  of  Tennyson  by  the  clergy 
of  all  sects  and  notice  Tennyson  pronouncing  Victor  Hugo  the 
grandest  genius  of  the  Nineteenth  century,  reflecting  In  sub- 
lime English  verse  the  lofty  principles  of  the  French  novelist; 
and  Hugo,  in  turn,  from  the  summit  of  mental  power,  so  great  a 
fountain  of  inspiration  in  modern  times,  unqualifiedly  declared 
Voltaire  the  most  supreme  and  versatile  intellect  the  earth 
ever  produced.  It  is  thus,  from  the  lack  of  Individual  culture 
among  clergymen,  that  prejudice  postpones  the  dissemination 
of  knowledge,  and  truth  only  becomes  current  when  divested 
of  the  personality  of  the  revealer.  A  wise  clergy,  inspired  by 
their  divine  master,  would  "render  to  Caesar  the  things  that  are 
Caesar's,"  leaving  the  merits  or  demerits  of  Voltaire  to  rest 
upon  his  own  utterances,  rather  than  transfer  his  richly-earned 
laurels  to  the  brow  of  a  worthy  imitator.  But,  as  granite  is 
eons  of  ages  in  conversion  to  alluvium,  philosophy  learns  pa- 
tience in  awaiting  the  dissolution  of  dense  masses  of  bigotry* 

At  the  zenith  of  moral  culture,  every  human  association, 
of  Catholic,  Protestant  or  Secular,  feels  relief  from  the  relax- 
ation and  removal  of  the  black  vampire  of  religious  persecution 
— ajoy  of  satisfaction  prevails,  that  the  Inquisition  was  in  the 
distant  past,  that  the  Bartholomew  horrors  are  nearly  forgotten, 
that  flowers  bloom  now  on  the  plains  of  Smlthfield. — Shall  not 
every  human  heart  render  emotions'  of  gratitude  to  the  heroic 
Voltaire  for  thrusting  the  fatal  dagger  into  the  heart  of  super- 
stition, the  demon,  the  monster,  the  Infamous?  A  master  in 
science,  literature,  history  and  philosophy,  he  marshalled  the 
combined  wisdom  of  the  ages  in  rythmic,  classic  array  against 
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the  one  greatest  arrogant  enemy  of  mankind — the  imposition 
Of  a  selfish  tyrannical,  cruel,  corruptible  man-made  divinity! 
The  record  of  wars,  of  child-murder,  of  wholesale  manslaughter, 
of  intrigue,  of  incest,  of  lechery,  is  a  human  record  of  barbar- 
ous classification — with  the  divine  seal  upon  it,  an  infamous 
imposture,  misleading  the  unenlightened.  The  Koran,  the  Bible, 
the  Tablets,  must  take  their  places  with  other  products  of  the 
ancients,  submit  to  the  crucial  test  of  reason,  and  receive  judg- 
ment, passage  by  passage,  according  to  merit. 

Literature,  Religion  and  Politics. 

Voltaire  was  not  a  man  who  courted  ease  and  safety,  secure 
from  the  din,  turmoil  and  danger  of  battle,  but  always  ready 
for  attack,  ever  at  the  front  and  center  of  combat;  never  count- 
ing truth  a  toy-treasurer,  to  be  hidden  under  monkhoods,  but 
to  be  made  a  perpetual  warcry  while  an  enemy  existed.  Truth 
was  a  sacred  ensign,  to  be  emblazoned  on  the  banners  of  liberty 
in  every  land;  if  often  rent  to  tatters,  never  driven  from  the 
field  of  conflict;  if  crushed  to  rise  again  in  greater  power.  His 
was  the  work  of  wielding  the  spiritual  battle-axe,  keen-edged, 
tor  cutting  away  the  damp  forests  of  oppression. 

The  fall  of  the  upas-tree  of  bigotry  was  heard  in  Rome,  Lis- 
bon, London  and  Paris — its  fall  was  like  an  earthquake,  In- 
creasing in  recurring  shocks  till  the  Bastile  walls  were  jarred 
asunder.  The  revival  of  letters  had  burst  the  rusting  bands 
of  credulity,  science  had  stormed  the  citadel — crushed  through 
the  safeguard  of  theology;  a  new  era  of  intelligence  demanded 
new  methods.  The  discoveries  of  Newton  and  Franklin  were 
spreading;  education  was  stepping  over  and  tramping  down  the 
narrow  enclosures  of  repressive  religion;  the  seeds  of  knowl- 
edge sown  by  Copernicus,  Descartes  and  Spinoza  were  spring- 
ing up  into  rank  growth.  Learning  had  taken  a  defiant  stand, 
leaving  religion  to  defend  itself  against  the  schools.  Voltaire 
held  the  flaming  torch  of  reason  over  the  church;  and,  as  the 
bones  of  the  dead  crumbled  when  the  sunlight  penetrated  a 
sepulcher,  so  credulity  dissolved  when  the  light  of  reason  was 
thrown  upon  it. 

It  was  no  new  conception  that  the  best  condition  of  man 
is  pleasantness  and  peace;  that  idea  was  as  old  as  the  pyramids, 
but  in  lands  where  liberty  of  conscience  was  prohibited  it 
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gospel  enough  for  Voltaire.  It  was  the  golden  rule,  the  divin- 
ing-rod of  life,  destroyed  by  the  church  when  liberty  of  con- 
science was  prohibited.  For  upholding  this  golden  rule  Vol- 
taire was  assailed  as  an  Atheist,  though  a  devout  woshipper  of 
one  true  supreme  God.  But  Atheism,  he  said  ,was  preferable 
to  a  cruel  thism — "Atheism  is  a  harmless  and  curable  malady, 
while  superstition  is  a  monster  which  rends  and  murders  men 
for  conscience's  sake.  It  is  better  not  to  recognize  any  God 
than  to  adore  a  barbarous  deity  to  whom  human  beings  are 
sacrificed,  as  has  been  done  by  so  many  nations.  Atheism  and 
fanaticism  are  two  monsters  which  rend  and  devour  society; 
but  the  Atheist,  in  his  error,  preserves  his  reason,  which  cuts 
his  claws,  while  the  claws  of  the  fanatic  are  sharpened  by  the 
incessant  madness  which  afflicts  him.  The  philosopher  who 
recognises  a  God  has  with  him  a  crowd  of  evident  facts  equiva- 
lent to  reality,  while  the  Atheist  has  nothing  but  doubts.  A 
philosopher  (Sir  Isaac  Newton  )has  been  given  to  the  world 
who  has  discovered  by  what  simple  and  sublime  laws  all  the 
celestial  bodies  move  in  the  abyss  of  space.  Thus  the  work 
of  the  universe,  better  known,  shows  a  workman;  and  so  many 
laws,  always  constant,  prove  a  legislator.  Sound  philosophy 
has  thus  destroyed  that  Atheism  to  which  an  obscure  theology 
had  lent  weapons.  "On  the  Catholic  church  which  Voltaire 
built  at  Ferney,  over  the  door  he  Inscribed  Deo  Erexit  Voltaire. 
'This  church,"  he  said,  'Is  the  only  church  in  the  universe 
dedicated  to  one  God  alone — all  others  are  dedicated  to  His 
varlets,  the  saints.  For  my  part  I  would  rather  build  for  the 
Master  than  for  his  valets." 

Voltaire  drew  the  line  close  between  prevailing  supersti- 
tion and  pure  religion,  and  near  the  close  of  his  life,  before 
visiting  Paris  for  the  last  time,  there  to  die,  he  wrote  to  his 
friend  D'Alembert  from  his  home  at  Ferney.  '1  want  to  crush 
the  Infamous — that  is  the  great  point  Superstition  must  be 
reduced  to  the  position  which  it  occupies  in  England — it  is  the 
greatest  service  that  can  be  rendered  to  the  human  race.  Tou 
will  perceive  that  I  speak  only  of  superstition;  as  for  religion, 
I  love  and  respect  it  Peace  is  the  greatest  principle  of  true 
religious  faith  and  practice.  The  Lord,  who  has  bidden  us  to 
love  our  enemies  and  suffer  evil  without  complaint,  expresses 
no  will  that  we  should  go  to  war  and  cut  our  neighbors'  throats. 
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Superstition  crucified  Jesus,  it  gave  Socrates  the  fatal  draught, 
it  imprisoned  and  burned  the  masters  of  letters  and  science.  It 
tore  babes  from  their  mothers'  breasts,  it  pulled  the  limbs  of 
fathers  from  their  sockets — toward  it  my  heart  shall  revolt  till 
my  dying  hour  ;  against  it  I  have  hurled  a  hundred  volumes 
exposing  its  crimes.*' 

A  bright  perennial  spirit  glowed  throughout  the  philoso- 
pher's life.  To  a  young  lady  admirer  of  his  poems,  near  the  end 
of  life  he  wrote  these  beautiful  lines: 

"You  wonder  how  time  ne'er  subdues 

(Though  eighty  years  have  left  their  chill) 
My  suprannuated  muse. 

That  hums  a  quavering  measure  still. 
In  wintry  world  a  tuft  of  bloom 

Will  sometimes  through  the  snowdrift  smile, 
Consoling  Nature  in  her  gloom. 

But  blighted  in  a  little  while— 
We  enter  life,  we  play  our  part, 

We  die,  nor  learn  the  reason  here; 
Prom  out  the  unknown  void  we  start. 

But  whither  bound — God  knows,  my  dear." 

When  the  labors  of  long  life  had  made  his  name  the  syno- 
nym of  wisdom  to  the  learned  Voltaire  he  was  visited  by  Benja- 
min Franklin,  who  brought  his  grandson  to  receive  the  blessing 
of  the  aged  patriarch.  Placing  his  withered  hand  upon  the 
young  man's  head,  Voltaire  said,  pronouncing  his  words  in 
English:  "God,  liberty,  tolerance!— this  is  the  most  suitable 
benediction  for  the  grandson  of  Franklin." 

A  fitting  estimate  of  the  true  character  of  Voltaire,  from  one 
most  able  to  speak,  came  from  Goethe,  Germany's  most  famous 
poet — "Voltaire  will  be  always  regarded  as  the  greatest  man 
in  literature  of  modern  times;  as  the  most  astonishing  creation 
of  the  Author  of  Nature,  a  creation  in  which  He  pleased  Him- 
self to  assemble,  once,  in  the  frail  and  perishable  organization 
of  a  man,  all  the  varieties  of  talent,  all  the  glories  of  a  genius,  all 
the  powers  of  thought ' 

To  Voltaire,  all  men  are  creatures  of  God's  care,  each  be- 
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ing,  in  1U  way,  living  by  the  laws  of  life  as  given  to  it,  all  dif- 
each  other's  ways,  and  peace: 
each  other's  ways,  and  pact..  - 

"What  is  the  law  by  God  for  motals  made? 
Does  He  condemn  they  who  shut  their  eyes 
To  knowledge  which  Himself  hath  made  obscure? 
No;  He  who  made  us  means  to  save  us  all; 
On  all  sides  He  instructs  us,  speaks  to  us, 
Graving  on  every  heart  a  natural  law 
Alone  unchangable  and  ever  pure.*' 

Th  Fatherhood  of  God. 

To  render  full  justice  to  the  memory  of  one  whose  life  is 
interwoven  through  modern  literature  and  civilisation,  it  re- 
mains a  duty,  that  the  reasons  for  his  faith,  which  has  so  moved 
the  world  of  thought,  should  be  carefully  considered  by  every 
student  of  history.  In  his  deep  convictions  every  thought  or 
motion,  every  word  he  uttered,  proceeded  from  the  basis  of  ex- 
perimental knowledge.  His  histories  portrayed  the  noblest 
qualities  of  human  action  for  the  edification  of  the  reader;  Mb 
dramas  intensely  amused  the  crowded  theaters,  that  the  great 
moral  of  each  play  should  make  a  deep  and  indelllble  impres- 
sion on  the  hearts  of  the  people  he  strove  to  educate. 

At  the  age  of  76,  in  dispute  with  the  Bishop  of  Anneci, 
Voltaire  wrote  in  his  own  Justification  concerning  the  relations 
of  God  and  man:  "Every  man  owes  some  self  sacrifice;  every 
man  knows  that  all  the  little  incidents  that  can  trouble  this 
transcient  life  are  lost  in  eternity,  and  that,  resignation  to  God, 
the  love  of  our  neighbor,  justice,  beneficience,  are  the  only 
things  which  remain  to  us  in  the  presence  of  the  Orator.  With- 
out those  virtues  man  is  the  enemy  of  man;  but  if  he  does  what 
is  right  because  he  loves  the  right,  he  can  hope  that  God,  be- 
fore whom  all  men  are  equal,  will  not  reject  the  sentiments  of 
which  He  is  the  eternal  source."  To  another  critic,  who  took 
him  to  task  on  his  Catholicity,  he  replied  that  he  believed  in 
"A  God  who  is  not  especially  Protestant  or  Oatholic,  Presby- 
terian or  Lutheran,  but  the  Father  of  all  mankind." 

He  traced  man's  spiritual  and  deistic  conceptions  to  natural 
causes:     "A  man  who  deeply  felt  the  death  of  a  father,  brother 
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or  wife,  would  see  in  a  dream  the  person  whom  he  lamented; 
two  or  three  dreams  of  this  kind  would  disquiet  a  whole  tribe; 
a  dead  person  appearing  to  the  living,  yet  his  decaying  body  is 
still  in  its  place;  it  is  something  which  was  in  the  departed, 
and  which  walks  abroad — it  is  his  shadow,  his  soul,  an  airy 
figure  of  himself;  the  inquiry  of  ignorance,  the  beginning  of 
reason/* 

The  idea  of  deity  arose  from  quite  as  crude  a  necessity — 
evidence  of  a  mysterious  and  superhuman  power:  "A  village 
inhabited  by  those  who  are  almost  savages  sees  the  fruits  that 
fed  it  suddenly  perish;  an  inundation  destroys  some  of  its  rude 
huts,  and  lightning  burns  others.  Who  has  done  them  this  great 
evil?  Not  their  neighbors,  for  they  all  suffer  alike.  It  is  then 
a  mysterious  power  of  some  kind;  this  secret  power  has  injured 
them,  and  peace  must  be  made  with  it.  The  rude  way  of  mak- 
ing peace  was  by  bestowing  presents — by  serving  it,  as  we  serve 
those  we  wish  to  please.  Thus  the  various  powers  of  Nature 
received  the  various  attributes  of  deity;  water,  fire,  air,  animals 
and  men,  in  turn  served  the  mystery — water  purified,  and  men 
plunged  into  the  Ganges,  the  Indus  or  Euphrates,  but  in  fear 
of  being  eaten  by  crocodiles  they  avoided  the  Nile.  A  pure  re- 
ligion existed  among  pagan  idolators,  consisting  of  a  recogni- 
tion of  and  reconciliation  to  one  God,  just  supreme  and  provi- 
dent, though  their  priests  followed  shameful  customs,  ridiculous 
doctrines  and  childish  ceremonies. 

"The  Jews  had  the  same  pure  religion,  but  as  a  nation  ruled 
by  priests  they  were  the  most  infamous  of  all  the  ancients,  ever 
engaged  in  religious  wars  and  assassinations,  the  wholesale 
massacre  of  captives  in  battle,  extermination  of  children  and 
ravishing  of  women. 

"The  Jews  were  insolent  in  prosperity,  abject  in  misfortune, 
always  superstitious,  always  barbarous,  and  it  was  their  glory 
never  to  spare  age  or  sex  in  towns  they  captured. 

"The  Chinese  and  Egyptians  were  superior  to  them  in  culti- 
vating absolute  peace,  never  going  to  war  except  in  self-defense. 

"In  what  a  flourishing  condition  would  Europe  be  without 
the  continual  wars  which  trouble  it  for  very  trifling  interests, 
and  often  for  petty  caprices?  To  what  a  degree  of  perfection 
might  agriculture  have  attained,  and  how  widely  might  manu- 
factures have  spread  comfort  and  ease  throughout  communities. 
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if  wars  ceased  and  such  astonishing  numbers  of  useless  men 
and  women  were  not  buried  in  cloisters!  A  new  humanity  had 
tempered  the  scurge  of  war,  softening  its  horrors,  and  persists 
to  save  nations  from  the  destructive  forces  that  menace  them." 

"Amelioration  is  in  the  supreme  law;  the  rough  usages  of 
Mature  are  susceptible  to  modifying  touches  of  Art;  Art  herself 
is  the  Mind  of  Nature  retouching  and  finishing  Infinite  Design; 
God  holds  in  His  hand  the  chain  which  binds  the  system  of  the 
universe,  and  is  not  Himself  bound  by  it;  He  is  free,  just,  and 
not  implacable.  Why,  then  do  we  suffer  under  His  rule? — ah, 
there  is  the  fatal  knot  that  we  want  untied*' 

When  men  dispute  as  to  the  nature  of  anything,  faith  in 
the  thing  itself  is  disturbed:  "What  looks  like  a  paradox,  but 
which  on  examination  proves  a  truth,  is  that  theology  often 
precipitated  minds  into  Atheism,  while  philosophy  invariably 
rescued  them  from  it,  leading  to  firm  belief  in  one  God.  It  was 
indeed  pardonable  in  men  to  doubt  of  a  divinity  when  the  only 
priests  who  asserted  it  disputed  as  to  its  nature.  The  first 
fathers  of  the  church  nearly  all  represented  the  Supreme  Power 
as  corporeal;  others  followed  who  proposed  it  to  be  etherial, 
and  lodged  in  certain  parts  of  the  sky.  According  to  some  God 
had  created  the  world  in  time,  and  others  asserted  that  time  was 
an  after  creation;  and  while  divines  quarreled  humanity  re- 
mained doubting." 

The  discoveries  of  Art  and  Science  had  done  all  for  the 
world  worthy  of  keeping: — "Nothing  but  names  remain  of  those 
who  commanded  battalions  and  fleets;  nothing  results  to  the 
human  race  of  a  hundred  battles  won;  but  the  triumphs  of  in- 
tellect prepare  pure  and  durable  delights  for  generations  un- 
born. A  structure  of  mechanism,  a  painting  true  to  Nature,  a 
drama  from  real  life,  a  discovered  truth,  are  things  a  thousand 
times  more  precious  than  church  or  state  annals  or  the  narra- 
tives of  war.  The  truly  great  are  they  who  excel  in  the  useful 
or  the  beautiful,  not  in  the  ravages  of  provinces." 

We  owe  reverence  to  the  pure  and  beneficent — "It  is  to  him 
who  masters  our  minds  by  the  force  of  truth,  not  to  those  who 
enslave  men  by  violence;  to  him  who  understands  the  universe, 
not  to  those  who  disfigure  it,  that  we  owe  our  reverence — to 
Newton  rather  than  Nero,  should  we  render  praise." 

Breadth  of  soul  is  voluminous  divine  spirit  in  man:     "The 
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soul  is  a  flame  that  God  has  Intrusted  to  us,  and  we  are  bound 
to  feed  it  with  all  that  we  can  find  most  precious.  We  should 
introduce  into  our  existence  all  imaginable  modes,  and  open 
every  portal  of  the  soul  to  all  sorts  of  knowledge  and  all  sorts 
of  feelings — so  long  as  it  does  not  all  go  in  pell-mell,  there  is 
plenty  of  room  for  everything." 

When  Voltaire's  attention  was  called  to  the  rising  genius 
of  a  military  offlcr,  he  remarked  in  jest:  "My  compliments  to 
the  Devil,  for  it  is  he  who  governs  the  world."  A  truth  said  in 
jest,  but  realized  a  few  years  later  in  the  career  of  Bonaparte. 
Though  hating  the  necessity  of  war,  he  realized  that  a  national 
reaction  from  oppression  could  not  go  on  without  a  struggle. 
His  writings  had  been  a  leven  that  rose  to  the  height  of  national- 
foment;  his  convictions  become  the  convictions  of  France; 
superstition  must  step  from  the  throne;  the  galling  yoke  of 
credul'ty  must  be  broken.  He  marshaled  the  powers  of  his 
knowledge  on  the  side  of  liberty;  it  was  the  last  strain  of  which 
his  life  was  capable,  and  the  cord  of  vitality  snapped  asunder 
in  the  effort;  but  it  set  in  flames  the  citadel  of  despotism — the 
blood  of  the  revolt  of  1778  began  flowing  when  Voltaire  ex- 
pired. 


For  half  a  century  I  have  taught  the  world  the  art  of  getting 
rain  whenever  and  wherever  desired  by  shaking  the  sky  with 
surface  explosion,  the  force  of  ether  reslstence  being  equal  to 
the  swift  impact  of  pressure.  Is  there  one  in  doubt? — turn  for 
evidence  to  cannonade  of  all  battles,  wherein  brutality  of  war 
renders  lessons  of  Divine  Beneficence.  All  planets  roll  in  OH 2 
ample  to  deluge  milions  of  monster  stars.  Will  ye  ask  and  re- 
ceive, or  will  ye  stupidly  murmur  over  losses  from  drouth? 
Ignorance  in  church  and  state  stand  aghast! 


In  Commensurate  Priority,  in  the  Almighty  It,  abides  gener- 
ative authority  for  all  there  is,  of  life  and  mind,  of  fermentation 
and  distllatlon,  and  verily  the  stomach  is  a  miniature  brewery 
and  the  bowels  a  miniature  distillery;  and  verily,  without  fermen- 
tation and  distillation  there  is  no  life  whatever,  neither  animal 
or  vegetal. 

For  thousands  of  years  my  brethren  in  clerical  garb  have 
made  the  house  of  God  a  house  of  merchandise  in  preaching  that 
mortality  don't  save,  thereby  condoning  sin  for  a  price.  Really 
if  a  man  preacheth  a  lie  wherein  is  he  better  than  the  Devil? — 
Verily,  whoever  misguldeth  the  innocent  is  worse  than  the 
Devil,  and  speadeth  crime  over  the  earth. 
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CHAPTER  28. 
Voltaire  In  Christ's  Steps. 
Whosoever  the  critics  be,  Catholics.  Protestants,  or  moral- 
ists of  any  cult,  let  them  turn  to  the  childhood  of  Voltaire,  a 
sickly  waif  in  infancy,  bereft  of  mother;  estranged  from  the 
comforts  and  joys  of  home,  losing  in  childhood  what  a  young 
heart  most  craves,  the  mother  love;  in  youth  no  playmates,  and 
only  the  companionship  of  a  very  good  and  pious  priest;  in  early 
manhood  only  the  jibes  and  buffetings  of  heartless  kindred— 
to  friendship  an  outcast,  with  only  such  capital  as  a  lively  im- 
agination and  an  aching  heart  afford,  he  starts  out  to  meet  the 
busy  world.  But  for  the  pity  of  an  uncle  of  wealth,  very  likely 
indeed  his  name  had  never  been  a  thorn  in  the  breast  of  bigotry, 
nor  a  halo  of  illumination  in  the  domain  of  intelligence.  What 
was  there  to  encourage  a  boy  of  an  aspiring  mind,  at  every 
turn  confronted  by  a  world  engulfed  in  a  dismal  midnight  of 
religious  bondage?  What  was  each  morning  dawn  to  him  with 
on  bow  of  promise  and  no  song  to  cheer  his  faltering  steps? 
A  world  made  cold  and  cheerless  by  heartless  home  environ- 
ment, with  no  mental  or  moral  sustenance  but  the  bitter 
sodomy-fruit  of  filial,  parental  and  fraternal  hate,  with  the  worm- 
wood of  despairs  gnawing  at  his  vitals,  pacing  the  streets  of 
Paris  in  utter  despondency,  it  is  wonder  that  suicide  had  not 
ended  his  mortification.  Perhaps  there  is  no  more  significant 
case  on  record,  except  it  be  that  of  Bunyan  in  prison,  where  in- 
ward illumination  came  to  the  rescue  of  a  spirited  soul  in  deep 
distress.  In  such  illumination,  in  such  quickening  spiritual  in- 
flux, the  universe  in  panoramic  unfolding  rolls  before  the  visional 
apprehension,  and  a  Messianic  soul  is  born!!  It  walks  abroad 
comprehending,  but  not  comprehended;  an  enigmatic  sphynx, 
staring  mysteriously  into  the  past,  present  and  future,  silently 
beconing,  dumbly  prophetic,  for  the  good,  the  true,  the  perma- 
nent;  a  parable  of  Immanent  Being  inexplicable  only  to  pre- 
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cient  wisdom;  if  malevolently  or  beneficently  prophetic,  its  im- 
mutlal  silence  signifies  only — "I  am  that  I  am!" 

''Unlike  the  enigmatic  line. 
So  difficult  to  spell. 
Which  shook  Belshazzer  at  his  wine 
The  night  this  city  fell;" 

but  rather  signifies  that  whatever  truth  lies  hidden  in  the  im- 
pact of  Being,  is  easily  read  and  apprehended  by  whoever  is  not 
blinded  by  illusive  immolation. 

Thus  it  is  with  Voltaire — an  incomprehensible  enigma  to 
all  who  have  sacrificed  their  spiritual  heritage  on  the  altar  of 
Illusive  superstition,  when  all  that  then  remains  of  man  is  a 
Crystalized  Bigot,  whose  mind  is  like  the  the  pupil  of  an  eye — 
the  more  light  that  is  thrown  upon  it  the  more  it  diminishes 
in  size. 

It  was  bigoted  Christian  clergymen,  especially  of  Protestant 
denominations,  who  profusely  falsified  to  their  congregations 
the  life  and  character  of  Voltaire,  either  through  ignorance  or 
malice,  declaring  him  an  Atheist,  when  in  truth  he  was  posi- 
tively and  unequivocally  a  Deist  of  the  most  pronounced  type, 
professing  to  prove,  beyond  the  possibility  of  cavil  or  doubt, 
the  existence  of  a  supreme  beneficent  causative  intelligence, 
which  he  freely  denominated  God.  Voltaire  stood  all  his  life 
for  the  same  axiomatic  ideas  articulated  by  all  other  illumined 
minds — the  amelioration  of  distress,  the  cure  of  pain,  and  the 
enlightenment  of  mankind.  What  did  they,  all  of  them,  stand 
for? 

Let  us,  fairly  in  the  light  of  universal  experience,  read  over 
the  list  of  some  of  the  world's  great  saviour's;  see  with  honest 
eyes  what  they  stood  for: 

Zoroaster — Light,  life,  beneficence,  immortality;  Gautama — 
"Cure  the  pain  of  the  world;*'  Moses — "Love  thy  neighbor  as 
thyself;"  Lycurgus — The  brotherhood  of  man;  Socrates — Let 
pure  reason  prevail;  Plato — To  be  good  is  the  chief  duty  of  man; 
Confucius — Do  not  to  another  what  thou  wouldst  not  have  done 
to  thee;  Jesus  of  Nazareth — "Overcome  evil  with  good;" 
Thomas  Paine — "My  religion  is  to  do  good;"  Voltaire— "Purity, 
equity,  fraternity,  fidelity,  liberty,  faith,  hope  and  charity." 
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In  later  time  many  noble  minds  have  arisen  out  of  Nature 
articulating  the  beautiful  gospel  of  the  Subliminal  Jesus,  among 
them  Carlyle,  Emerson,  Ingersoll — forerunners  of  a  New 
Heaven  and  a  New  Earth,  when  the  Star  of  Peace  shall  so 
illumine  the  world  as  to  strike  shame  into  the  Brutality  of  War, 
and  the  Flames  of  Reason  shall  spread  over  the  earth  devouring 
every  vestige  of  the  spirit  of  bigotry  and  superstition  found  in 
its  path;  when  the  passing  away  of  tyrants  and  oppressors  shall 
go  upon  record. 

It  was  obvious  with  Voltaire,  and  it  was  obvious  with  all 
Divinely  Illuminated  men  whose  lives  have  made  significant 
marks  whilst  traversing  this  earth,  their  chief  inspiration  and 
strenuous  purpose  was  to  Be  Qood  and  Do  Good  in  the  brother- 
hood of  man,  scattering  the  manifold  bounties  of  Infinite  Benefi- 
cence potentially  in  equity  for  the  efficient  unfoldment  of  the 
human  race.  They  all  stood  firmly  for  universal  peace,  prosper- 
ity and  happiness,  and  were  each  and  every  one  insistently 
averse  to  any  species  or  degree  of  persecution  or  repression  on 
account  of  diversity  of  opinion.  Not  one  of  the  score  of  the 
world's  great  intellectual  saviours  ever  sustained  a  motion  or 
uttered  a  word  In  favor  of  religious  coercion ;  and  all  Christians, 
Catholics  first,  having  the  light  and  should  not  err,  and  Protest- 
ants, who  see  as  through  a  glass  darkly,  should  unite  with  one 
mind  in  according  to  Voltaire  the  homage  that  is  due  him  for 
rescuing  mankind  from  the  perils  of  fanaticism  and  the  cruelties 
of  bigotry.  Midst  the  fierce  and  bloody  ravages  of  Religion  and 
Law  Voltaire  carried  the  Banner  of  Peace. 


Christ  returns  to  earth  midst  the  wrangling  of  bigots  and 
banish  error  with  the  light  of  evident  truth.  He  leaves  heri- 
sles  to  perish  in  the  presence  of  verified  evidence. 


Controversy? — No;  Light  of  Life  ends  all  controversy,  as  in 
statics  and  kinetics  all  mind  is  in  union.  There  is  no  conten- 
tion over  any  purely  scientific  fact;  and  all  wrangling  over  re- 
ligion,, all  ages,  has  come  from  distortion  of  or  dense  ignorance 
of  what  is  simply  true.  There  is  no  dispute  over  a  thing  proven, 
but  over  assertions  without  proof  arise  confusion,  conflict,  dis- 
sention,  and-  often  violence,  as  among  the  various  religious 
creeds.  All  creeds  wear  masks  called  faith  hope  and  charity, 
behind  which  are  hidden  the  javelins  of  contention  for  material 
interests.  Verily,  the  earth  is  besmeared  with  evidence  of  the 
satanic  pathways  of  religious  creeds. 
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CHAPTER  29w 

Worship  of  Divinity  in  Man. 

Continuous  evidential  value  and  benefit  in  any  object  In- 
spires volative  attention  in  whoever  consciously  posits  benefi- 
cence in  such  objects.  Volative  attention  to  God  from  man  is* 
thus  inspired,  intuiting  the  insuperable  value  and  benefits  as 
continuously  immanent  and  commensurate  in  the  gratification 
of  every  desire  in  the  votary.  This  votative  attention  is  worth- 
ship,  and  even  domesticated  animals  are  not  deficient  in  the 
exercise  of  votative  attention  toward  the  bestcrwers  of  benefits. 

the  key  that  unlocks  the  treasury  of  the  universe  is  in 
every  hand  by  the  taking:  its  name  is  Variety  In  Unity;  its  use 
blends  the  Finite  and  Infinite;  its  direction  Is  reciprocity  of 
Man  and  God;  its  handling  is  the  Emotion  of  Worship.  Ap- 
plied to  mind  or  matter,  it  never  fails  those  who  make  use  of  It. 
As  I  continue  votative  attention  to  trees  and  vines  their  bless- 
ings continue  manifold  Hunger  Is  an  aggregation  of  minute 
appetites  unappeased,  and  is  grateful  for  bread;  love  combines 
countless  delicate  affinities,  and  adores  its  idols;  wisdom  com- 
poses the  particles  of  infinite  economies,  and  equalizes  power. 
8ound  is  the  echo  of  worship— the  serpent's  hiss  is  for  the  ser- 
pent, the  coo  for  the  dove,  the  chirp  for  the  squirrel,  the  chipper 
for  birds,  the  roar  for  lions,  the  howl  for  wolves,  the  bark  for 
dogs,  the  neigh  for  horses,  the  loo  for  cattle;  but  the  tympanum 
of  man  Is  sensately  conscious  to  all  sound,  is  relative  Votive 
to  infinite  sonorous  vibrations,  hearing  the  echo  of  Infinity. 
The  human  eye  conveys  to  the  understanding  the  multiplied 
visions  of  all  animation,  votively  beholding  Infinity.  To  the  de- 
gree that  traits  are  united,  to  that  degree  do  we  approach  the 
Absolute—In  high  degree  the  traits  of  Amity  appear  in  Jesus. 
Gautama  and  8ocrates,  with  missions  of  peace  and  tranquility. 
Also  in  high  degree  the  traits  of  Antagonism  appear  united  in 
Bonaparte,  Ifannibal  and  Caesar;  of  reform,  votively  observed 
and  greatly  centered  In  John  the  Baptist,  Lycurgus  and  Luther. 
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The  traits  of  Spirituality  are  singularly  united  in  Jesus,  as  the 
most  perfect  Incarnation  of  God.  The  attributes  of  Reason 
center  in  Voltaire;  of  science,  in  Spinoza;  of  ethics.  In  Plato; 
of  Justice,  in  Blacks  tone;  and  all  these  Illumined  Men  impress 
the  votltional  mind  that  they,  and  many  others  of  mental  and 
emotional  unity,  are  positively  evidential  that  a  knowledge  of 
the  Relative  correlates  to  a  knowledge  of  the  Absolute— -*hat  a 
knowledge  of  the  Finite  is  Blenditional  with  a  knowledge  of  the 
Infinite 

Insofar  as  a  man  combines  variety  in  unity  to  that  extent 
is  his  value  estimated  and  his  life  revered,  and  to  him  is  ac- 
corded In  degree  of  merit  pure  and  unconfused  worthship.  In 
this  sense  the  Chinese  worship  ancestry,  the  Christians  worship 
Jesus,  the  Boodhists  worship  Gautama,  the  Arabs  worship  Mo- 
hamet, philosophers  worship  Plato;  and  a  host  of  modern 
worthies — Bacon,  Newton,  Voltaire,  Volney,  Paine,  Hugo,  Car- 
lyle,  Humboldt,  Goethe,  Washington,  Henry,  Franklin,  Jefferson, 
Emerson— all  in  their  lines  of  merit  receive  from  their  admirers, 
unstinted  homage  and  adulation.  Eulogies  over  the  qualities 
of  some  eminent  persons,  like  ministers  in  homage  to  Jesus, 
philosophers  in  extolling  the  merits  of  Voltaire  or  Paine,  essay- 
ists on  the  transcendent  genius  of  Emerson  or  Plato,  are  In 
the  same  line  as  praising  God,  and  differ  only  In  degree  of 
adulation,  according  to  the  amount  of  Infinity  of  beneficent 
qualities  held  in  view  by  the  worshiper. 

Some  worship  Is  rendered  to  very  unworthy*  objects — even 
in  this  twentieth  century-  of  the  Christian  Era,  adulation  is 
rendered  to  extreme  polygamlsts  by  the  Christian  ministry  gen- 
erally in  fulsome  praise  of  the  lives  and  characters  of  King 
David  and  King  Solomon,  each  of  them  having  their  several 
hundreds  of  wives  and  concubines.  David  went  so  far  as  to  com- 
mand the  murder  of  Uriah,  in  order  to  get  his  wife.  If  this 
crime,  "the  thing  that  David  had  done,  displeased  the  Lord," 
how  is  it  that  the  ministry  set  him  up  as  "a  man  after  God's 
own  heart,'*  an  example  for  American  girls  and  boys  to  follow? 
It  is  a  foul  blot  on  every  Christian  church  that  the  polygamy 
and  wholesale  murders  of  the  ancient  Jews  are  passed  over  with 
negative  approval  by  the  Christian  ministry  of  this  enligheened 
age — the  prominent  charatcera  of  the  Old  Testament  marshalled 
panoramlcally  before  us  as  moral  exemplars  and  mediums  of 
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Divine  Inspiration.    Shame  forever  on  such  a  feature  of  Chris- 
tian adulation!— praise  of  crime. 

If  aperson  is  always  friendly  and  constantly  bestowing*  bene- 
fits, the  qualities  thus  manifested  are  idolized  In  associates.  If 
a  person's  magnetism  charms  it  Is  because  of  a  bundle  of  little 
magnets  In  the  person,  and  votaries  are  numerous.  If  the  touch . 
of  the  hand  is  warm,  and  there  is  holiday  in  the  eye,  friendships 
are  made  difficult  to  cleave;  versatile  in  all  things,  faithful  In 
all  things,  the  presence  is  rare,  sought  after,  idolised,  blessed 
as  something  tending  toward  Divinity.  But  if  lechery  or  bru- 
tality appear,  though  on  the  pages  of  the  Bible,  is  there  a  priest 
so  lost  to  decency  as  to  approve  it  with  a  text?  Is  there  a  priest 
so  oblivious  to  moral  principle  as  not  to  stamp  out  any  semb- 
lance of  vice  from  his  religious  code? 

The  worship  of  Jesus,  Gautama,  Confucius  and  Zoroaster 
was  the  accordance  to  them  of  a  fullness  of  the  elements  of 
human  good.  The  devotee  worships  most  the  idol  which  em- 
bodies the  qualities  inspiring  completest  admiration.  In  man, 
woman  or  thing.  An  object  worshipped  measures  the  culture  of 
the  worshipper,  be  that  object  gold,  silver,  a  precious  stone,  a 
horse,  a  cow,  a  woman,  a  man,  the  sun  the  moon  or  a  graven 
image.  The  philosopher  idolizes  Plato  as  a  mind  closely  in  touch 
with  the  Infinite;  the  specialist  adores  Arlstottle;  the  dram- 
atist is  enraptured  with  the  genius  of  Shakespeare  the  poet 
with  Dante  ,the  theist  with  Jesus. 

Numerous  worshippers  is  not  measure  of  worship— one 
cultured  soul  may  render  truer  homage  than  a  million  blind 
devotees.  One  throb  from  the  heart  of  Jesus  may  convey  to  the 
Heart  of  Nature  a  greater  freight  of  love  than  the  anthems  of 
thousands  whose  hands  have  oppressed  the  poor.  The  prayers 
of  Tolsti  have  found  echo  from  the  throne  of  grace  in  the 
hearts  of  Russia's  millions  in  revolt  against  oppression.  It  was 
a  compassionate  heart  in  touch  with  the  compassionate  Ood.% 
How  vastly  were  the  thoughts  of  the  ages  united  in  the  soul 
of  Voltaire  while  saying  his  rosary  for  eighty  years.  How  bit- 
terly his  admirers  detested  religion,  but  they  stifled  this  rare 
genius  with  praise.  At  his  last  triumph,  In  old  age,  they  crowned 
him  with  flowers,  and  in  death,  at  84,  they  fulsomely  chanted 
his  requium.  The  most  supremely  admired  of  all  Frenchmen, 
Voltaire  was  and  is  the  Gallic  dlety,  the  deputy  of  the  Infinite 
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intelligence  to  France;  an  expositor  of  the  Spirit  of  Nature,  a 
revelator  of  the  light  of  liberty,  who  brayed  dangers  in  dissipat- 
ing the  horrors  of  superstition.  Except  the  homage  rendered 
to  Jesus  of  Nasareth,  who  fell  amurdered  victim  to  Jewish 
bigotry,  no  one  but  Voltaire  has  received  the  united  praise  of 
the  intellectual  world.  At  Paris,  after  half  a  century  of  exile, 
his  return  was  occasion  for  the  greatest  ovation  ever  given  to 
a  human  being.  His  carriage,  as  he  was  driven  through  the 
streets  of  Paris*  was  as  the  nucles  of  a  comet,  (thousands  of 
men,  women  and  children  rushing  after  him),  whose  trail  swept 
the  thoroughfares.  Ladles  of  distinction  clambered  to  his  car- 
riage, plucking  hairs  from  the  fur  of  his  robes  as  souvenir 
relics,  and  flowers  were  showered  upon  him  at  every  step.  The 
highest,  strongest,  noblest  in  France  felt  this  man  as  higher, 
stronger,  nobler.  He  was  the  Nasarite  of  his  time,  hated  by 
bigots  and  loved  by  the  people — he  had  torn  from  superstition 
the  accursed  mask  of  hypocrisy.  The  culture  of  all  Europe  had 
grown  and  ripened  in  one  mind,  which  had  sown  the  seeds  of 
revolt  against  oppression,  and  the  red  flag  of  revolution  was 
ready  to  be  unfurled.  All  France  knew  he  stood  for  liberty, 
and  he  was  the  one  above  all  beloved  and  venerated  as  a  light 
of  mind,  something  higher  and  brighter  than  any  other  light. 
All  knew  he  came  as  a  deliverer,  a  saviour,  and  adulation  for 
him  became  as  a  Gibraltar  for  reality  and  permanence.  He  was 
and  is  the  corner-stone  of  art  and  science  for  France,  and  the 
beacon-light  of  philosophy  and  literature  for  the  world  He  Is 
the  Irrepressible  quickening  spirit  of  untrammelled  thought,  the 
apostle  of  fraternal  loyalty,  a  living  rock  out  from  the  firma- 
ment of  Omniscient  Thought,  an  Illumined  Comforter  to  the 
mind  of  Man. 

Worship  is  selfish— it  gnaws  on  its  idol  with  the  ferocity 
of  a  wolf,  and  as  craven  as  a  vulture.  It  is  like  an  insatiable 
appetite,  a  deep  longing,  ah  overweanlng  want,  a  beggardly  ap- 
peal, an  Insistent  wish,  a  craving  thirst,  audaciously  predicat- 
ing an  adequate  supply  to  be  had  by  insistant  urging.  It  m  a 
germ  in  hot  pursuit  of  the  necessary  elements  of  growth  and 
maturity.  In  milder  form  it  is  loving  as  the  spirits  of  flowers 
dreaming  of  gentle  showers  and  modestly  blushing  gratitude  tar 
visits  of  the  god  of  day.  Like  man,  they  gratefully  respond  to 
kind  attention,  and  cheerlngly  gladden  the  lonely  heart.     80 
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many  ladies  of  divine  Impulse  adore  flowers  as  If  flowers  yield 
us  beautiful  lessons  initiatory  of  the  enjoyment  of  Paradise. 

There  Is  always  some  divine  genius,  like  two  guardian 
angels  whispering  to  every  pair  of  true  lovers,  who  feel  to 
thank  God  for  each  other  in  their  adorations,  and  dream  of 
|ove*s  paradise,  and  bless  Jesus  for  pointing  the  way  to  a  sum- 
mer land  of  pleasant  places  where  their  love  can  be  eternal, 
and  where,  without  interruption,  they  can  kiss  and  caress  for- 
ever. All  true  lovers  adore  God  for  the  assurance  of  eternal 
bliss.  The  savage  Indian  forgets  his  blood-stained  battle-axe, 
(n  his  dreams  of  happy  hunting-grounds  and  everlasting  feasts 
on  roast  turtle,  fish  and  venison,  and  blesses  the  Great  Spirit 
before  awaking  to  renew  his  chase  for  bison  and  the  scalps  of 
white  intruders.  Have  you  read  of  Wunsch?  He  was  worship- 
ped by  the  Caucasians.  He  was  idolized  with  deep  veneration. 
He  proclaimed  the  doctrine  that  every  human  wish  would  be 
enjoyed  in  the  spirit  world,  and  the  hearts  of  all  his  clans 
swelled  with  gratitude  for  revealing  such  valuable  knowledge. 
A  conscious  paradise  after  death  was  and  is  all  that  any  religion 
can  promise,  and  though  worshipping  a  man,  what  cultured  races 
have  a  more  transcendent  ideal?  The  mind  of  an  idealised 
man  is  the  multiplex  image,  the  sublime  unity,  of  universal 
dreaming.  He  Invariably  carries  the  Golden  Rule,  ready  to 
measure  time  and  eternity  exactly  correct  He  is  an  unac- 
countable mystery-  His  presence  electrifies.  Without  school- 
ing, science,  art,  religion,  law,  miracles,  inventions,  freely 
course  through  his  brain;  as  a  sage,  older  than  time;  as  a 
friend,  more  tender  than  youth;  a  lamp  for  darkness,  a  comfort 
for  sorrow,  healing  for  ills,  a  tonic  for  weakness,  he  has  visions 
of  hope  that  inspire  faith  in  Immortality.  Thomas  Paine  was  a 
devout  woshipper  of  God  through  natural  phenomena,  and  be- 
came the  ideal  bridge  builder  of  the  world.  While  wandering 
in  a  forest  he  stopped  to  watch  the  methods  of  God  as  mani- 
fested in  a  tiny  spider,  and  from  the  subtle  movements  of  that 
little  speck  of  Omniscient  Incarnation  his  vision  discerned  the 
principle  by  which  dangerous  places  can  be  safely  passed  on 
bridges  of  iron;  and  soon  after  he  erected  the  first  iron  bridge 
of  the  world  over  the  river  Seine  at  Paris.  In  his  writings  he 
bridged  the  dark  valley  between  monarchy  and  liberty,  and  he 
cleared  out  the  highway  between  superstition  and  reason.    Good 
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bridge  builders  are  always  worthy  of  veneration.  From  the 
divine  wisdom  of  the  spider  Paine  learned  to  bridge  for  Time, 
while  Jesus,  in  his  study  of  natural  phenomena,  discovered  and 
revealed  the  method  of  bridging  the  dark  valley  between  time 
and  eternity. 

Since  the  worship  of  divinity  in  the  spiritually  illuminated 
Jesus  of  Nasafeth  another  has  come  to  merit  a  very  high  degree 
of  homage  in  the  personality  of  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  who  has 
illumined  this  planet  with  the  gospel  of  Intellectual  Culture, 
as  the  great  Saviour  and  Comforter  that  is  to  come.  Mental 
and  moral  culture  is  the  absolute  necessity  for  the  world's  re- 
paradise  of  Amity.  Every  man  and  woman  should  be  so  edu- 
demption  from  Antagonism,  and  progression  toward  the  earthlyv 
cated  from  childhood  that  in  mature  life  they  would  not  reflect 
and  say  that,  if  they  had  their  lives  to  live  over  again,  they  would 
have  done  different. 

"What  all  races  of  mankind  most  need  is,  not  reform  legis- 
lation, but  healthy  cultivation  of  mind  and  body — not  the  doctor- 
ing of  symptoms,  such  as  dishonesty,  trespass,  lechery  and 
drunkenness,  but  the  harmonious  growth  of  lives,  from  birth 
to  maturity — the  natural  unfoldment  and  culture  of  every  ele- 
ment of  human  passion,  emotion  and  quality  of  mind  into  sym- 
metrical adjustment  The  antidotes  for  most  of  the  miseries 
of  human  life  should  be  found  in  mentally  and  physically  en- 
lightened ante-natal  conditions  and  healthy  child  culture;  and, 
it  may  not  be  doubted,  that  the  seeds  of  most  crimes  and  dis- 
orders are,  through  ignorance  and  vice,  sown  in  the  marriage 
bed.  It  is  this  tape-worm  of  bestiality,  besotted  ignorance,  that 
needs  to  be  extracted  from  the  human  family. 

"The  height  of  human  excellence  is  comfort  and  culture 
without  ostentation;  manners  of  grace  and  quiet  dignity  without 
affectation;  knowledge  and  pleasure  without  pedantry  or  buf- 
fooney;  aspiration  to  superiority  without  vanity  or  servility;  as- 
similation with  other  minds  without  imitation.  A  cheerful,  in- 
telligent face,  is  the  end  of  culture,  and  success  enough,  for  it 
indicates  the  full  attainment  of  wisdom,  and  Nature's  law  ful- 
filled. The  fossil  strata  show  us  the  primary  growth  of  funda- 
mental generic  formations,  slowly  evolving  to  the  complex  and 
beautiful  as  rapidly  as  the  earth  was  adapted  to  their  abodes, 
— that  the  crude  perish  as  the  perfect  appear.     Few  of  the 
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human  race  have  yet  approached  perfection,  but  still  exhibit 
some  beastly  signs  of  quadraped  heredity,  swinging  their  arms 
as  though  recently  using  them  for  walking.  We  call  all  these 
millions  human  population;  but  they  are  not  wholly  human, 
carrying  with  them  many  traits  of  savage  ancestry,  half-fastened 
the  serpents  and  tigers  that  nestle  in  their  breasts.  They  need 
all  the  music  they  can  get  to  calm  their  turbulence,  to  quiet 
lore  also— red,  warm,  passionate  love,  guided  by  virtue,  and 
the  charms  of  Intelligent  social  culture,  to  set  them  at  liberty. 
But  it  will  take  want  with  its  scurges  of  distress,  war  with  its 
woes  and  desolation,  art  with  its  multitude  of  devices,  trade 
with  its  tumults  of  competition,  religion  with  its  fears,  hopes 
and  charities,  science  with  engines  and  telegraphs,  to  tap  the 
tough  cry8ills  of  untaught  and  boisterous  humanity,  to  break 
through  its  dense  walls  of  animal  stupidity  and  let  godlike  man- 
hood emerge,  erect  and  beautiful.  But  the  age  of  ravenous 
beastiality  shall  yet  pass  away,  though  tenaciously  and  stub- 
bornly clinging  to  its  ferocious  traits,  and  finally  forced  to  make 
room  for  the  long  time  prophesied  millennium  of  mind  and  af- 
fection. Howsoever  far  off,  the  time  shall  yet  come  to  this 
bq  align e  planet  when  Nature  will  cease  growing  forms  of  evil, 
when  Culture  will  need  all  the  materials  available  to  transform 
obstacles  into  instruments,  enemies  into  friends,  furies  into 
muses,  vice  into  virtue,  hell  into  heaven/* 

A  nation's  behavior  is  at  all  times  an  expression  of  the 
status  of  its  cultivation.  Blighted  by  superstition  and  war.  what 
claim  has  Russian  despotism  on  civil  life.  A  nation  that  goes 
to  war  for  conquest,  whatever  its  pretense,  is  not  Christian,  but 
expresses  the  lingering  predominance  of  the  fierce  beast  in  its 
governing  power.  Any  nation  preparing  for  war  gives  recogni- 
tion of  animal  savagery  in  associate  nations.  "The  Soul  that 
animates  nature  is  not  less  significantly  published  in  the 
figures,  movements  and  gestures  of  animate  bodies  than  in  the 
latest  revelations  of  science.  That  Soul,  silent  and  subtile; 
unerringly  symbolises  its  meaning  in  manners,  the  all-pervading 
expressive  meaning  of  life.  Even  statues  tell  the  story  of  ex- 
tinct races.  They  haVe  no  tongues,  and  need  none — tableaux 
need  no  declamation." 

Like  unto  the  Supreme  Mind  the  intent  of  the  cultured  mind 
in  man  is  power  to  minister  to  its  needs.      As    the    trumpet- 
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shaped  ear  is  so  formed  as  to  concentrate  sound  pleasing  to  the 
•motions,  so  culture  gathers  and  utilizes  manners  for  associa- 
tive harmony  "Give  to  a  person  manners,  address  and  accom- 
plishments, and  he  or  she  Is  master  of  palaces  and  fortunes; 
not  troubled  to  earn  and  own  them,  but  invited  to  enter  and 
possess.  Ladies  may  lose  their  balance  when  ushered  into  the 
presence  of  a  woman  of  fashion  till  they  master  her  secret, 
when  they  soon  recover  self-possession.  Cultured  manners 
make  people  stifle  the  base  and  choose  the  lofty  expression — 
raise  them  out  of  the  crudities  of  life — washes,  clothes,  and 
places  them  in  rectitude;  sloughs  off  their  animal  husks  and 
habits;  compels  men  and  women  to  seek  and  promote  purity,  and 
to  repress  and  extinguish  every  vestige  of  envy,  spite  and  re- 
venge." 

Thus  the  spirit  of  culture  is  the  Immanent  Inspiration  of 
Emerson,  toward  whom  the  mind  in  tune  with  the  Infinite  freely 
extends  due  homage. 

All  successful  development  depends  upon  Culture,  be  it 
crime  or  oppression,  despotism  or  liberty,  bigotry  or  reason,  love 
or  hate,  cruelty  or  compassion.  What  is  asked  for,  through  cul- 
ture, we  are  sure  to  receive.  Without  spiritual  culture  is  there 
immortality?  The  Oracle  of  Nazareth  says  not  of  a  kind  worth 
saving  With  moral  social  and  intellectual  culture  peace  and 
enjoyment  abound;  without  it  anarchy  and  misery  are  certain. 
Not  a  vital  object  but  yields  appreciation  to  the  genial  hand  of 
cultivation. 


We  will  wash  out  evil  from  the  blood  of  man — truly  estab- 
lish the  electric  breath,  whose  sparks  will  ignite  the  glycerine 
nitrically  generated  within.  HexagonaA  inspirations  does  it 
all  til  every  scintilla  incentive  to  sin  and  crime  is  released  from 
the  human  heart.  Pure  in  heart — not  one  can  say  it  with  nitric 
poisons  in  the  blood. 

Polarity — The  universe  is  an  electrical  affair,  a  magnetic 
affair,  from  atom  to  planet,  as  discovered  by  spectrum  analysis, 
with  each  atom  losing  and  seeking  its  equilibrium,  and  each  plan- 
et losing  and  seeking  its  polar  balance.  Duality  negative  and  pos- 
itive, magnetic  vibration,  enters  all  form  of  life,  left  and  right, 
left  senses  and  functions  of  life  as  much  as  rignt,  two  eyes,  two 
ears,  two  nostrils  in  forms  of  life,  from  insects,  birds,  beasts  and 
fishes  to  man; female  and  male;  then,  who  so  blind  as  to  regard 
one  half  of  an  equation  as  above  the  other  half? 
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CHAPTER  30. 
The  Dominion  of  8cionce. 

Science  is  here  to  rule  the  world,  and  trusts  that  apologies 
are  unnecessary,  being  enthroned  by  popuar  acclaim.  Faith  in 
the  edicts  of  science  is  universal — its  lights  glow  in  palaces  and 
hovels,  on  lands  and  in  deep  mines,  on  the  waters  and  down 
under  the  sea.  On  every  path  of  life  its  lamps  are  lighted. 
Having. illumined  finite  affairs,  it  is  now  flashing  its  light  on 
the  realities  of  the  Infinite.  As  chemistry  absorbs  the  verities 
of  visible  matter,  it  also,  by  continuity,  becomes  the  safe  con- 
veyance of  logic  into  realms  of  invisible  substance,  standing  with 
Quite  unerring  certitude  as  prevision  to  mental  and  spiritual 
evolution.  As  ruler  of  this  world  it  opens  up  new  intellectual 
dominions  and  new  fountains  of  prophesy.  This  will  not  arouse 
old  prophets  from  slumbering  on  in  peace;  for  in  every  period 
of  the  world's  development  new  fountains  of  wisdom  and 
prophesy  are  opened.  There  have  neen  the  Maglan,  Brahmin, 
Boudhist,  Helenic  and  Confucian  fountains,  the  Aryan  well- 
spring  of  inspiration,  Platonic  and  Nazarlan  streams  of  light, 
and  the  flaming  visions  of  Islam.  Romanism  smote  one  of  the 
rocks  of  living  waters,  Lutherism  another.  But  of  all  fountains 
of  wisdom  and  prophesy,  two  only  have  flowed  deepest,  fullest, 
broadest  and  most  perpetual  and  sweeping— the  fountain  of 
ethics  that  flowed  from  the  pyramids  into  Judaism  and  midaevial 
civilization,  the  moral  and  social  culture  acquired  in  Egypt  and 
carried  into  Palistine;  the  other,  and  greatest,  the  fountain  of 
science,  opened  by  Pythagoras,  and  kept  flowing  by  AristotUe 
and  inventive  genius,  and  promoted  by  martyrs  to  philosophy. 

Bgypt,  the  cradle  of  art  and  letters,  gave  to  the  Hebrews 
tfceir  statutes,  their  moral  and  social  order,  and  their  religious 
credulity.  Greece,  the  nursery  of  logic  and  science,  gave  the 
whole  world  the  golden  key  to  universal  truth— Verified  Phe- 
nomena—which has  opened  the  way  to  the  habits  and  tendencies 
of  nature.    The  wisdom  the  Israelites  gained  In  Egypt,  from  five 
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hundred  years  rearing  and  schooling,  they  carried  with  them  on 
their  journeys  north,  and  for  three  thousand  years  their  credul- 
ity has  ruled  all  nations,  except  India  and  China,  ruled  how 
well  is  left  for  the  history  of  that  period  to  say.  Under  the  sway 
of  that  Credulity  of  Coptics,  now  named  Christianity,  science 
fared  pretty  bad;  how  bad,  such  men  as  Galilleo,  Bruno,  Spinosa 
and  Descartes,  if  now  living,  could  tell.  But  for  aU  its  hard 
struggle  it  is  doing  well  now,  on  the  finest  throne  ever  erected, 
and  the  best  men  and  women  of  this  earth  are  approaching  the 
vestibule  of  its  palace. 

I  want  to  say  to  my  clerical  friends  right  here  and  now, 
that  science  has  at  last  bridged  over  perdition  by  tearing  away 
their  barricades  of  coercion  and  erected  an  easy  and  safe  pass- 
way  for  all  in  the  entire  universe— Eternal  Compassion — in 
placing  all  in  the  way  of  health,  comfort  and  happiness.  Science 
directs  all  in  the  pathway  of  virtue,  honor,  soberness,  success 
in  life,  and  explains  the  causes  and  cures  of  all  evils  and  dis- 
orders. Science  is  reliable,  and  all  learn  to  trust  it;  our  faith 
is  grounded  on  evidential  proof,  given  in  physiology,  botany, 
chemistry,  astronomy,  geology,  numbers,  geography,  philosophy, 
ornlthography  and  zoology.  We  have  faith  in  almanacs,  crono- 
meters,  parameters,  thermometers,  microscopes,  telescopes, 
spectroscopes,  crucibles,  retorts,  scales,  engines,  dynamos.  We 
and  structural  analysis,  in  steam  power,  electric  and  hydraulic 
and  structural  analysis,  n  steam  power,  electrc  and  hydraulic 
power,  and  in  numerous  contrivances  of  mechanical  arts. 

Science  everywhere  has  winnowed  truth  from  error, 
learned  us  how  to  overcome  obstacles,  how  to  guard  against 
disease  and  accidents,  how  to  supply  food  and  clothing,  how 
to  provide  comfort,  how  to  attain  social  and  mental  enjoyment. 
Science  teaches  arts  of  preservation  of  foods  and  articles  of 
utility,  and  conserving  the  productions  of  earth  for  valuable 
purposes.  We  all  know  the  inestimable  benefits  and  blessings 
that  science  promises  and  insures  for  the  human  race;  that  it 
supplies  moisture  to  arid  lands,  conquers  ocean  dangers,  tunnels 
mountains,  bridges  rivers,  smoothes  rough  pathways,  and  dispels 
the  dangers  of  darkness  for  all  whose  affairs  require  travelling 
in  the  hours  of  night. 

What  greater  faith  has  man,  that  his  trust  is  placed  in 
failroads,  steamships,  electric  motors,  fulcrums,  triphammers, 
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levers,  elevators,  and  the  intricate  machinery  of  mills  and 
factories?  How  is  it  that  men  invest  their  millions  in  the 
mechanic  arts  while  the  missionary  boxes  are  neglected? 
Science  has  brought  about  new  and  dfferent  ways  of  thinking, 
almost  the  reverse  of  former  belief.  The  word  Evolution  has 
crossed  out  the  word  Creation  from  our  lexicons,  as  the  logic 
of  science  establishes  eternity  of  principles  and  laws  univer- 
sally prevalent — that  infinte  circles  relate  to  all  planets  in 
ceaseless  motion. 

Enlightened  clergymen  are  rapidly  turning  their  attention 
to  the  fact  that  the  old  vestitures  of  religion  are  wearing  thread- 
bare and  almost  unserviceable,  and  many  are  watching  for 
new  revelations  to  supplant  the  many  absurdities  of  their 
former  teaching.  They  see  that,  in  the  complete  dominion  of 
science  the  vigorous  growth  of  scientific  thought  will  and  does 
now  demand  new  investments  of  speech  suited  to  new  reality; — 
new  wording,  fittingly  consistent  with  scientific  hypotheses,  and 
utterly  dispense  with  saying  what  they  do  not  know  I 

I  speak  with  the  utmost  courtesy  to  all  identified  with 
church  association,  but  I  must  be  plain;  the  truth  must  be 
spoken.  The  churches  denominated  Christian  are  not  of  Jesus 
of  Nazareth,  but  an  outgrowth,  in  formality  and  cerdal  utter- 
ance, of  Judaical  barbarism,  in  universal  prevalence  of  a  system 
of  masters  and  slaves.  There  were  no  masters  in  the  Essence 
fraternity,  and  no  servants.  Brothers  and  sisters  were  the 
highest  titles  of  honor.  With  Jesus  old  things  are  done  with, 
and  all  things  made  new— the  present  is  for  consideration — **now 
is  the  accepted  time/*  The  cult  of  Jesus  was  to  cultivate 
fraternal  equity,  the  reverse  of  his  sunrroundings,  when  most 
people  were  ignorant  slaves  to  arbitrary  masters,  when  war, 
pillage  and  rapine  was  universal  among  nations. 

Science  is  with  us  in  stalwart  form,  in  its  full  stature  of 
maturity;  its  light  shines  on  every  secret  of  nature,  and  It 
stands  fearlessly  alone  as  the  interpreter  of  mind  and  matter, 
the  critic  of  civilisation,  a  tower  of  strength  to  the  weak,  a 
beacon  of  hope  to  the  faltering,  the  true  prophet  of  God.  It 
teaches  to  man  the  manifold  benefits  of  material  resources, 
explains  physics,  mechanics,  numbers,  arts,  and  trade;  it  teaches 
and  controls  navigation  and  draws  the  lines  of  justice  between 
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individuals  and  nation*.  It  lights  the  thoroughfares  of  cities, 
protects  the  homes  of  people  from  trespass,  tarings  rogues  to 
Justice,  and  develops  the  growing  child  to  Intelligent  maturity* 
It  shines  with  a  true  and  faithful  light  for  all,  that  the  entire 
world  may  be  blessed  in  its  friendly  beams. 

Science  is  the  result  of  experience,  and  every  truth*  spiritual 
or  material,  known  to  man,  is  gained  by  proof.  It  was  a  strict 
scientific  proposition — "Prove  all  things,  and  hold  fast  to  that 
which  is  good  "  Another  strictly  scientific  proposition — "Come, 
let  us  reason  together."  Reason  Is  based  upon  evidential  fact*. 
Magnetic  vibrations,  suggestion  and  hypnotism  may  work  mira 
cles,  and  interpret  their  mysteries,  even  raising  the  dead.  No 
Intelligent  person  would  presume  that  God  has  lost  any  potency 
during  the  last  few  hundred  years.  If  so,  then  It  would  not  be 
Eternal  Being.  It  is  not  irreverent  for  science  to  try  and  get 
in  close  touch  with  the  Infinite,  and  even  gain  positive  knowl- 
edge to  an  exactitude  of  this  Supreme  Priority.  Science  has 
gone  quite  a  pace  in  infinite  affairs,  in  handling  electricity, 
wireless  telegraphy,  photographing  planets,  searching  through 
space,  clairvoyancing,  telepathing,  talking  with  the  dead,  as 
Jesus  and  his  friends  did.  To  know  whom  we  love,  it  would 
really  bedesirable  to  know  God.  In  our  poverty  of  language, 
we  sometimes  designate  God  as  of  male  gender.  If  God  em- 
braces all,  then  we  have  no  right  to  say  of  God,  Him,  He,  She 
or  It. 

In  olden  times  sickness  or  calamity  were  considered  chas- 
tisement for  sin,  but  the  laws  of  health  show  us  that  mistake. 
There  is  a  will  power  exercise  which  will  not  only  prevent 
but  cure  almost  any*  disease  known.  Inhale  a  deep  breath 
through  the  nostrils  and  practice  a  lively  physical  exercise 
while  holding  the  breath,  about  one  or  two  minutes.  This 
flushes  the  blood  to  the  surface  through  all  the  little  veins, 
and  through  the  bowels  and  lungs.  The  exercise  should  be 
lively,  with  eyes,  fingers,  toes  and  stomach.  Exhaust  the  breath 
through  the  mouth;  then  rest  a  moment,  and  practice  the  exer- 
cise six  times,  night  and  morning.  This  exercise  will  cause 
spectacle  makers  to  quit  business,  as  it  cures  all  diseases  In 
one  month's  regular  practice.  Total  blindness  has  been  cured 
in  this  practice.  It  is  simply  a  revelation  from  Nature  by 
chemistry.    This  remedy  was  first  made  known  by  A.  J.  Davie. 
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Science  has  demonstrated  the  higher  life  of  man,  by  pre- 
siding harmonious  social  environments,  wherein  men  and  women 
are  clothed  with  fine  ralhient  like  the  angels  of  heaven,  and 
festal  enjoyment  makes  life  a  perpetual  holiday,  an  earthly 
paradise  that  only  science  can  secure;  and  in  all  these  things 
science  is  the  oracle  of  Qod.  Verily,  evidential  truth  is  en- 
throned as  the  ruler  of  this  planet  by  divine  right 

The  Emotions  Move  Mind. 

What  is  life  without  emotion?— without  love,  kindness,  sym- 
pathy, fraternity,  without  the  powers  behind  action,  the  com- 
panion of  thought?  Is  not  the  flow  of  emotion  at  high  tide  in 
all  Nature?— even  the  elements  answer,  there  is  affinity  dis- 
played in  the  laboratory,  and  obvious  sympathy  between  iron 
and  loadstones.  The  Indian  tells  us  of  seeing  bunards  and 
Crows  carrying  food  to  their  blind  kindred  Clara  Barton's 
heart  was  moved  to  comfort  the  sick  and  suffering  all  over 
this  earth.  A  master  emotion  exclaimed,  "Give  me  liberty  or 
death!**  A  mind  dominated  by  emotion  struck  down  the  op- 
pression of  slavery!  In  the  glowing  light  of  emotion  birds 
sing,  music  thrills,  and  the  muse  Inspires  the  creations  of 
poetic  genius.  Do  we  err  in  apprehending  emotion,  in  the 
serpent  colled  over  her  eggs,  in  schools  of  fish,  in  swarms  of 
insects,  in  domestic  animals,  in  human  amity  or  anger?  What 
measure  can  we  give  emotion,  in  all  life  throughout  inflate 
aeons  of  ages?  If  we  number  the  atoms  of  earth,  and  count 
every  grain  of  sand,  we  balk  at  any  estimate  of  the  inexhausti- 
ble flow  of  emotion,  while  its  actual  being  and  power  is  al- 
ways inerrantly  obvious.  In  the  stillness  of  night  It  glows  in 
dreams,  it  ministers  at  births,  it  fills  our  lives  and  weeps  at 
the  grave.  Arrayed  in  loveliness  it  is  chiefest  guest  at  bridal 
banquets,  or  in  grim  terror  it  throngs  about  every  gallows  and 
guillotine.  It  stood  aghast  at  the  crucifixion  of  Christ!  Whoso 
knows  the  tidal  wave  of  emotion  is  not  ignorant  of  its  fountain. 

Music  thrills  and  quickens  the  emotions  for  active  en* 
deavor; — when  the  pllbroach  sounds  Scotland  is  moved  toward 
action,  and  all  soldiers'  feet  keep  step  to  the  fife  and  drum, 
feeing  in  tune  with  emotion  is  in  tune  with  the  Infinite.  In 
death  emotion  companions  mind  in  its  exit. 

Of  the  clergy  of  the  planet  I  desire  to  ask— How  high  shall 
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the  standard  of  Feeling  be  raised  as  a  criterion  of  troth?  As 
divorced  from  Religious  Feeling  what  strength  has  Faith  In 
thoughts  concerning  Immortality?  Does  not  Feeling  surge 
against  every  thought  that  death  ends  all?  Is  there  social 
bond,  or  friendship,  or  trust,  or  hope,  with  Feeling  absent? 
Is  not  Feeling  paramount  at  birth  and  death,  supreme  In  loving 
kindness,  imperial  at  nuptial  feasts,  exclusive  In  Joy  and  sorrow, 
and  all-pervading  In  mirth  and  mourning?  What  is  life  without 
the  moral  emotions  but  a  soulless  void? 

Armies  rush  to  war  from  love  of  home  and  country;  music 
arouses  Feeling,  and  thousands  fall  in  battle;  set  on  at  the 
behest  of  compassion,  we  walk  through  flames  to  save  the 
perishing,  or  plunge  into  the  sea  to  rescue  the  drowning.  Who 
is  there  who  takes  thought  in  a  perilous  endeavor?  Little  Is 
thought  in  evidence  at  the  bier  or  the  tomb  of  parent,  child 
or  friend,  little  In  evidence  in  the  agony  of  prayer,  for  the  Light 
of  Emotion  Is  over  all. 


Belief— From  the  feelings  and  dreams,  and  from  stories  of 
meeting  and  talking  with  those  who  had  died,  is  the  basis  for 
all  mere  belief  in  immortality.  But  to  know  the  truth  of  cons- 
dons  existence  after  death,  scientific  spiritual  culture  is  essential 
to  secure  such  knowledge,  as  certain  as  chemical  culture  is  es- 
sential to  attain  knowledge  of  chemistry.  It  is  mere  inanity  tor 
any  person  to  preach  a  belief  from  hearsay  and  make  no  effort  to 
prove  the  truth  of  his  or  her  allegation.  Such  preaching  is  like 
the  blind  leading  the  blind,  and  a  mockery  of  the  example  of 
Jesus  of  Nasareth. 


Materialisation— That  Jesus,  Gantama,  King  Zab,  Saba,  Vol- 
taire, Thomas  Paine,  Plato,  Paul  John,  and  other  Important 
dead  materialise  themselves  to  a  common  laboring  man,  and 
talk  to  him  in  plain  audible  English,  is  very  strange  indeed,  and 
also  strange  that  they  and  other  decarnate  people  omit 
the  same  kind  of  visits  to  the  learned  and  polished,  and  pros- 
perous priests  and  preachers,  who,  it  seems,  should  be  the  very 
ones  ready  to  receive  and  welcome  such  visitors,  and  to  faith- 
fully copy  their  messages. 


What  is  man  above  the  brute  without  culture?  Without 
plant  culture  there  Is  no  harvesting,  so  without  mental  culture 
there  is  no  excellence  in  man  above  barbarians.  Without  spirit- 
ual culture  how  can  a  man  merit  Immortality? 
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CHAPTER  31. 

THE  LOGIC  OF  CIRCLE3. 

Viewing  the  Inflnte  in  the  Light  of  Science. 

Reasoning  from  causes  to  effects  In  regarding  the  relations 
and  tendencies  of  things  in  the  abstract,  from  sections  to  sec- 
tions of  circles — from  effect  to  cause,  in  the  concrete  or  whole 
circles.  The  former  begins  at  evident  condition,  and  ends  in 
•limited  result,  while  the  latter  traces  results  to  preceding  series 
of  conditions  unlimited.  A  mature  germ  a  priori  is  an  evident 
condition  that  predicates  a  contingent  evident  result,  contingent 
on  the  possibility  of  the  first  result  being  destroyed.  But  a 
mature  germ  a  posteriori  positively  points  to  an  infinite  series 
of  preceding  mature  germs,  it  not  having  been  committed  to  the 
experience  of  destruction. 

The  obvious  fact  that  mature  germs  universally  emanate 
only  from  mature  objects,  mature  generative  causation,  insures 
the  other  fact  that  mature  objects  were  imminent  In  the  unfold- 
ing of  prior  mature  germs,  and  verifies  the  truth  herein  asserted 
that  the  Law  of  Life  operates  infinitely  by  circular  or  rotatory 
methods,  and  development  universally  rests  upon  a  uniform 
generative  hypothesis — each  genus  of  life  eternally  seeding  and 
growing  and  growing  and  seeding,  from  seed  to  maturity  and 
maturity  to  seed.  While  the  a  posteriori  view  establishes  the 
principle  of  infinite  priority  of  succession,  the  a  priori  view  as 
evidentially  affirms  the  postulate  of  continuous  infinite  suc- 
cession, the  past  and  the  future  meet  in  every  present  moment 
in  reciprocal  concord  with  the  generative  evolution  of  life. 

A  Circle  Emblem,  bordered  with  compound  pramidal  edging, 
all  lines  crossing  at  equal  measure,  all  bases  equal  to  the  out 
ward  points,  1b  a  perfect  symbol  of  life  in  relation  to  time,  space 
and  duration,  and  its  identity  with  eternity.  It  symbolises  the 
static  and  kinetic  cults  of  logic,  the  reciprocal  relations  of 
mental  immurement  and  liberation;    it  illustrates  the  duality 
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of  light  and  darkness,  growth  and  decay,  and  dynamically  il- 
lumines the  pathway  of  life.  At  any  base  of  a  section  is  the 
subjective  condition;  at  any  apex  of  a  section  is  the  objective 
position,  showing  condition  and  position,  past,  present  and  fu- 
ture, equations  in  the  circle  of  life;  as,  mature  man  is  position 
at  the  apex  of  a  section,  while  infancy  is  conditional  near  the 
base  of  a  preceding  section. 

Circles  within  circles  are  symbols  of  Infinity — having  neither 
beginning  or  ending  In  this  form  evrey  circle  runs  diagonally 
through  an  infinite  number  of  other  circles.  The  circle  of  man 
runs  through  an  infinity  of  sensate  circles.  The  surface  of  the 
earth  diagonally  runs  through  the  entire  centers  of  all  vegetal 
and  sensate  being.  The  radi  of  the  sun  through  the  aura  of 
countless  planets.  All  objects  of  life  evolve  in  circles.  The 
germinal  inception  of  activity  moves  at  the  base  of  its  circle, 
traveling  toward  the  past,  draws  ancestral  fertility  UN  the  first 
quarter  is  attained,  which  is  primary  growth.  The  next  two 
quarters  of  the  circle  are  ascending  descending  of  transitional 
maturity  and  reproduction,  moving  toward  the  future.  The 
fourth  quarter  is  returning  to  the  past  abyss  of  dark  immure- 
ment till  theextreme  point  of  primatlon  is  reached — the  region 
of  molar  silence  and  formless  essence.  Thus  in  every  circle 
at  the  base  of  a  section  abides  the  essence  of  life  in  its  mid- 
night slumber,  while  at  the  apex  is  the  noonday  of  eternity. 

The  same  theorem  holds  with  the  circle  of  thought.  It 
ventures  out  from  its  infantile  nursery  on  its  juvenile  pilgrim- 
age for  stronger  nutriment  among  poems,  stories,  romances, 
and  the  histories,  dramas,  arts  and  philosophies  of  preceding 
thought;  and  grows  during  the  first  quarter  of  its  orbit  to 
strength  and  endurance  on  the  garnered  fertility  of  the  Homers, 
Platos,  Galileos,  Mollers  and  Voltaires,  when  It  ascends  vigor- 
ously to  the  glowing  summit  of  mental  and  emotional  maturity, 
where  it  dwells  in  Illumination,  fructifies,  and  sets  out  on  its 
homeward  bound  for  rest  in  its  quinta  essentia  sleep,  peering 
meanwhile  into  the  memorable  past  till  the  angel  of  death  re- 
veals "the  light  that  shineth  in  darkness/*  in  which  to  abide 
forever. 

The  anaysis  of  a  section  of  any  circle  displays  the  constit- 
uents of  the  whole,  as  certain  as  an  inch  cut  from  the  Atlantic 
cable  is  materially  characteristic  of  that  entire  circuit  of  sub- 
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marine  communication.  80  1b  it  not  true  that  any  section  of 
a  circle  tells  the  invariant  truth  of  eternity? — true  of  every  past 
and  every  future.  How  wonderful  is  the  precision  and  uniformity 
of  natural  law.  What  wonderful  truth,  that  the  visible  finite 
Is  a  trustworthy  index  to  the  Invisible  Infinite! 

In  the  psychologic  circle  is  the  regions  of  nature  per- 
meated with  mind,  emotio  nand  the  Social  Law.  It  is  a  double 
circle,  doubly  compounded,  a  smaller  within  a  large  circle,  with 
waved  lines  crossing  each  other  and  touching  each  circle  at 
six  different  points,  forming  a  hexagon,  displaying  the  dynamic 
principle.  It  subjectively  and  objectively  compasses  the  heights 
and  depths  of  animate  life.  The  analysis  of  any  one  compart- 
ment is  an  exhibit  of  the  qualities  of  the  Universal  Circle  of 
Mind.  Every  portion  of  this  circle  combines  every  genus  of 
animate  life,  and  typifies  every  phasis  of  sensation  and  emotion, 
of  fish,  bird,  beast,  and  man,  and  emphasies  all  variations  of 
species  through  environments  and  selection.  By  the  hypothesis, 
that,  whatever  does  not  omit  of  negation,  is  Indefinite,  the  con- 
crete mind  in  any  given  point  of  time  Is  emblematical  of 
Sternal  Mind.  Animate  life  in  the  abstract,  one  object  being 
limited  by  another,  admits  of  a  negation,  and  is  therefore  Finite; 
but  animate  life  in  the  concrete,  having  no  limitations,  admits 
of  no  negation,  and  is  therefore  Infinite,  spanning  and  respan- 
ning  the  Infinite  Circle.  Bach  separate  object,  man  or  animal, 
is  limtied  by  the  existence  of  other  similar  objects,  which  tend 
to  absorb  its  existence,  is  finite,  existing  by  assimilaton,  non- 
existing  by   dissimilation 

The  psychologic  circle  is  incomprehensible  with  the  logic 
involving  space  and  time,  because  such  logic  bases  its  conclusions 
from  the  effects  of  causes  existing  in  the  attributes  of  separate 
and  incoherent  particles  instead  of  the  causes  existing  in  the 
combined  coherent  attributes  of  all  particles.  The  psychologic 
circle  is  infinite,  because  it  cannot  be  measured,  divided  or 
computed,  as  it  embraces  all  animate  things  that  have  ever 
existed  or  will  eve  rexist— every  insect,  fish  and  creeping  thing, 
and  man,  male  and  female,  in  all  eternity.  One  inch  extends 
as  far  as  a  foot  into  infinity,  one  year  as  far  as  a  thousand 
years  into  eternity.  From  Adam  to  Moses,  to  Jesus,  to  the  dis- 
covery of  America,  and  to  the  war  for  American  liberty,  are 
no  more  to  the  infinite  circle  than  one  fly  track  is  to  another 
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f*  time.  They  are  simply  repetitions,  as  thistles  are  reptitfons 
of  thistles.  They  are  prophetic  of  what  will  be  again,  as  spar* 
rows  are  prophetic  of  sparrows  illimitable,  Ithe  continuous 
passage  and  repassage  of  substance  between  the  concrete  and 
the  abstract — between  molecule  and  man,  like  the  rising  and 
falling  of  ocean  tides. 

Symbols  of  the  Circle. 

Nature  Is  careful  to  label  each  of  her  qualities  that  even 
the  barbarian  can  easily  read.  Her  guide-boards  precede  us  at 
every  turn;  though  we  persist  to  mutilate  or.  destroy  them,  they 
reappear  like  magic,  that  no  wayfarer  shall  be  misled;  and  her 
lamps  are  hung  at  every  pitfall,  that  the  traveler  will  not  perish 
unawares.  Day  or  night,  her  danger-signals  are  sounded;  her 
sentinels  never  asleep— no  peril  to  life  is  without  a  vigilant  tore- 
runner. — Emerson. 


All  things  are  related;  each  ponderable  substance  Is  related 
to  all  other  substances;  each  phenomenon  to  all  phenomena; 
each  thought  to  all  other  thoughts.  So  interwoven  are  all  things 
In  the  order  of  Nature  that,  to  be  thoroughly  conscious  of  one 
reality,  of  thought,  feeling  or  emotion,  of  pain  or  pleasure,  of 
the  product  of  the  will  or  of  the  imagination,  involves  a  gen- 
eral consciousness  of  universal  realities.  We,  as  sentient  beings, 
are  momentarily  confronted  with  everything  the  universe  con- 
tains; with  every  spark  of  mind,  every  flow  of  emotion,  every 
heat  of  passion,  every  joy  of  love  and  every  blast  of  hate.  Every 
particular  element  and  every  quality  and  extent  of  power  appears 
and  reappears  incessantly  before  us  challenging  us  to  command 
each  thing  to  utter  and  interpret  Its  own  individual  meaning. 
The  Great  All,  Om,  comprises  the  concrete  existence  of  every 
particular  atom  of  matter  and  every  presence  of  mind,  motion 
and  power.  If  we  demand  an  Interpretation  of  mind,  the  answer 
is  direct:  "Here  am  I,  designing,  ordering,  forming,  executing; 
glory  is  my  purpose  of  being;  I  am  the  same  In  every  present 
and  every  priority;  I  am  the  inward  abiding  impulse  of  life." 
If  we  demand  an  interpretation  of  matter,  the  answer  is  equally 
direct:  "Here  am  I,  respondent,  subjective  to  design,  order, 
form,  direction,  respondent  to  the  glories  of  life— the  same  la 
every  present  and  every  priority;  I  am  the  residence  of  life; 
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In  me  dwells  All  potency  and  possibility.*'  The  Great  Whole  thus 
embraces  the  being  and  abiding  of  all  mind  in  all  matter  the 
Great  Whole  is  Nature,  the  awful  and  conceivable  mind  of  which 
we  reverently  worship.  Out  of  matter  every  appearing  of  mind 
emanates— from  air  and  water  and  granite— and  endlessly  ap- 
pears, disappears  and  reappears  in  ceaseless  circles. 

"Nature"  a*?s  Aristotle,  "presents  a  perpetual  cycle  of  oc- 
currences: When  the  earth  is  wet  with  rain,  an  exhalation  rises; 
when  an  exhalation  rises,  a  cloud  forms,  rain  follows,  and  the 
earth  is  again  saturated—so  the  same  condition  recurs  after 
each  cycle  of  transformation.  Every  occurrence  has  another  for 
its  consequent,  and  this  consequent  another,  and  so  on  till  we 
are  brought  around  to  the  primary  occurrence." 

•"The  natural  world,"  says  Emerson,  "may  be  conceived  of 
as  A  system  of  concentric  circles,  and  we  now  and  then  detect 
in  Nature  slight  dislocations,  which  apprise  us  that  this  surface 
on  which  we  now  stand  is  not  fixed  but  sliding.  Whilst  the 
eternal  generation  of  circles  proceeds,  the  eternal  generator 
abides.  The  central  life  is  somewhat  superior  to  creation,  super- 
ior to  knowledge  and  thought,  and  contains  all  the  circles.  Every 
living  thing  is  an  emanation,  and  that  from  which  it  emanates 
is  an  equivalent  emanation,  and  from  every  emanation  comes 
a  new  equivalent  emanation— emanations  preceding  and  suc- 
ceeding in  infinite  circles.  An  individualised  man  is  a  product 
of  foregone  ages — all  the  vitality  of  Judaism  was  consumed  in 
producing  a  Jesus,  in  Greece  in  the  gestation  of  Plato.  The  life 
of  man  is  a  self-evolving  circle,  which,  from  an  ovarial  ring  im- 
perceptibly small  rushes  on  all  sides  outwardly  to  new  and 
larger  circles,  and  that  without  end.  The  extent  to  which  this 
generation,  wheel  without  wheel,  will  go,  depends  on  the  force 
or  truth  of  the  individual  soul.  For  it  is  the  inert  effort  of  each 
thought,  having  formed  itself  into  a  circular  wave  of  circum- 
stance, as,  for  instance,  an  empire,  rules  of  an  art,  a  local  usage, 
a  religious  rite,  to  heap  itself  upon  that  ridge  and  to  solidify  and 
hem  in  the  life.  But  if  the  soul  is  quick  and  strong,  it  bursts 
over  that  boundary  on  all  sides  and  expands  another  orbit  on 
the  great  deep,  which  also  runs  up  int  oa  high  wave,  with  at* 
tempt  again  to  stop  and  to  bind.  But  the  heart  refuses  to  be 
imprisoned;  In  Its  first  and  narrowest  pulses  It  already  tends 
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outward  with  a  vast  force,  and  to  immense  and  innumerable  ex- 
pansions.** 

Though  in  this  Emerson  does  not  appear  as  the  progenitor 
of  the  doctrine  of  the  rotatory  system  of  Nature,  it  having  been 
promulgated  by  Plato,  Aristotle  and  the  Buddhist  revelator,  yet 
he  announces  the  philosophy  as  inhering  in  Divine  Principle, 
and  logically  cites  the  abiding  permanency  of  its  symbols.  The 
doctrine,  in  all  its  purity  and  beauty,  finds  priority  in  the  fruitful 
brain  of  Saykamuni,  who  symbolized  the  doctrine  in  his  "wheel 
of  faith."  Since  the  ideas  of  evolution  and  involution  have  been 
promulgated  by  science  a  new  mine  of  thought  is  opened,  and 
all  things,  past  and  present,  are  called  upon  for  testimony  and 
interpretation.  Old  as  well  as  new  systems  of  thought  are 
interrogated  for  corroborative  proof.  India,  Persia,  Palestine, 
and  the  colossal  pyramids  of  Egyptian  granite,  crumbling  with 
age,  are  diligently  interrogated  for  lessons  in  Nature  "when 
time  was  young'*  "There  is  no  life  without  heat,"  says  the 
Persian;  therefore,  fire  is  the  veritable  Creator.  "AH  life  is 
comprised  in  the  wheel  of  faith,"  says  the  Indian;  therefore, 
none  can  escape  the  charmed  circle.  "The  sun  in  his  circuit 
scatters  life  from  his  beams,"  says  the  Egyptian;  therefore,  the 
sun  is  the  supreme  power.  We  turn  to  Palestine,  the  phalanstery 
of  modern  theology,  and  the  song  of  theeverlasting  law,  without 
beginning  or  end— the  circle  of  infinity— the  forever  and  ever — 
appears  in  answer  from  the  mild-eyed  seer  of  Judea.  We  come 
back  to  the  present,  with  telescopes,  crucibles,  retorts,  micro- 
scopes, scales,  compasses,  magnets  and  electrometers;  the  whole 
universe  teems  with  centers  and  circumferences;  planets  are 
circular;  ether  floats  in  circles;  cometary,  planetary ,  sideral 
and  astral  motions  follow  perpetual  and  infinite  circles  through 
the  illimitable  depths  of  space.  Uncountable  spheres  of  moist- 
ure float  in  a  planet's  atmosphere;  all  momentum  of  things 
in  action,  the  lever,  the  wheel,  the  pendulum,  the  projectile, 
describe  the  arcs  or  the  whole  of  circles.  The  perpetual  seeding, 
growth,  ripening  and  dissolution,  in  vegetal  and  sensate  life, 
perfectly  describe  the  evolution  of  being;  the  undulations  of 
light  and  heat,  the  recession  of  organic  forms  to  the  quinta 
essentia  of  formless  substance  as  perfectly  describe  the  invo- 
lution of  being,  the  recoil,  the  return  of  life  and  power  to  Its 
origin,  the  translation  of  the  material  into  the  spiritual — the 
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divine  homeward  return  of  projected  thought  from  its  prodigal 
pilgrimage  No  more  is  there  evolution  without  the  counter- 
part of  involution  than  there  Is  growth  without  decay,  progres- 
sion without  retrogression,  light  without  darkness,  life  without 
death— evolution  and  involution  completing  every  circle  in  ob- 
jective and  subjective  activity. 

Is  There  Not  Uniformity  of  Law  In  the  Universe? 

The  chemist  from  his  crucibles  and  retorts,  the  astronomer 
from  his  observations  and  calculations,  the  geologist  from  his 
deposits  and  stratas,  the  biologist  from  his  molecules  and  germs, 
all  the  masters  in.  science,  have  freely  enunciated  the  doctrine 
that  law  is  uniform  throughout  the  domains  of  Nature;  that 
whatever  is  true  of  effect  is  true  of  cause,  and  that  whatever 
obtains  in  phenomena  also  prevails  away  from  the  reach  of 
vision  and  other  organs  of  cognition. 

Involution  is  the  transition  of  the  organic  to  the  inorganic, 
of  forms  to  the  formless;  and  as  evolution  involves  constituent 
priority  in  abstract  particles  and  formless  essence,  so  Involu- 
tion involves  constituent  priority  in  concrete  forms.  Constituent 
priority  prevails  everywhere  in  the  domain  of  substance.  There 
is  no  fact  in  chemistry  more  constant  and  self-evident  to  the 
chemist  than  the  reozidatlon  of  carbon  any  hydrogen  in  vital 
development  in  every  form  of  life;  per  contra  the  fact  is  equally 
as  constant  of  the  deozidation  of  carbon  and  hydrogen  in  vital 
dissolution.  In  every  vital  formation,  as  noticeably  in  jelly-fish 
as  in  man,  reozidatlon  in  development  process  is  always  pre- 
ceded by  the  deozidation  of  other  vital  tissues.  A  knowledge 
of  involution  is  strictly  chemical;  the  chemist  follows  the  trend 
of  substance  from  the  organic  to  the  elemental,  from  the  visible 
object  to  subjective  Infusoria,  to  the  invisible  molecule,  to  abso- 
lutely formless  substance,  though  possessing  both  weight  and 
magnitude  Though  invisible  through  the  spectroscope,  the 
chemist  determines  theezistence  of  molecules  by  weight,  dis- 
covers their  spherical  surfaces,  their  polarities  and  their  cen- 
ters of  gravity,  and  determines  the  formless  essence,  the  quinta 
essentia,  of  molecules,  of  their  qualities  in  hydrogen,  ozygen, 
carbon,  nitrogen,  etc.,  which  in  combination  result  in  every  con- 
ceivable form  of  animate  and  inanimate  organism,  of  weight, 
power  and  magnitude.    The  search  of  any  primary  truth  leads 
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to  the  invisible,  as  the  material  universe  to  based  upon  invisible 
atoms  or  essences,  and  any  and  every  center  of  gravity  Is  void 
of  form  and  indivduality,  yet  exists  as  perfectly  as  the  invisible 
point  of  a  right-angle.  The  abiding  principle  of  all  forms  is 
formless.  Thought  has  no  perceptible  form,  yet  designs  and 
projects  formations.  Feeling  and  emotion  indicate  no  image, 
yet  the  great  mass  of  humanity  Is  moved  by  them.  Love,  charity, 
wisdom,  benevolence,  remorse  or  pleasure  are  formless  as  air, 
yet  have  cogent  existence  in  infinite  diversity  of  forms— formless 
qualities,  yet  as  noticeably  quantitative  as  light  or  electricity. 
Compassion  is  formless,  yet  how  infinite  in  power! 

Let  us  now  proceed  with  the  chief  idea  of  this  inquiry  into 
the  habit,  tendency  and  characteristics  of  universal  law.  The 
chemist  shows  us  the  spherical  association  and  evolution  of  pri- 
mary elements  from  atom  to  germ  and  from  germ  to  organic 
life,  and  the  transitional  involution  of  all  things  into  infinite 
void  of  primary  essence,  completing  the  circle  of  natural  ac- 
tivity. Astronomy  delivers  to  us  planetary  growth  and  dissolu- 
tion, their  spherical  formation  and  circular  motions.  Bach 
breath  of  air  is  surcharged  with  a  subtle  invisible  element  known 
as  electricity  which  so  permeates  the  abyssmal  domain  of  ether 
that  invocation  from  the  mind  of  man  causes  it  to  respond  to 
every  conceivable  application  of  power — ever  circuitous  in  the 
course  of  its  activity.  Each  branch  of  science  assures  us  that 
the  universe  is  fixed  by  constant,  all-powerful,  continuous,  In- 
visible law;  that  this  law  is  as  perfect  and  powerful  in  Its 
operations  without  as  with  the  Intervention  of  the  human  mind; 
that  also  this  law  is  responsive  to  varied  modifications  when 
directed  by  the  human  mind,  positively  indicating  the  position 
in  nature  of  the  subjectivity  of  law  to  mlndl  Shall  we  say  that 
here  is  revelation — that  law  in  nature  is  subjective  to  mind 
In  nature  ?  Let  us  ask  If  science  brings  us  any  evidence  on 
the  question  of  divinity  in  nature.  The  only  answer  comes,  that 
nature  teems  with  mind, — in  Infinite  priority  nature  has  ever 
unfolded  mind — the  finite  spirit,  as  we  call  it,  always  coming 
out  of  the  immensity  of  matter,  and  in  varied  attitudes  standing 
visibly  before  our  seeing,  hearing,  tasting  and  feeling.  Shall 
we  not  say  that  this  vast  concourse  of  minds  coming  out  of  and 
returning  to  the  bosom  of  nature  are  accurate  and  trustworthy 
symbols  of  Inftnte  Mind?    Shall  we  not  say  that  the  voices  of 
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men  and  women,  however  feebly,  echo  the  utterances  of  God? 
The  most  brilliant  light  transmits  but  little  gleam  through 
smoked  glass — the  mind  of  God  may  give  little  radiance  through 
clouds  of  passion.  What  do  we  find  floating  from  nature's 
fountains  Into  the  forms  of  man?  There  Is  designing  mind; 
were  there  not  designing  mind  in  the  source  could  there  be 
designing  mind  In  the  flow?  Our  logic  Is  at  fault  If  the  effect 
Is  not  representative  of  the  cause.  There  is  also  In  man  the 
emotion  of  love,  a  force  so  enthralling  and  imperious  that  every 
phase  of  mind  enters  its  service — the  entire  mission  of  mind 
tends  to  be  the  servant  of  love,  flowing  side  by  side  from  the 
same  fountain.  But  there  are  also  lust  and  hate  In  man;  but 
are  they  not  in  reality  love  and  charity  under  eclipse?  for  in 
nature  there  are  eclipses,  and  are  not  the  sun  and  moon  the 
same,  per  se,  though  obstacles  intervene?  And  though  lust 
and  hate,  revenge  and  malice  surround  the  soul  of  man,  the 
qualities  of  mind  and  love  remain  to  return  in  the  circuit  of 
being  to  their  source  of  emanation. 

In  searching  for  the  habits,  relations  and  tendencies  of 
things  we  reason  on  causes  and  effects,  knowing  that  every 
effect  its  exactly  representative  of  the  conditions  of  its  cause, 
and  that  there  can  be  no  phenomenon  without  its  exact  cor- 
relative constituency  immediately  preceding  it.  Constituency 
and  phenomena,  or  condition  and  result,  is  the  dual  aspect  of 
all  things;  given  definite  conditions  and  definite  results  follow 
In  endless  succession,  as  sure  as  the  weight  of  eight  parts  of  oxy- 
gen to  one  of  hydrogen  produce  water  as  often  as  they  are  made 
specific  factors  to  a  result  It  is  thus  we  establish  certitude, 
or  self-evident  truth — evident  condition  always  predicating  evi- 
dent result,  always  postulating  evident  condition  in  continuous 
series.  A  mature  germ,  a  kernel  of  corn,  for  instance,  predi- 
cates fields  of  ripening  grain  as  also  it  postulates  fields  of 
ripened  grain  in  priority,  and  both  predicate  or  postulate  stand 
as  certitudes  in  the  domain  of  knowledge.  The  evident  fact 
that  a  mature  germ  emanates  only  from  an  antecedent  mature 
object — mature  generative  causation — confirms  another  fact  as 
evident,  that  the  mature  object  from  which  the  mature  germ 
emanated  was  the  product  of  a  former  mature  germ,  and  that 
germ  from  another  mature  object  and  so  on  in  endless  repetition, 
precluding  the  possibility  in  nature  of  a  beginning  to  the  prin- 

359 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


ciples  and  processes  of  creative  energy.  Thus,  for  lllnstrattou 
of  a  universe  without  beginning,  and  calling  noon  nature  itaelf 
for  symbols  and  images,  science  is  brought  face  to  face  with  the 
tact  that  whatever  is  without  beginning  is  also  without  ending, 
of  which  the  circle  is  a  picture — the  emblem  of  infinity.  But 
though  there  is  neither  beginning  nor  ending  to  universal  prin- 
ciples, there  Is  space  and  time  as  prominently  constant  facta 
In  nature  as  the  continuity  of  rotatory  motion;  and  to  sym- 
bolise this  fact  the  circle  becomes  divided  into  sections,  giving 
to  every  sphere  its  degrees  of  latitude  and  longtitude  according 
to  polarity,  to  every  orbit  it  eclipses,  to  the  continuity  of  life 
epochs  and  eras  and  ages  To  symbolize  space  and  time  In- 
volves the  activities  in  growth  and  decay,  of  rising  and  falling, 
of  summit  In  development  and  base  in  dissolution,  of  seed  and 
product,  of  Relativity  and  Duration,  of  cause  and  effect  At 
any  base  of  a  section  of  a  circle  is  the  environed  germ,  the 
subjective  condition  of  the  cause;  at  any  summit  is  the  repre- 
sentative product,  the  result,  the  effect,  the  objective  position; 
for  example,  Infancy  Is  an  environed  subjective  condition  at 
the  base  of  a  section  of  the  circle  of  human  life,  while  man- 
hood Is  the  representative  result  at  the  apex — the  objective 
position.  In  everything,  in  nations,  corporate  bodies,  and  in 
religious  and  political  societies,  there  is  primary  Inception, 
subjective  condition;  growth  to  maturity,  and  objective  position; 
then  final  recession  into  age  and  dissolution  tin  again  the  pri- 
mary condition  is  reached,  completing  every  circle  of  being. 
The  objective  summit  of  Egyptian  glory  is  razed  to  its  primal 
causation;  the  majesty  of  Persian,  Syrian,  Grecian  and  Roman 
power  has  long  lain  in  solution  to  be  absorbed  in  other  growths; 
the  towering  grandeur  of  old  theologies  has  crumbled  away, 
and  is  no  wthe  food  for  new  philosophy. 

We  ask  for  evidence  concerning  the  methods  of  divinity  In 
nature.  Behold  all  living  things,  or  Inanimate  things  in  undu 
latory  motion,  which  in  dumb  silence  or  audible  speech  make 
visible  the  ways  and  utterances  of  law  and  order.  Are  they  not 
symbols  of  the  infinite?— are  they  not  symbols  of  the  infinite 
spirit  jetting  out  the  whole  of  Nature?  Are  not  all  the  phe- 
nomena of  life  and  mind  telling  their  story? — standing  out  in- 
carnate and  visible  before  our  senses  and  seeing,  hearing  and 
feeling— blending  with  our  thought?    We  inquire  of  the  qualities 
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of  nature— of  life  and  death  In  nature — of  motion  and  mobility-— 
to  learn  the  meaning  of  the  various  tendencies  and  habits  of 
mind  while  Incarnated  in  matter.  To  every  inquiry  her  verifying 
answers  come  with  the  celerity  of  light,  echoing  upon  the 
senses,  and  through  them  transferring  impressions  upon  the 
sensitive  tablets  of  memory  that  makes  a  knowledge  of  the 
habits  of  mind  and  things  a  fixture,  as  certain  as  the  effects  of 
the  sun's  rays  are  transferred  to  the  responsive  waters  of  a 
still  lake.  In  any  phase  of  nature  the  limitless  mode  of  motion 
is  reflectetd  as  perfectly  as  the  face  in  a  looking  glass,  and  so 
intense  is  her  intensity  on  every  feature  that  she  never  belies 
to  the  observer  the  extent  of  her  design  and  purpose.  If  lust, 
avarice,  deception,  theft  or  hyprocrlsy  is  in  man,  nature  pub- 
lishes the  fact  on  the  lineaments  of  his  countenance.  The  eye 
is  forever  telling  of  what  kind  of  a  spirit  inhabits  the  body — 
whether  "an  angel  abides  or  a  demon  lurks  behind  the  veil  of 
flesh." 

Inanimate  things  are  equally  sincere  and  truthful  with  re- 
gard to  the  invisible  forces  that  control  them — be  it  the  power 
that  moves  a  piston,  a  balance  wheel  or  a  pendulum.  We  see 
all  matter,  effected,  moving  simultaneously  in  two  opposite 
directions,  from  pressure  and  resistance.  Every  wheel  moves 
backward  with  the  exact  energy  and  rapidity  that  it  moves 
forward.  If  one  portion  is  moving  eastward,  the  portion  directly 
opposite  is  moving  westward.  In  whatever  position  a  wheel 
in  motion  may  stand,  one  side  of  it  moves  forward  and  the 
other  backward  continually,  with  precisely  the  same  weight  and 
power,  up  and  down  or  down  and  up.  So  in  the  circle  of  life — 
while  the  ne  wobjects  are  ascending  in  growth  the  old  are 
descending  in  decay,  and  the  decaying  preparing  in  dissolution 
a  reascent  into  new  growth,  the  ratio  in  all  terms  being  exact 
in  quality  and  quantity — at  all  times  the  same  amount  and 
character  of  matter  undergoing  disorganization  that  is  retaking 
the  shape  of  living  forms. 

If  we  extend  this  logic  we  are  carried  forward  into  the 
elements  of  light  and  darkness,  heat  and  cold,  and  all  other 
conditions  of  substance,  wherein  any  force  exercised  is  found 
to  be  exactly  equivalent  to  the  force  acquired. 

We  approach  the  tree  with  our  inquiries  for  truth  concern- 
ing its  existence,  and  it  recites,  in  a  way  plain  enough,  though 
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dumb  and  silent,  the  simple  story  of  its  evolution  from  the 
infinite  past  of  acorn  and  oak,  oak  and  acorn;  its  legend  reads: 
"My  mission  is  simply  to  generate  ripe  acorns,  then  to  degen- 
erate into  dust,  completing  the  circle  of  my  being."  We  invoke 
the  acorn  to  release  the  commission  of  Its  pilgrimage.  It  re- 
plies: '1  am  ordained  to  unfold  the  character  and  utility  of  an 
oak.'*  We  wander  by  the  seaside,  and  Inquire  of  the  surging 
waves  for  the  truths  of  nature,  and  though  muttering.  In  un- 
mistakable sincerity  they  respond:  "A  million  tons  of  us  dally 
arise  In  vapor;  the  sun  warms  our  bosoms,  and  we  swarm  with 
life;  our  vapors  have  climbed  the  mountains;"  and  we  turn  to 
the  mountains  and  address  our  inquiries  to  Taper:  'Through 
eons  and  eons  of  ages/'  says  vapor,  "I  have  gone  about  the 
earth  in  whirls  of  sparkling  mist  while  watering  my  Father's 
fkttk,  refreshing  the  thirsty,  bringing  verdure  to  desert  places, 
causing  food  in  plenty  for  all  life,  making  the  world  to  bloom 
with  beauty  and  gladness;  then  with  rapid  pace  through  glen 
and  valley,  I  return  home  to  mother  ocean."  In  every  case  the 
circle  of  being  is  complete. 

At  last  we  turn  to  Thought, — mysterious,  silent,  yet  moat 
potent  of  all  agencies,— the  emblem  of  God,— it  continually 
flashes  fitfully  before  the  -consciousness  of  man.  It  comes  and 
goes  incessanty — arriving,  abiding  in,  and  departing  from  ma- 
terial forms.  It  comes  arrayed  in  the  glowing  bloom  of  passion, 
In  th  softening  glory  of  love,  in  the  rich  ecstacy  of  emotion, 
in  music,  dancing,  laughter  and  Ineffable  joy;  and  'midst  the 
enthralling  rapture  of  life's  holiday  it  abruptly  goes  away,  taking 
back  all  it  brought,  of  love,  beauty,  emotion,  passion— no  trace 
of  joy,  mirth  or  music  tarries  behind  its  exit— all  the  attendants 
of  Thought  have  fled  in  its  departure.  Not  a  vestige  of  Plate 
is  left,  but  the  impression  that  Plato  made  it  indellible,  eternal 
in  the  ebb  and  flow  of  mind. 

Let  the  mind  consciously  consider  the  present  day  or  the 
present  year  as  a  sample  section  of  the  immense  circle  of 
eternity— of  our  own  solar  system  perpetually  evolving,  of  each 
planet  in  its  unceasing  whirl,  of  the  spontaneous  generation  of 
vital  substance— let  it  consider  the  whole  universe,  of  uncount- 
able planetary  systems  even  greater  than  our  own,  where  a 
single  evolution  is  typical  of  Infinite  millions  of  evolutions— and 
the  first  step  is  thus  taken  toward  the  solution  of  the  great 
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enigma  of  existence,  because  continuity  of  law  prevails  every- 
where, as  perfect  in  one  phase  of  existence  as  in  another. 
Astronomy,  geology,  chemistry  and  all  science  give  ns  sufficient 
light  to  keep  us  from  stumbling  in  the  search  of  what  is  true 
in  every  region  of  the  universe.  The  anlysis  of  any  section  of 
any  circle  displays  the  composotion  and  character  of  the  whole, 
as  a  single  inch  of  the  Atlantic  cable  is  characteristic  of  that 
entire  circuit  of  communication.  A  short  cutting  from  the 
celebrated  Scuppernong  grapevine  contains  all  the  properties 
of  the  innumerable  Scuppernong  vineyards  that  have  bloomed 
and  fruited  for  centuries.  A  single  inch  of  that  vine  vontains 
all  the  possibilities  of  a  whole  vineyard — its  sugar,  add  and 
alcoholic  power;  even  that  single  inch  may  be  evolved  into  a 
million  intoxicated  people;  and  it  contains  the  elements  of 
prophecy — it  is  prophetic  of  infinite  expanse  of  vineyards,  num- 
berless casks  of  wine  and  mirth  without  ceasing,  and  tells  the 
long  story  of  what  wine  has  done  and  can  do  for  or  against 
the  welfare  of  mankind  So  it  is,  the  section  of  any  circle,  be 
it  of  human  life,  of  plant  or  animal  existence,  or  of  the  sweeping 
roll  of  the  astral  universe,  unmistakably  reveals  the  truth  of  the 
whole,  of  past,  present  and  future;  so  precise  is  the  continuity 
of  law. 

The  fact  that  the  universe  is  made  up  of  individualised 
objects  and  particles,  limiting  each  other  in  spherical  association 
aa  parts  of  aggregate  wholes,  is  basis  for  the  foundation  of  finite 
ideas.  Ideas  of  limitation,  of  abruption,  of  beginning  and  end- 
ing, force  themselves  powerful  upon  the  human  mind  to  the 
exclusion  of  infinite  ideas  from  the  fact  that  separate  things 
are  always  beset  and  hedged  In  on  all  sides  by  the  resisting 
pressure  of  other  separate  things.  The  idea  of  freedom  is  an 
idea  homogenous  to  infinity,  but  the  existence  of  many  men  in 
association  limits  the  liberties  of  each  one  by  the  spheres 
of  all  the  others;  and  individual  freedom  is  a  perpetual  con- 
tingency, hemmed  in  all  around  by  barriers  of  rigid  restrictions. 
Every  vital  thing  is  an  absorbent,  and,  where  vital  things  are 
associated,  each  is  limited  by  the  power  of  absorption  of  aU 
the  others;  it  is  thus  in  a  finite  condition,  a  state  of  negation. 
Multiplicity  of  animate  things  are  by  necessity  finite;  forms  of 
all  kinds  are  necessarily  finite,  because  they  limit  each  other; 
whatever  admits  of  negation  is  finite;  every  compound  is  finite, 
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because  subject  to  decomposition.  Per  contra,  whatever  does 
not  admit  of  negation  is  infinite.  Planets  as  forms  in  associa* 
tion  are  necessarily  of  a  finite  character,  because  each  is  op- 
posed by,  and  an  absorbent  to,  whatever  all  the  others  contain, 
illustrated  by  the  diligent  work  of  absorption  of  the  law  of 
so-called  central  gravity  in  each  planet. 

Let  us  see  now  if  we  can  discover  what  it  is  that  has  ex- 
istence in  this  universe  partaking  of  the  character  of  infinity 
and  symbolizing  eternity.  Things  taken  separately,  in  the  ab- 
stract, we  have  shown  to  be  limited,  restrained  by  the  oppo- 
sition of  similar  things,  mere  sections  of  wholes,  negatives, 
compounds,  and  finite  by  the  condition  of  being  decomposed, 
perishable  and  absorbed.  Turn  now  to  the  whole  of  anything, 
of  any  one  of  the  elements,  or  to  the  concrete,  differentiated 
universe,  of  mind  and  matter — do  we  conceive  of  form?  What 
form  is  there  to  moisture,  air,  essence,  light  or  to  the  aggregate 
of  all  mind?  Finity  is  susceptible  of  measurement,  but  what 
measurement  is  adapted  to  the  whole  of  electricity,  to  the  whole 
of  magnetism,  to  the  whole  of  matter,  of  moisture,  of  air,  of 
carbon,  or  of  light?  All  these  are  without  form  or  limitation, 
and  yet  are  palapable  existences,  as  certain  as  that  we  are  this 
moment  conscious  of  each  other.  There  is  then  the  fact  of 
consciousness;  we  realize  it  in  man  and  in  all  animate  life  as 
it  swarms  up  from  land  and  sea.  How  vividly  we  behold  and 
recognize  its  behavior  in  birds,  fishes,  animals  and  insects? 
Will  we  attempt  to  conceive  form  or  limitation  to  this  wonderful 
mental  quality  of  Nature  which  Inhabits  all  animate  substance? 
What  multiple  do  we  attach  to  the  unceasing  animal  conscious- 
ness that  has  attended  our  planets  these  many  thousands  of 
yearly  evolutions,  and  what  limit  to  the  consciousness  of  mind 
that  may  attend  the  universe  of  planets  through  eons  of  ages? 
Then  is  not  animal  and  human  consciousness  itself  a  glowing 
symbol  of  Infinite  Mind?— Psyclcradiations  of  the  Omniscient 
Mind? 

Let  us  turn  attention  to  constituent  priority— that  prior  to 
any  effect  there  are  conditions  in  cause  commensnartely  equal 
to  the  effect  Constituent  priority  prevails  everywhere  in  the 
domain  of  substance.  Let  us  now  revert  to  our  first  position- 
that  there  is  no  fact  in  chemsitry  more  constant  and  self-evident 
to  the  chemist  than  the  reoxidation  of  carbon  and  hydrogen 
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in  the  vital  development  of  every  form  of  life— a  fact  that 
reaches  back  in  priority  to  a  time  when  only  jelly-fish  was 
possible;  that  a  further  fact  is  equally  as  constant,  that  this 
reoxidation  has  always  been  preceded  by  the  deoxidation  of 
vital  tissues.  The  discernment  of  this  priority  is  unmistakable 
to  the  chemist,  though  in  forming  this  judgment  his  view  neces- 
sarily penetrates  through  all  conditions  of  organic  formation 
into  a  region  of  absolutely  formless  substance,  formless  both 
as  to  weight  and  magnitude.  He  passes  through  and  beyond 
even  the  transcendency  of  molecular  existence, — which  is  the 
minutest  conception  of  organic  formation — when  he  enters  an- 
other region  of  matter,  the  formless  essence  of  molecules,  the 
qualities  of  the  molecules  of  hydrogen,  carbon,  oxygen,  nitrogen, 
etc.,  which  essences,  in  combination,  result  in  every  conceivable 
animate  or  Inanimate  formation  of  weight,  magnitude,  and 
potency.  It  was  ever  thus,  in  the  pursuit  of  experimental  knowl- 
edge, this  passage  beyond  the  region  of  formality  has  been  the 
means  by  which  the  fundamental  truths  of  chemistry  were 
revealed.  It  is  the  determination,  by  weight  of  invisible  es- 
sences, particles,  atoms  and  gases,  that  the  greatest  of  all 
sciences,  upon  which  mankind  have  so  universally  learned  to 
depend,  has  been  demonstrated  beyond  the  pale  of  cavil  or 
doubt.  It  was  the  discovery  of  the  means  of  weighing  the 
invisible  atom — discovery  of  the  Intrinsic  chemical  unit,  having 
neither  visible  form  or  perceptible  individuality.  It  is  even  so 
with  the  center  of  any  idea  or  point  of  any  calculation — void  of 
form  or  individuality.  And  so  it  is  in  the  search  of  any  primary 
truth— the  unit  is  without  formal  conception.  Suppose  we  give 
the  name  God  to  the  resident  principle  of  all  forms  and  all 
powers — do  we  conceive  form  to  Buoh  resident  principle?  Do 
we  conceive  form  of  single  distinction  to  mind  that  permeates 
all  animate  life,  or  to  the  vitality  that  quickens  the  germ  prin- 
ciple of  every  organism?  Has  thought  perceptible  form,  though 
it  designs  and  projects  innumerable  formations?  Or  what  form 
would  one  give  to  emation?  Still  how  much  the  world  of  man- 
kind is  swayed  by  emotion — at  one  time  by  hysterical  ruler,  at 
another  by  a  grief-stricken  woman,  or  at  another  by  the  mad 
fury  of  the  populace!  How  is  it  with  some  of  the  more  interior 
qualities  that  enter  into  the  composition  of  human  life?— has 
wisdom,  mercy,  benevolence,  charity,  goodness,  love,  gladness, 
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pleasure,  bUss  or  ecstacy  amy  distinction  of  form  purely  te 
themselves?— still  everyone  is  positively  certain  that  they  exist 
forcibly  embodied  in  infinite  varety  of  formations.  They  exist 
both  in  degree  and  variability  and  hold  reciprocal  co-ordination 
with  functional  human  organisms-  -formless  qoaitles,  yet  as 
noticeably  Quantitative  as  water,  air  or  electricity.  They  are 
cognizable  in  smallest  degree  or  greatest  volume— drink  given 
to  the  tirsty,  food  to  the  hungry,  grief  calmed  or  a  nation  re- 
lieved from  famine  or  pestilence. 

Having  followed  the  circle  of  causation  into  the  deep  laby- 
rinths of  mind  and  feeling,  and  into  the  invisible  material 
forces,  we  return  to  our  common  consciousness,  where  everything 
is  spinning,  whirling,  oscillating;  where  every  visible  energy 
In  nature  keeps  up  a  continuous  circuitous  buss— the  evaporation 
of  water  and  condensation  of  vapors,  the  rain-fed  streams  mean- 
dering to  the  sea,  the  backward  and  forward  strokes  of  pistons 
and  swinging  pendulums,  the  rise  and  fall  of  projectiles,  the 
vibration  of  sounding-bars,  the  polarity  and  radiation  of  light, 
the  downward  force  of  the  risen  hammer,  the  arcs  of  circles 
described  at  either  end  of  the  lever-^the  seeding  and  harvesting 
and  harvesting  and  seeding,  where — 

"Dying  vegetalbes  life  sustain. 
Life  dissolving  vegetates  again — * 
and  our  lesson  on  the  rotatory  principle  of  nature  Is  complete, 
and  no  place  in  the  great  universe  is  found  where  time  began. 
But  upon  the  face  ol  all  life  beams  the  legend — Forever!    In 
the  glow  of  every  light  we  see  the  word  Eternity! 


The  new  message  of  Christ  dispels  all  shams  of  credulty  with 
the  realities  of  science.  Religious  whims  disappear  m  the  Light 
of  Life. 


The  new  presence  of  Christ  invites  man  to  abandon  the  rev- 
elries of  war,  extortion,  crime  and  misery,  and  establish  on  earth 
palaces  of  peace,  equity,  honor  and  comfort. 


Heaven— 'What  dullard  is  this,  that  saith  the  right  road  leads 
to  heaven,  and  the  left  road  leads  to  hell?  Really,  does  not  the 
evidence  of  peace  and  Joy  arise  from  the  feelings,  and  the  feelings 
arise  from  the  part?  Then,  what  manner  of  man  is  he  who  de- 
nies that  the  dominion  of  heaven  is  within?  Verily,  without 
compassionate  hearts  there  is  no  peace  or  Joy,  no  place  for 
heaven.    Shall  the  example  of  birds  teach  greater  wisdom  than 
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CHAPTER  32. 
THE  OLOE8T  PAST   UNVEILED. 

"Mr.  Evarts,  you  must  try  and  eat  something.  It  is  now  ten 
days  since  you  tasted  food;  neither  have  you  taken  water  only 
with  your  medicine  The  doctor  says  you  cannot  live  much 
longer  without  food." 

This  was  said  to  me  by  Mr.  Max  Morris,  a  very  dear  friend 
with  whom  I  was  living  at  Omaha.  Nebraska,  in  the  years 
l887-'8.  I  was  taken  sick  with  erysipelas  in  November,  1887, 
and  was  confined  to  my  room  till  the  following  April.  My  head 
and  face  had  become  swollen  beyond  recognition,  and  eyes 
completely  closed.  From  the  13th  to  the  23rd  of  the  month 
named  my  taste  absolutely  repelled  all  offers  of  food  or  water. 
On  the  morning  of  the  23rd  Mr.  Morris  entered  my  room  much 
agitated,  persisting  that  I  should  eat. 

*I  will  take  some  cider,  Mr.  Morris,  if  you  can  get  it,"  I 
whispered  in  reply. 

Cider  was  the  first  and  only  thing  my  taste  craved.  Mr. 
Morris,  neglecting  his  own  business,  hastened  away  and  brought 
a  half  gallon  of  excellent  fermented  cider.  This  he  fed  to  me 
with  a  spoon,  as  I  was  unable  to  rise.  I  took  it  with  great 
relish,  and  by  noon,  aided  by  one  of  the  family,  I  had  con- 
sumed the  half  gallon,  and  was  feeling  almost  well,  as  the 
swelling  had  gone  almost  down.  My  head  and  face  were  be- 
come loose  inside  a  mask  of  dry  scale  at  least  a  quarter  of  an 
inch  thick.  This  I  had  thoroughly  smeared  with  listerine,  and 
the  scale  came  off  of  my  face  and  neck  nearly  in  one  piece, 
completely  removing  my  hair  and  beard,  and  leaving  the  skin 
a  mere  film.  The  scale  on  my  head  was  several  days  in  loosen- 
ing* but  gradually  came  off,  carrying  every  hair  with  it.  The 
akin  left  was  of  pink  color  and  thin  as  tissue  paper. 

A  pint  of  soft  water,  half  ounce  of  salt  and  fifty  drops  of 
ammonia  made  a  solution  which  fully  restored  my  hair,  thicker 
and  blacker  than  before.     It  was  about  six  months  before  I 
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recovered,  and  during  that  long  convalescence  I  was  more  sleepy 
and  dreamy  than  usual.  Scarcely  a  night  through  it  all  but 
spectral  beings  were  distinctly  visible  and  apparently  as  real 
as  material  bodies.  One  person  in  particular  I  frequently  recog- 
nised as  the  personage  mentioned  in  a  vision  in  the  fore  part 
of  this  book,  who  gave  me  his  name  as  Saba. 

For  many  weeks  I  sat  or  reclined  with  the  rooms  darkened 
on  account  of  the  delicate  condition  my  eyes  were  in. 

Having  been  so  near  death's  door,  my  mind  seemed  to  take 
on  an  unusual  religious  turn,  and  my  friend  Morris,  who  was 
a  scholarly  Hebrew,  freely  entertained  me  in  the  long  winter 
evenings  with  many  rehearsals  of  ancient  Jewish  legends,  which 
were  quite  new  to  me,  and  highly  interesting.  His  family  con- 
sisted of  his  wife,  five  beautiful  daughters  and  one  son,  all  of 
whom  took  delight  in  helping  to  make  that  long  and  tiresome 
winter  as  much  a  paradise  as  possible. 

Mr.  Morris  told  me  the  legends  of  an  ancient  Accadia,  the 
ideal  heaven  of  the  First  Families  of  Israel.  I  enjoyed  with 
relish  his  talk  of  the  rare  beauties  of  Talmudlc  literature,  but 
cautiously  omitted  to  tell  him  of  the  visitations  to  me  in  a 
dream  of  a  spirit  claiming  to  be  one  of  the  very  Acaddians  he 
carried  in  his  mind  with  so  much  love  and  veneration. 

During  a  large  portion  of  my  time  in  that  long  and  dreary 
winter  I  seemed  to  relapse  into  trances  with  ecstatic  visions, 
though  not  generally  impressive  enough  to  remember;  at  other 
times  I  was  apparently  going  on  protracted  journeys,  seeing 
relatives  and  absent  friends,  making  failures  in  business,  et 
cetera;  and  finally,  when  I  was  nearly  recovered,  in  February, 
a  vision  of  the  distinguished  spirit,  Saba,  appeared  again,  so 
real  as  to  be  undistinguishable  from  a  corporal,  earthly  man. 
He  said  he  wished  to  advise  me  in  regard  to  preserving  my 
health,  and  especially  on  the  necessity  of  my  discarding  animal 
food  and  the  use  of  tobacco. 

After  giving  me  detailed  advice  about  hygienic  methods, 
the  will  power,  voluntary  clairvoyancy,  hypnotism  and  prevision, 
and  cautioning  me  about  timely  care  to  prevent  recurrences  of 
erysipelas,  he  told  me  he  would  give  me  a  brief  talk  about  the 
ancient  Hebrews  if  I  would  write  it  out  and  preserve  what 
he  said. 

Whether  this  was  all  a  vision  or  not,  it  appears  that  I 
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did  note  down  what  the  spirit  said.  1  told  him  I  had  often 
wished  I  could  know  the  sources  of  the  civilisation  recorded 
and  pictured  in  the  Old  and  New  Testaments,  as  I  realized 
that  the  rise  of  mankind  out  of  barbarism  was  necessarily  of 
long  and  slow  growth;  that  the  exalted  humanity  of  Jesus, 
Plato,  Solon  and  Lycurgus  must  have  taken  many  thousand  years 
of  refined  culture  to  attain;  that  the  past  thousand  years  of 
English,  French  and  Dutch  education,  including  the  educational 
progress  of  America,  had  left  the  highest  types  of  man  as  self- 
seeking,  greedy,  avaricious,  gluttonous,  vicious  and  criminal  as 
they  were  in  the  dark  ages,  with  comparatively  few  practicing 
the  virtues  inculcated  by  Christ  or  commanded  in  the  Mosaic 
laws;  that  the  refinements  of  modern  times  served  more  to 
shield  evil  than  to  cure  it  in  the  minds  of  men  and  women; 
that  wholesale  abortions  among  our  people  was  tending  to  make 
criminals  of  our  future  populations. 

"Yes,"  answered  the  spirit;  "moral  progress,  unless  re- 
stricted by  generations  of  moral  education  and  practice  from 
the  most  perfect  hygienic  and  esthetic  code,  will  ever  go  on  like 
ebbing  and  flowing  of  tides — at  one  time  a  qualm  of  morality, 
and  next  an  inundation  of  vice.  To  prohibit  an  evil  by  law 
does  not  prohibit  unless  the  passion  to  commit  the  evil  is 
weeded  out  of  the  blood." 

"Ah,  my  good  friend  Saba/'  I  complied,  "that  is  correct. 

We  Americans  cannot  stop  the  liquor  traffic  and  drunkenness 
while  the  appetites  of  men  are  on  fire  demanding  stimulants. 
Both  men  and  women  breed  evil  appetites  and  vile  passions 
thoughtless  of  results.    But  where  is  the  remedy?" 

"In  a  general  knowledge  of  science,"  replied  the  spirit. 
"Moral  ethics  must  control  infancy  till  the  age  of  consent — like 
the  Hebraic  law,  giving  wisdom  at  the  mother's  knee.  With 
your  thousand  years  of  preaching  and  teaching,  you  have  failed 
to  prevent  evils  flowing  through  the  blood  of  parents  into  their 
offspring.  Let  meemphassie  my  suggestion,  that  hereditary  vice 
is  th  tapeworm  that  befouls  the  morality  of  modern  times.  Is 
it  too  severe  to  say  that  the  abortic  mother  breeds  murder? 

"It  may  be  a  matter  of  curiosity  or  idle  solicitude,  but  it 
would  gratify  my  mind  if  you  would  reveal  your  Identity— may 
I  not  know  more  of  the  man  with  whom  I  am  convening?"  1 
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appealed,  "that  your  discourse  may  have  the  greater  weight 
with  others/' 

"My  anxious  friend,  you  need  my  patience,  considering  your 
infirmity/'  said  Saba;  "but  the  reader  who  searches  for  knowl- 
edge of  the  ancient  Zabians*  will  not  mistake  my  identity  as 
having  in  my  time  promoted  the  interests  of  Aramaic  philosophy 
and  literature/' 

"Will  you,  then,  give  me  some  of  the  principal  doctrines 
and  sentiments  of  the  ancient  Zabians?"  I  asked. 

"The  Zabians  had  a  brief  way  of  communicating  their  Ideas, 
by  symbols,  metaphors,  alegory  and  fables,  which  by  long  usage 
imparted  to  them  correct  knowledge,  scientific  in  effect,  be- 
cause every  appropriate  lesson  was  in  line  with  experience. 
Their  doctrines  were  not  the  result  of  mere  speculation,  but 
the  accretions  of  facts  from  ages  of  enlightened  experiment 
Zablan  ethics  and  arts  had  raised  man  from  rude  groveling 
bestiality  to  a  civilized  being.  They  were  a  tool-using  people, 
and  the  art  instruments  mentioned  in  Jewish  history,  rules  of 
conduct  and  hygienic  injunctions  were  of  Zablan  origin.  Many 
philosophers  in  Accadia  taught  the  doctrine  of  Emanation  and 
Absorption,  a  Pantheistic  Deism,  others  the  direct  ministration 
of  one  God,  Lord  of  Hosts,  with  numerous  angels,  or  subaltern 
deities.  See  the  Torah  for  Illustration.  Freedom  of  opinion 
was  a  leading  rule  among  all  the  Schemetic  tribes,  inhereited 
from  the  Zabians,  reason  being  the  criterion  of  judgment.  A 
correct  understanding  of  natural  phenomena  was  considered 
by  Zabians  as  the  source  of  truth,  except  among  certain  sects 
who  consulted  oracles,  and  who  were  numerous  in  all  those 
countries  contiguous  to  and  in  Mesopotamia.  The  doctrine  of 
Emanation  was  summed  up  in  a  few  words — 'All  things  have  a 
common  origin  in  Ether,  or  that  motionless  void  which  subsists 
between  planets;  from  Ether  worlds  are  born;  to  Ether  worlds 

•It  appears  that  the  name  Zablan  belonged  to  many  tribes, 
who  derived  their  descent  from  one  Saba,  a  descendant  of 
Eber,  or  Hebre,  a  descendant  of  Noah,  who  also  was  called 
Abd  Shemesh,  or  servant  of  the  sun.  The  Harran  Zabians,  830 
A.  D.,  derived  their  name  from  one  Zabi,  who  was  variously 
called  the  son  of  Seth.  son  of  Adam,  son  of  Enoch,  or  son  of 
Methuselah. — Chambers*  Cyclopedia. 
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return;  in  Ether  worlds  abide.  In  a  universal  cycle  action  and 
reaction  prevail,  coming  and  going.  Bach  thing  comes  from  and 
goes  to  its  source  of  emanation,  which  source  is  motionless 
ether." 

"Concerning  their  doctrine  of  Creation,  was  the  modality 
idealized  from  the  instant  fiat  of  Divine  Intelligence,  or  did 
Creation  come  through  lnflnte  evolutions  of  growth  and  decay, 
on  the  generative  and  degenerative  theory  of  the  doctrines  of 
Evolution?'*  I  inquired 

To  which  Saba  replied:  "In  the  doctrine  of  Zabi  the  quali- 
ties and  the  attributes  of  genesis — or  origination,  formalization, 
essentia lization,  of  splrituallzatlon  and  mentallzatlon,  of  vital!- 
zation  and  degeneration, — are  one  in  ideality;  as  perfectly  One, 
as  eternally  One,  as  infinitely  One,  as  omnipresently  One.  as 
immutably  One,  as  omnlspectively  One,  as  omniciently  One,  as 
ominously  One,  as  omnlcorporeally  One,  as  omnispirltually  One, 
as  complete  in  unity  as  the  ether  between  the  stars  contains 
all  things  in  the  universe.  In  ether  is  Kosmos — Kosmos  is;  is 
Kosmos  a  becoming? — a  becoming  from  what?  Zabi  says  from 
ether,  in  which  all  life  moves  and  in  which  all  mind  has  its 
Being.  Is  not  Kosmos  the  Universe  of  Soul  and  Substance? 
You  speak  of  Ego,  say  you  think,  see,  hear  and  feel;  whence 
that  Ego?  Is  it  not  from  Kosmos?  Does  it  not  abide  in  Kosmos? 
Aye — Kosmos  in  you  and  you  in  Kosmos!  The  ilea  of  Creation 
was  generative,  in  application,  through  Involution  and  Evolu- 
tion." 

"How  was  it,  beloved  Saba,  if  cleaven  of  superstition,  that 
Zabians  worshipped  the  stars?" 

"The  gods,"  answered  Saba,  "are  not  unmindful  of  the 
appeals  of  distress.  Prayer  is  always  a  wall  of  distress,  to 
which  the  gods  hasten  with  the  balm  of  comforting.  The  gods? 
Who  are  they?  Every  star  has  its  angels  of  mercy,  and  often 
they  come  unawares  to  heal  the  woes  of  the  poor  in  prayer — 
tine  well  need  not  a  physician,  but  the  sick.  Understand, 
my  son,  the  Monotheism  of  Zabi  was  not  the  corrupted  flood 
of  hero-worship  that  flooded  the  Shemitic  dispersion  into  Syria, 
Arabia  and  Greece;  but  the  Elohim,  the  God  of  Abraham,  su- 
preme, infinite  and  everlasting,  whose  sons  and  daughters  are 
angels  of  mercy,  love  and  hope. 

"Do  you  say  that  Elohim  is  not? 
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"Say  first,  that  water  and  air  and  light  are  not, 

"And  prove  your  saying; 

"Say  vapor  and  chill  and  frost  are  not, 

"And  prove  your  saying; 

"Say  love  and  passion  and  thirst  are  not. 

"And  prove  your  saying; 

"Say  beauty  and  joy  and  use  are  not, 

"And  prove  your  saying; 

"Say  sight  and  sound  and  touch  are  not, 

"And  prove  your  saying." 

"Was  there  not  cause  in  full  for  all  there  is?  Tea,  my  son, 
and  Elohim  is  that  cause,  who  numbers  the  hairs  of  your  head, 
the  bones  of  your  body,  the  scales  of  every  fish,  and  notes  the 
sparrow's  fall,  gives  thirst  a  conscious  instinct  of  its  want, 
knows  what  yop  need  before  you  ask.  This  Is  Elohim,  the  Law, 
the  Life  Eternal,  the  heat  of  the  sun,  the  light  of  the  stars!  Is 
not  a  thing  made  in  the  mind  before  the  act?  So  worlds  are 
made,  and  ell  that  in  them  is,  before  they  whirl  in  space!  Be 
mindful,  my  son,  that  science  is  to  know  the  Law — to  know  the 
Law  is  to  dwell  with  God.  Stars  and  all  things  are  intermediary 
symbols,  through  which  truth  is  apparent  to  man." 

"Honored  Saba,  thou  sire  of  Aramaic  philosophy,"  said  1, 
"wll  you  give  me  an  insight  to  the  character  and  life  of  the 
Zabian  people?  Some  historians  speak  of  them  slightingly,  as 
if  they  were  effeminate  agrarians,  lacking  in  force  and  social 
culture." 

"Son  of  the  mixed  races,"  replied  Saba,  "the  Zabians  were 
an  exclusive  people,  preserving  race  Individuality,  because  they 
were  cultured.  They  were  a  white  race,  incurring  prejudice 
of  the  darker  races  which  made  warlike  incursions  through 
their  dominions.  They  were  a  pastoral  race,  devoted  to  peace 
and  tranquility.  They  formed  laws  to  promote  and  preserve 
peace,  prosperity  and  happiness,  and  therein  were  a  brother- 
hood. They  avoided  war  and  domestic  violence,  and  illy  schooled 
in  the  arts  of  combat  they  wereeasily  overcome  when  maraud- 
ing armies  from  Media  and  Persia  set  out  for  conquest — hence 
their  reputed  effeminacy*  their  dispersion  and  tribal  destruction. 
The  primitive  Akadds  enjoyed  a  high  degree  of  wealth  in  the 
fertile  Zabian  valleys  long  before  the  Flood,  but  their  posses- 
sions were  repeatedly  devastated  by  robber  bands  from  the  north 
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and  east,  as  were  the  Zabians  after  the  Flood  from  the  south 
and  west  In  all  the  valleys  of  the  confluents  of  the  Tlgres 
and  the  Euphrates  almost  perpetual  verdure  reigned  under  an 
equable  climate  and  regular  precipitation.  This  continued  till 
nine  contraries  before  the  Christian  Bra.  Following  the  rav- 
ages of  incessant  war  were  settlements  of  barbarous  hordes 
from  Scythia,  Arabia,  Greece  and  Syria,  who  swarmed  like 
wolves  over  all  the  land,  devouring  the  substance  of  the  peace- 
ful Zabians,  ravishing  innocence,  laying  waste  beautiful  cities, 
destroying  all  with  torch,  sword  and  spear.  Through  centuries 
of  waste  tree-covered  mountains  were  denuded  of  their  former 
magnificent  forests,  and  drouth  came  on,  and  Nature  avenged 
the  wrongs  the  Zabians  had  suffered.  The  legend  of  Akkad 
is  not  unknown:  It  was  this  ancient  Accadla  where  the  de- 
scendants of  Shem  spun  and  wove  wool  and  silk;  hammered 
gold,  silver,  iron  and  brass;  put  the  axe  to  the  root  of  the  tree, 
and  were  hewers  of  wood;  who  rept  with  the  sickle  and  ground 
at  the  mill;  who  followed  the  plough  and  watched  their  flocks 
on  a  thousand  hills;  who  dressed  vineyards  and  tread  the 
winepress;  where  olives,  dates,  figs,  grapes,  apples  and  pome- 
granates grew  in  abundance;  where  corn,  wheat  and  barley 
flourished;  where  mines  yielded  gold,  silver  and  iron,  and 
where  Jasper,  sardon,  amethyst,  sapphire,  agate  and  byrl  of  great 
beauty  were  quarried  and  cut  for  costly  jewels/  The  Art 
Evidences  discovered  in  the  ruins  of  Nineveh,  Babylon,  Basra 
and  the  more  ancient  city  of  Ur  testify  to  the  standard  of 
civilisation  prevailing  among  my  Zabian  ancestry?  Was  one 
language  spoken  by  the  entire  world?  Tea,  and  dispersed  from 
the  land  of  Zab,  eastward  from  the  Indus  to  what  is  now  America, 
by  Us  and  Toll;  from  Mamre  and  Nahor  by  Abraham.  What 
language  was  spoken  and  written  by  the  Phoenecians  but  the 
Zabian,  carried  into  the  regions  of  Syria  and  the  islands  of  the 
Great  Sea  by  Hemitic  tribes?  Was  it  not  the  Aramaic  words 
an!  arts  that  prevailed  in  Sidon.  Tyre,  Cilicia,  Tarsos,  Leybia 
and  Carthage?  Did  not  the  worship  of  the  stars  come  from  the 
land  of  Accadla  and  the  Temple  of  Zab  and  the  altar  of  Baal- 
samin  and  the  priestess  Urania?  Did  not  the  people  of  Damas- 
cus, Phoenecia,  Gallilee,  Samaria,  Judea  and  Decapolis  speak 
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their  words  in  the  Zabian  tongue?*  Were  not  the  Scriptures 
read  in  the  synagogues  of  all  Syria  from  Zabian  Books?  Were 
not  all  the  words  of  the  Holy  Man  of  Nazareth  given  in  Ara- 
maic, and  did  not  all  the  people  who  heard  the  words  of  Jesus 
hear  and  understand  in  the  language  of  Zab?  Be  your  history 
Christian  or  pagan,  it  affirms  my  questions.  It  affirms  more — 
it  affirms  that,  from  the  once  beautiful  land  of  Akkad,  in 
Northern  Persia  anl  in  Northern  Arabia,  there  came  to  all  the 
world  the  knowledge  you  have  of  Divine  Law." 

"Wishing  only  for  plain  facts/'  I  said,  "most  worthy  Saba, 
will  you  please  tell  me  how  near  the  Old  anl  New  Testaments 
come  toward  reflecting  the  literary  standards  of  the  Accadian 
people  during  the  ten  centuries  preceding  the  time  of  Jesus  the 
Messiah?" 

"From  a  Shemitic  point  of  view,  my  incredulous  friend, 
the  Bible  is  a  great  improvement  on  the  Akkad  vernacular, 
especially  among  the  descendants  of  Hebre  (Eber),  from  whom 
emanated  many  of  the  Apocraphal  Scriptures.  Many  of  the  most 
important  tablets,  of  high  literary  and  philosophical  merit,  were 
lost  In  the  fall  of  Nineveh  and  other  Accadian  cities.  The  best 
astrological  works,  and  treatises  on  the  zodiac,  on  medicine, 
on  numbers,  on  society  and  government  wereentirely  lost  In 
the  destruction  of  Ur,  Mamre,  Rehoboth  and  other  Mesopotamlan 
cities,  some  destroyed  by  volcanic  eruptions  and  others  by  the 

The  family  of  Shemitic  languages,  which  originally  spread 
over  Palestine,  Phoenecia,  Arabia  and  Assyria,  and  subsequent- 
ly over  Asia  Minor  and  the  Mediterranean  coast,  are  properly 
dlvldel  into  three  classes — (1)  the  Aramaic,  or  northern  dia- 
lect, comprising  the  Chaldee  and  Syriac;  (2)  the 'Arabic  dialect, 
comprising  the  Iranic,  the  Persee  and  Egyptic;  (3)  the  Hebraic, 
comprising  the  various  Shemitic  vernaculars,  the  principal  be- 
ing the  Aramaic,  Phoenecian  and  Egyptic. 

The  north  Shemitic,  or  Aramaic,  was  the  language  of  the 
whole  district  between  the  Mediterranean  and  the  Tlgres,  south 
of  the  Black  Sea,  and  southwarl,  including  Babylonia,  whither 
the  Israelites  were  carried  by  Nebuchadezzar.  Whatever 
strange  elements  the  Babylonian  and  Assyrian  vernaculars  may 
have  contained,  they  had  a  full  chain  to  be  reckoned  among 
the  Shemitic  dialects — Chambers'  Cyclopedia. 
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ravages  of  war.  In  the  absence  of  a  uniformity  of  text  book 
schooling  in  ancient  Mesopotamia,  a  great  many  vernaculars 
prevailed.  By  reference  to  the  Book  of  Ecclesiastics  you  will 
observe  the  identical  literary  standard  of  the  teachings  of  Jesus, 
John  and  Paul.*  Much  of  the  sermons  of  Jesus  were  rehearsals 
of  Shemitic  moral  and  religious  maxims,  and  perfectly  reflect 
the  best  literature  of  the  Akkads.  And  this  is  logically  true, 
for  every  learned  man  reflects  the  highest  literary  standarls 
of  his  own  people." 

"Feeling  deeply  grateful  for  your  presence  and  willingness 
to  impart  your  knowledge  of  primitive  times."  I  continued, 
"will  you  give  me  briefly  what  you  know  regarding  the  stories 
of  the  Great  Flood?" 

"Long  before  the  dispersion  of  the  Aramaic  people  both  the 
tribes  of  Ham  and  Shem  possessed  tablets  of  Cuneiform  records 
of  a  general  flood.  Copies  of  the  tablets  were  preserved  in 
the  libraries  of  Nineveh,  Babylonia,  Persepolis,  Mamre  and  Ur, 
and  in  other  Akkad  cities,  and  translations  were  made  into  the 
dialects  prevailing  in  India,  Egypt,  Arabia,  Phoenecia,  and  al- 
most every  considerable  community  possessed  the  record  in 
some  form,  as  it  told  of  the  most  wonderful  event  known  to 
man.  That  such  a  floo<J  occurred  need  not  be  questioned.  It 
was  predictel  by  the  Magians  and  Astrologers,  and  when  the 
mountains  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Caspian  and  Black  Seas  were 
covered  with  extraordinary  depth  of  snow  the  inhabitants  of 
all  Mesopotamia  began  preparing  for  Inundations,  which  long 
expelrence  had  proven  were  certain  to  follow,  and  the  super- 
stition of  the  people  attributed  the  cause  to  offended  deities. 
The  known  world  then  scarcely  extenled  to  the  Indus  on  the 
east,  to  the  Persian  Sea  on  the  south,  to  the  Alps  on  the  west 

The  Shemitic  words  used  in  the  New  Testament  are  one 
and  all  Aramaic,  and  the  same  is  true  of  the  Shemitic  terms 
found  in  Josephus  The  Aramaic  literature  we  now  possess 
was  derived  from  the  Jews,  comprised  in  Daniel,  Ezra,  several 
Apocraphal  books,  Targums,  some  of  the  Mishna,  Midrosh  anl 
Talmudic  collections.  The  language  of  the  Talmudic  books 
is  Aramaic,  or  Chaldee,  closely  approaching  the  Syriac. — 
Chambers. 
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and  the  region  of  the  Oxus  on  the  north.  Centrally  the  region 
of  the  Black  and  Caspian  Seas  is  characterized  as  the  greatest 
watershed  of  the  world.  Oeodetically  local  causes  were  suf- 
ficient to  bring  about  a  flood  of  great  depth  and  breadth,  which 
was  the  event;  but  the  story  of  that  event  never  lost  color  or 
force  in  its  repetition." 

'If  the  Great  Flool  was  only  local  to  the  region  round  about 
Northern  Mesopotamia/*  I  inquired,  "then  how  was  it  that  the 
ancient  Aztecs  of  Mexico  also  had  a  legend  of  a  universal 
flood?" 

"Just  as  reasonable  that  the  Aztecs  had  records  of  the 
Mesopotamia!}  flood  as  that  they  had  charts  of  the  Zabian 
zodiac,*  the  nature  worship  of  the  Accadians,  sun  and  star 
deities,  their  lands  in  usufructuary  possession,  and  other  Her- 
metric  and  Shemetic  modes  and  customs." 

"I  desire  now  to  inquire  into  the  origin  of  types  of  the 
human  race,  and  conditions  of  development,  form,  features, 
habits  and  social  ethics,"  I  said. 

"I  can  only  speak  in  a  general  way,"  said  Saba.  "Each 
human  type  unfolds  the  same  germ  differently  according  to 
conditions  of  location  and  climatic  surroundings.  The  greatest 
variety  of  mineral  and  vegtal  deposits  and  the  greatest  varia- 
tions of  atmospheric  refractions, — as  *n  widespread  mountainous 
districts,  and  in  the  north  temperate  zones,  like  Canada  and 
the  Northern  American  States,  like  portions  of  Central  Europe, 
Armenia,  Caucasia,  Hungary  and  Northern  Persia, — are  indi- 
ginous  to  the  development  of  symmetrical  forms  of  the  white 
types  of  man.  It  took  a  thousand  years  of  mental  and  moral 
culture  to  develop  the  Grecian  nose  or  Roman  chin,  and  it  took 
another  thousand  years  of  neglect  to  degenerate  that  nose  anl 
chin;  and  it  took  the  bestefforts  of  Nature  under  favorable 
conditions  five  thousand  years  to  evolve  Accadian  social  peace, 

•For  what  the  world  owes  to  the  Shemites  in  the  fields 
of  science,  industry  and  inventions,  and  to  the  civilization  that 
spread  with  the  Shemltlc  laws  wherever  the  Mesopotamian 
migrated,  we  .only  need  to  refer  to  Phoenecian,  Chaldean  and 
Assyrian  history;  nor  ought  the  reader  to  forget  that  the  very 
alphabet  of  all  modern  languages  is  of  Shemitic  origin. 
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and  it  cost  the  world  the  lives  of  a  million  soldiers  to  destroy 
it  The  conditions  for  the  development  of  a  high  degree  of 
moral  and  physical  perfection  in  a  nation  lay  closely  in  line 
with  the  old  Shemitlc  laws  of  purification  of  the  body  and  the 
mental  discipline  of  childhood  Inculcated  in  Talmudic  Scrip- 
tures.* The  Bbrais  (Hebraic)  was  a  universal  moral  code  from 
the  Akkad,  when  the  Zablan  language  prevailel  In  the  known 
world,  when  Elohim  alone  was  worshipped  in  one  voice  of 
acclaim.  Search  you  in  the  Book  of  Chasidim,  my  son,  and 
learn  from  the  wise  Accadians  the  laws  of  perfect  life." 

"You  speak  of  the  laws  of  perfect  life,  my  ancient  friend," 
I  appealed.  "Do  you  mean  The  Law,  as  often  mentioned  in  the 
Bible?" 

"Precisely,  sir;  The  Law, — as  quoted  by  Jesus  and  John, 
much  of  which  was  contained  in  the  rejected  Holy  Book  of 
Chasidim, — is  poorly  understood  or  appreciated  in  this  Nine* 
teenth  Cenutry  Age  of  Sensualism!  How  many  of  the  people 
of  earth  are  pure  in  heart,  and  void  of  deception?  With  the 
pure  in  heart  there  is  no  greed,  avarice,  vanity  or  lust.  In  the 
Zablan  Nazlrhood  no  man  had  the  evil  eye  to  look  upon  a  woman 
to  lust  after  her,  and  therefore  was  void  of  offence  " 

"May  I  be  informed,  dear  Saba,  if  the  Zablans  taught  the 
unitized  or  the  diversified  origin  of  man?" 

"Why,  my  son,  with  all  your  science,  how  can  you  ask  such 
a  question?  Do  not  all  things  in  Nature,  in  the  Great  Kosmos, 
betoken  diversity  in  growth?  The  Zabians,  having  classified 
all  the  Phenomena  of  Being,  surely  taught  diversity  in  the 
origin  of  man.  The  internal  or  literary  evidence  of  the  Egyp- 
tian form  of  the  legend  of  creation  indicates  diversity  in  human 
origin,  wherein  Cain  married  into  a  family  residing  over  east 
from  Accadia.  Who,  and  from  whence  were  the  populations 
of  the  cities  which  Cain  built?  In  matters  of  ethnology,  my 
friend,  reason  alone  is  a  safe  guide." 

"Tour  information  leads  me  to  conclude  that  your  religious 
faith  is  identical  with  that  of  Jesus  the  Messiah,"  I  suggested. 

"Yes,  my  son,"  Saba  answered.  "Though  I  lived  on  earth 
a  thonsand  years  before  the  beloved  Jesus,  I  lived  in  the  same 
law,  spoke  the  same  words,  in  the  same  language,  performed 
the  same  acts.    I  confess  the  weakness  of  heaven  in  not  saving 
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him  from  the  wolves  that  destroyed  his  life  You  query — 'Why 
should  it  be?'  I  answer — The  powers  of  Satan  did  make  it 
so.  Collate  and  classify  the  phenomena  of  evil, — of  war,  lust, 
theft,  murder,  perjury*  malice,  trespass,  avarice, — then  you  have 
the  science  from  which  issued  the  Book  of  Wisdom.  Search 
ye  that  book  and  learn  of  the  organic  powers  of  Satan  the  wrath 
from  which  every  child  born  o  f woman  is  warned  to  flee!" 

'I  fain  would  praise  a  man  so  great  in  logic;  but  praises 
you  reject,  dear  Saba.  Pray  tell  me  now  wherein  you  reconcile 
Kosmic  Unity  with  the  two  great  universal  powers  of  Good 
and  Evil?" 

"In  Kosmic  Unity  are  two  primary  powers,  symbolized  as 
Light  and  Darkness,  Good  and  Evil,  God  and  Devil,  Elohim 
and  Satan,  Spirit  and  Matter,  Soul  and  Body,  Purity  and  Cor- 
ruption always  in  hostility  when  the  powers  of  matter  are 
predominant;  in  harmony  when  spirit  predominates  and  right 
prevails.  It  is  always  unfortunate  tor  life,  as  on  this  our  planet, 
where  the  spiritual  is  out  of  balance  with  the  material,  with 
Satan  in  the  Pulpit  and  Moloch  in  the  Chair  of  State." 

"This  is  a  severe  stricture,  sire  and  teacher  in  the  Zabian 
faith,"  I  Interjected.  "Is  not  the  American  Republic  In  line 
with  the  gospel  of  Christ?  It  is  called  a  Christian  nation,  and 
wherein  is  it  lacking?" 

"It  lacks  in  foundation  and  structure,"  replied  Saba  "The 
land  is  sold  forever,  which  God  only  gave  in  usufruct.  This 
opens  the  way  for  Greed  and  Avarice  to  destroy  the  brother- 
hood of  man,  creating  masters  and  slaves.  The  Zabian  law 
equalized  the  brethren  on  the  arable  soil.  Did  It  not  forbid 
usury  one  with  another?  Aye,  and  Shylock  ministers  in  your 
seats  of  justice  to  the  end  that  the  poor  are  galled  by  the 
debtors'  collars.  Are  not  your  courts  schools  of  iniquity  rather 
than  the  houses  of  mercy?  Jesus  would  say,  'as  ye  have  served 
the  weakest  man  so  have  ye  served  God!'  But  in  your  republic 
the  rich  are  exalted  and  the  poor  debased!  Is  such  a  Christian 
nation?  Until  the  gospel  of  equity  of  rights,  privileges  and 
benefits  is  proclaimed  in  the  Christian  pulpits  and  praicticed 
in  law  the  words  of  Jesus  are  made  a  mockery  by  those  who 
profess  his  faith  in  words  while  their  hearts  are  in  the  service 
of  Satan!     Your  Christianity  is  a  mockery  of  Christ!" 
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"Now,  my  dear  Saba,  if  the  Zablan  laws  and  ethics  were 
of  such  a  high  character  as  to  promote  universal  peace  and 
the  brotherhood  of  mankind,  why  have  they  not  been  better 
preserved  and  disseminated  among  the  various  nations?*' 

"For  the  very  reason  that  corruption  in  government  and 
vice  in  society  would  be  treated  as  Jesus  treated  them  amoiig 
the  people  of  his  time.  The  very  books  that  were  most  in* 
slstent  upon  pure  lives  and  righteousness  among  governments 
were  hidden  away  or  destroyed*  by  governors  of  corrupt 
motives." 

"I  realize,  most  noble  Saba,  that  this  happy  interview  must 
close.  Before  leaving  me,  will  you  kindly  tell  me  why  so 
humble  and  unworthy  a  person  was  chosen  as  myself  through 
which  to  transmit  this  valuable  information  to  mankind?" 

'1  have  chosen  you  because  you  answer  my  purpose  in 
presenting  a  faithful  statement,  because  also  I  have  been  with 
you  as  healer  of  your  many  hurts,  and  found  I  could  lead  your 
mind  into  a  knowledge  Important  to  the  salvation  of  man  from 
the  abyss  of  evil  into  which  the  human  races  are  falling  day 
by  day.  I  trust  that  what  I  have  said  will  lead  the  erring 
into  the  true  way  of  life  eternal,  and  save  many  from  the  pit- 
falls of  spiritual  death.  Be  ye  faithful  to  the  end  of  time  and 
hope  for  a  blessed  immortality.     Farewell." 

The  vision  disappeared  as  the  last  word  was  uttered,  leav- 
ing me  to  contemplate  the  most  delightful  experience  of  my 
life,  not  excepting  the  visitation  of  the  Christ.  I  thought  to 
obtain  more  facts  about  his  identity,  but  failed  to  do  so.  My 
impression  was  that  he  must  have  been  a  Rabbi  of  the  ancient 
Levites;  then  again  I  thought  his  features  indicated  adminis- 
tration of  law,  his  executive  chin  and  firm  expressiveness  out- 


♦The  Shemltic  language  was  prior  to  the  Grecian,  as  seen 
in  Shemitic  names  to  every  article  of  Grecian  use  and  trade— 
the  spices,  jewels  and  precious  stones;  medicines,  dyes,  gravers, 
blowpipes,  lathes,  names  of  garments,  art  implements  for  spin- 
ning and  weaving,  and  the  names  of  prepared  food — all  of 
ancient  Shemitic  use  in  Mesopotamia  before  the  Dispersion  and 
Capitvity  of  Israel,  or  hidden  away  by  religious  fanatics,  and 
their  best  books  were  destroyed —Cyclopedia  Britanica. 
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lining  the  traits  of  a  benevolent  king.  Whatever  estimate  the 
reader  may  place  upon  the  merits  of  this  chapter,  I  am  con- 
fident it  will  lead,  as  it  has  led  me,  to  the  grandest  ethnological 
investigation  ever  opened  to  the  mind  of  man. 


-  False  Religion — Mystery  confronts  the  minds  of  men,  women 
and  children,  now,  and  through  all  historic  time,  because  of  dark 
clonds  of  credulity.  The  Law  of  Life  is  plain,  and  none  need  err 
therein,  except  as  false  teaching  beclouds  the  mind.  Light  of 
Life  dispels  every  dark  speck  of  mystery  from  the  Copernlcan 
system,  leaving  bedeviled  man  in  true  conscious  affinity  with 
the  Infinite.  By  a  creed  Jesus  was  murdered,  and  every  creed 
of  earth  hath  the  pollution  of  the  blood  of  innocence.  Verily, 
honor  is  often  to  all,  but  Iniquity  devlseth  a  mystery. 

There  is  no  mystery  with  God,  apprehension  in  every  form  of 
life,  as  true  in  Its  abiding  insects  as  in  man;  as  true  in  the 
spiritual  as  in  the  corporeal;  as  true  in  subjective  as  in  objec- 
tive potency.  Verily,  whosoever  runneth  readeth  clearly  every 
sign  of  God  and  needeth  not  the  cunning  of  an  Interpreter 
Mystery  serveth  as  a  mockery  of  truth. 
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CHAPTER  33. 

MANS  LOFTIEST  AIM  AND  DE8TINY— THE  NEW  ME88AQE 

OF   CHRI8T. 

"O,  Oh!— Morris,  Morris!— the  house  is  on  fire!  Hurry! 
Quick!— Fire!  fire!" 

"Hush! — there  is  no  fire! — you're  only  dreaming!"  said  a 
quieting  voice. 

"Yes,  it's  all  ablaze! — quick,  give  the  alarm!"  I  cried. 

"No,  no! — be  quiet;  there  is  no  fire;  it's  all  a  dream,"  the 
voice  replied. 

"My  God,  if  there  is  a  God,  have  mercy!  What  an  awful 
light!  terrible,  blinding!  O,  so  white!  Now  yellow,  blue;  now 
prismatic;  now  turns  to  pale  orange!  Well,  'tis  all  a  dream. 
But  see  the  men! — a  dozen,  a  score! — This  Is  terrible;  'twill 
kill  me!— Then  die  it  is!     O,  surely  this  is  death!" 

"Fear  not,  my  friend;  be  calm — there  is  no  harm— Saba  has 
come  again  to  cure  your  malady.  These,  our  friends,  are  with 
me;  there,  you  see  whom  you  have  seen  before,  Jesus,  the 
Saviour  of  Man.  Zeno,  the  Divine  Oracle;  Zab,  the  Prince  of 
Peace,  Father  of  Truth ;  to  their  right  are  three  beloved  teachers 
of  the  Akkad  philosophy,  Tacitus,  Seneca  and  Antlpater;  here, 
to  the  left  of  Jesus,  are  Socrates,  Plato  and  Aristotle,  and  here 
by  my  side  are  your  own  Mother,  Sister  and  Brother!" 

"O,  how  good,  how  beautiful!  I  see  my  great  error!  surely 
man  can  be  immortal!  Great  and  good  friend  Saba,  am  I  not 
deceived?    Mother,  George,  Lucy — speak,  if  possible!" 

"Yes/  John,  we  still  live;  have  no  fear  of  death;  we  are 
with  you  always,"  said  the  immortal  ones. 

"And  am  I  really  dead?— Is  this  the  Spirit  World?  Or 
is  it  but  a  dream?  O,  noble  Saba,  my  cup  of  joy  is  full.  Poor, 
sickly,  atheistic  worm  of  the  dust,  how  can  I  recompense  this 
visitation?  Take  all  I  have,  mortal  life  and  all,  for  ransoming 
from  mystery  so  grand  a  truth  as  I  now  behold!     A  single 
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moment  of  this  visitation  is  a  thousand  times  more  worth  '*»•" 
sU  the  Joys  of  Earth!  O,  tell  me,  thou  Heavenly  Messengers, 
some  doty  that  I  can  do  tn  my  poor  way  that  I  may  possibly 
merit  the  poorest  place  la  Immortality!* 

"Thou  art  sick  nearly  onto  death,  my  son,"  said  Saba;  -yet 
many  years  yon  will  remain  on  earth.  This  night,  by  my  sus- 
taining power,  I  bid  yon  write  each  page  the  Saviour  holds 
before  your  eyes!— Awake,  the  dream  is  past " 

"Wake  up,  Mr.  Evarts;  here  is  a  nice  dish  of  soup."  By 
some  little  shaking  I  was  aroused  by  Mr.  Morris,  who  held 
in  his  hand  a  steaming  dish  of  chicken  broth.  He  had  just 
come  home  from  his  work  about  6:30  in  the  evening.  I  was 
then  convalescing  from  the  erysipelas  malady  mentioned  in 
the  preceding  chapter,  and  was  feeling  quite  well  except  weak- 
ness in  body  and  strange  sensations  of  weakness  about  my 
head  and  face. 

I  had  slept  most  of  the  day,  and  on  eating  the  broth  and 
graham  cakes  I  was  greatly  revived.  After  supper  I  felt  quite 
strong,  and  so  well  that  I  concluded  to  sit  up  and  write  some 
long  delayed  answers  to  letters.  This  I  proceeded  to  do,  when 
a  drowsy  feeling  came  over  me,  and  I  thought  to  dose  awhile 
in  my  chair.  The  dream  partially  returned,  then  vanished,  and 
my  eyes  seemed  fixed  on  a  page  of  writing. 

Now,  look  here,  I  thought  to  myself,  this  idea  of  copying 
from  the  hands  of  spirits  is  erratic  and  visionary,  wild  and 
incongruous;  too  simple  to  think  about  It  only  comes  as  a 
mere  chimera,  illusion,  or  mental  mirage,  resulting  from  a  life- 
time habit  of  looking  at  copy  while  setting  type.  I  knew  I 
had  looked  at  copy  so  much  that  I  could  sit  down  and  write 
off  i>age  after  page  after  putting  the  same  in  type.  What  is 
the  matter  with  me?  Am  I  crazy,  to  consider  for  a  moment 
that  spirits  can  come  about,  making  talk  and  communications? 
No,  no!  I  must  not  be  carried  away  with  such  delusions!  What 
tf  there  are  no  such  things  as  God,  Immortality,  spirits,  angels, 
or  anything  about  man  but  the  one  corpoal  life?  If  I  could  only 
throw  about  me  the  mantle  of  Christian  ignorance,  then  I  could 
be  happy.  In  belief  without  knowledge! 

If  Apollonius,  Saykiamuni,  Zeno,  Jesus  and  the  rest  of  the 
noble  dead  want  to  come  back  and  communicate,  why  don't  they 
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choose  the  Christians,  and  not  an  Atheist,  through  whom  to 
talk? 

Truly,  I  have  had  a  multitude  of  visions — wonderful,  awful 
to  behold — persons,  men,  women  and  children,  talking  and  act- 
ing like  people;  and  a  million  times  1  ask  myself  the  question, 
"Is  it  a  freak  of  insanity?" 

I  have  repeatedly  asked  Jesus — "Is  there  a  God?"  and  he, 
with  the  audacity  of  Poe's  "Raven/'  answers — "Is  it  not  written 
in  your  law,  I  said,  Te  are  -gods?" 

I  have  noticed  that  the  first  visible  phenomena  in  the 
universe  is  the  snow-flake — the  first  step  of  ether  into  form — 
and  I  ask  if  crystallzation  is  the  primary  mode  of  motion — Is 
Divinity  altogether  merely  a  dynamic  affair? 

I  know  this  question  is  a  poser  to  both  Theology  and 
Science;  and  I  know  also  that  all  Popes,  Professors,  Priests 
and  Prophets  must  fall  prostrate  before  It.  But  I  ask  It  In  a 
kindly  spirit,  and  most  humbly  invoke  an  answer,  poor  worm 
of  the  dust  that  I  am.    In  deep  humility  I  desire  the  truth. 

"God  have  mercy,  if  there  is  a  God,  on  my  poor  atheistic 
soul,"  said  I,  startled  at  my  own  thoughts.  "What's  this  I  see? 
What  a  beautiful  hand,  so  fair,  so  white,  so  delicate!  It  is 
awful  to  be  in  the  presence  of  that  hand,  for  I  know  whose 
it  is — My  eternal  curse  on  the  Demon  Superstition  that  spiked 
that  hand  to  the  Cross! — and  here  are  several  pages  for  me 
to  copy — unless  I  can  struggle  out  o(  this  illusion.  Ah,  well, 
let  it  run — 

"To  Every  Child  of  Earth  Hoping  and  Struggling  for  Im- 
mortal Life:  How  long  and  deep  your  prayers  have  been  that 
I  should  coice  again  to  take  a  hand  in  the  affairs  of  men!  I 
am  now  here;  what  would  you  have  me  do?  Would  you  have 
me  plow,  and  sow,  and  reap,  that  ye  may  have  plenty  and  to 
spare?  Ye  sons  of  men,  ye  have  each  two  hands  as  good  as 
mine.  And  were  1  to  come  to  plow,  where  Is  the  land  for  the 
poor  to  plow?  for  in  world-wise  things  I  should  be  poor  Indeed. 

"What  would  ye  do  were  I  to  live  again  on  earth?  Ye  pray 
for  me  to  be  your  king.  That  cannot  be,  since  I  am  but  a 
brother.  Ye  seek  to  worship  me — See  ye  do  not  this  folly — Is  it 
not  already  said— 'Worship  God?* 

"Where  is  your  wisdom?    If  ye  are  brethren,  ye  need  no 
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kin^;  for,  as  brethren,  the  law  of  love  guides  every  act  Are 
ye  covetous,  lustful,  greedy,  thieving?— then  ye  need  a  king. 
Do  they,  who  make  the  poor  man  fret,  pray  Christ  to  come? 
As  ye  serve  the  poorest  one  of  earth,  so  ye  do  serve  the  Eternal 
God,  from  whence  all  come. 

"O,  Priest  of  Formal  Rites,  thou  friend  of  an  usnrons  world, 
thy  traditions  are  dead  to  the  law  of  love— how  can  ye  pray 
that  Christ  shall  come?  for  Christ  Is  the  Spirit  of  Brotherhood! 
Your  lusts  and  extortions  have  no  part  with  the  Law  of  Brother- 
hood. 

"O,  ye  Priests  of  Divers  Creeds,  ye  breeders  of  confusion, 
how  long  will  ye  blaspheme  God  by  setting  men  at  variance? 
Why  mockingly  pray  that  Christ  shall  come?— ye  who  have 
espoused  the  letter  and  scourged  the  spirit  of  the  law? 

"O,  ye  men  of  earth,  do  ye  pray  for  another  Christ  to  kill? 
Verily,  ye  have  harshly  dealt  with  they  who  love  mankind- 
yea,  he  who  says  'Let  us  reason'  is  in  danger  of  persecution. 
How  many  wise  and  good  men  were  murdered  that  a  Christ 
should  be  glorified! 

"Ye  Priests  of  many  creeds,  what  say  ye  of  Mammon  with 
his  millions?  Do  ye  pray  a  Christ  shall  come  and  divide  all 
riches  with  the  poor?  What  are  ye  doing  in  the  hearts  of  men 
to  make  ready  for  the  Spirit  of  Love?  Truly  the  Spirit  of 
Mammon  usurps  the  world,  and  where,  O  where,  have  gone 
the  Priests  of  Christ?  I  come  and  ask  ye  now,  What  have  you 
done  with  God's  title-deeds  to  man?  Answer  me  now,  or  cease 
to  make  the  church  a  mockery! 

"O,  Man!— bow  dastardly  are  thy  deeds!  Kill  me.  kill 
Socrates! — kill,  and  break  the  bones,  of  every  man  who  nobly 
pleads  for  peace  and  brotherhood! — burn  alive  Bruno  and 
Servetus! — ye  arrant  Devils  of  Superstition!  The  martyrs  have 
stood  your  tortures  with  fotitude;  but  vile  and  cowardly  Demons 
of  Credulity,  reptiles  and  bloody  savages  of  the  earth,  what 
black  and  heartless  deeds  have  ye  done  in  the  name  of  the 
Man  of  Nazareth?  Capricious  monster,  Credulity!— why  did  ye 
murder  in  cold  blood  a  million  of  peaceful  Aztecs? — for  gold? 
Why  did  ye  slaughter  the  Toltic  race?— for  gold!  Why  massacre 
the  Incan  race? — for  gold,  the  price  of  Innocent  blood! 

"O,  Christian!— how  cowardly  are  thy  crimes!     Read  over 
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the  revolting  murders  of  the  Inquisiton!  Who  made  thy  cruel 
creed  breed  but  nfamous  liars,  steeped  in  bestial  lust?  O 
Christian! — how  many  millions,  from  infancy  to  age,  made  thy 
hands  red  with  murder,  and  In  my  name!  Ah,  deny  not  thy 
dark  and  secret  crimes,  the  foulness  of  thy  murders,  for  every 
act  finds  record  in  Books  Eternal!  The  stench  of  all  thy  odious 
deeds  have  reached  the  courts  of  God! 

"Priests  of  Tradition,  ye  who  mumble  in  vain  imaginations, 
turn  ye  back  to  suffering  man  from  your  dismal  incantations, 
and  learn  the  simple  truth,  that  every  one  in  spirit  life  is  real 
as  yourselves,  as  human  as  you,  except  your  greed,  and  lust, 
and  avarice.  Why  creep  and  grovel  among  the  husks  of  dead 
things,  when  every  truth  Is  In  the  present  hour?  What  bloody 
crimes  prevail  in  Christian  Russia! 

"Priests  of  the  Living  Truth,  bring  to  your  daily  tasks  the 
garnered  seeds  of  wisdom,  while  4old  things  pass  away  and  all 
things  become  new,'  for  daily  all  things  cast  off  the  Increment 
of  death. 

"O,  Priests  of  Evil,  whose  temples  stand  near  the  Pools 
of  Sodomy,  whose  closets  hides  the  Skulls  of  Iniquity,  how  have 
ye  oppressed  my  fellow-man,  and  in  my  name! — How  ye  have 
set  high  the  laws  of  Mammon,  robbed  the  weak  to  enrich  the 
strong,  put  the  sword  of  Usury  of  Extortion  at  the  gates  of 
labor,  and  fixed  the  Signet-Seal  of  Pelf  upon  the  land  God  gave 
to  man!  O,  Princes  of  Pride,  who  worship  at  the  feet  of  the 
Borgian  Womn,  verily  ye  cannot  escape  your  retribution. 

"Ye  Priests  of  Sophistry,  leaving  the  Rights  of  Man  in  evil 
lines,  ye  create  dissentions  on  days,  and  times,  and  defcd  for- 
malities, while  bearers  of  burdens  suffer  in  want  of  Charity. 
Verily,  in  the  Will  of  God  every  child  born  into  the  world  is 
lord  of  time.  Is  it  not  written  in  the  Book  of  Zab:  'The  will 
of  man  is  a  symbol  of  God?*  Tea,  and  have  ye  not  hid  away 
the  True  Wisdom  of  Akkad?  Have  ye  not  quenched  the  fire 
of  the  True  Light?" 

Suddenly  the  copy  disappeared,  and  I  felt  like  following 
it,  as  I  often  had  while  setting  type  and  the  wind  swept  it  out 
of  the  window.  In  its  place  comes  a  soft  yellow  light,  half 
filling  the  room,  in  which  I  dimly  perceived  the  outlines  of  a 
man  in  a  sitting  posture.  Presently  a  living  person  was  per- 
fectly revealed— it  was  Jesus,  the  Christ,  whose  visits  I  had 
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become  so  accustomed  to  as  not  to  feel  disconcerted.  But  I 
always  feel  ashamed  of  myself  when  he  comes,  such  a  ribald 
Atheist  I  hare  been  most  of  my  life,  and  then  to  be  permitted 
to  sit  in  the  presence  of  the  grandest  spirit  in  the  UniTerse. 
yet  appearing  without  the  least  particle  of  ostentation. 

My  first  feeling,  at  the  sight  of  the  Saviour,  was  to  fan  to 
my  knees  in  adoration,  but  his  demeanor  reassured  me  of  the 
futility  of  the  folly  of  man-worship,  when  he  said: 

"Rest  a  little  while  from  your  writing,  my  son — presently 
you  may  copy  a  few  more  pages,  which  greatly  changes  the 
tenor  of  this  message." 

"I  am  not  tired,  thou  friend  of  the  poor  and  lowly,"  said  I; 
'It  is  Joy  immeasurable  to  do  your  work.  I  am  glad  to  see  you 
scourge  the  Christian  churches  for  fostering  the  classes  and 
neglecting  the  masses.  May  I  ask  if  you  will  point  the  way, 
In  this  message,  that  will  guide  mankind  into  the  religion  that 
you  promoted  while  living  on  earth  in  Palestine?** 

"Mistake  me  not,  my  son;  it  was  not  a  religion  that  I 
promoted;  it  was  the  Zabian  philosophy  I  taught  mankind — 
greater  than  all  religion — the  Science  of  Brotherhood,  in  which 
all  shall  dwell  together  in  harmony.  On  the  Science  of  Brother- 
hood I  need  not  dwell — It  Is  written  in  the  Zabian  law,  whose 
symbol  is,  'Love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself/  Without  science  there 
is  no  truth  revealed  to  man.  Science  is  the  Interpreter  of  God. 
By  Science  man  has  found  faith,  hope  and  security  in  Eternal 
Law.    Fear  not  the  finishing  of  your  task,  my  son — Farewell!' 

The  vision  vanished,  and  the  beautiful  white  hand  of  the 
Saviour  resumed  its  position  of  placing  the  copy  before  my 
eyes,  which  I  transcribed  with  unusual  speed.  Instead  of  taking 
a  single  line  in  my  mind  at  a  time,  as  a  printer  does  in  type 
composition,  I  wrote  on  for  a  whole  page  with  only  an  occa- 
sional glance  at  the  copy,  seemingly  coming  more  as  a  mental 
inspiration  than  merely  as  making  a  copy.  The  message  of 
Jesus  continues — 

"Like  the  Zabian  philosophy,  science  accounts  for  every- 
thing by  pure  reason  alone.  Through  chemistry  man  has  re- 
vealed the  mysteries  of  divine  activity  in  the  material  world; 
through  astronomy  the  outward  modes  of  the  universe  are  made 
known;   through  numbers  and  art  the  powers  of  nature  are 
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commanded  to  the  use  of  man;    through   reason  and  liberty 
peace  may  prevail  among  nations. 

"Science  is  merciful  and  beneficent;  it  comes  quickly  to 
the  relief  of  pain;  it  lifts  and  carries  the  burdens  of  man.  It 
bids  pestilence  to  depart  from  the  city,  and  covers  desert  places 
with  verdure.  It  enlarges  the  means  of  life  and  happiness, 
bridges  impassable  chasms,  shields  life  against  dangers  and 
stays  the  tide  of  plague  and  famine.  It  waters  arid  wastes  and 
makes  fruitful  fields  on  sterile  ground. 

"Science  is  the  ambassador  of  God  and  the  friend  of  Man! 
Its  light  is  a  joy  to  all;  it  shows  the  ways  of  God  in  the  world. 
Its  schools  promote  wisdom;  its  lamps  are  set  against  follly. 
It  regulates  heat  and  tempers  the  rigor  of  cold.  Its  arts  make 
the  broken  whole  and  the  ugly  beautiful.  Its  promise  bids  the 
mind  to  aspire,  its  works  makes  the  heart  glad.  The  pure 
seek  its  counsel,  and  evil  fears  its  presence. 

"Verily,  evil  flees  from  the  light  of  science,  and  the  good 
are  safe  in  its  beams.  The  thief  and  robber  cannot  escape  its 
eyes,  and  its  vision  magnifies  the  signs  of  violence.  Fear  not, 
the  band  of  science  will  unwhirl  the  tornado  and  raise  the 
siege  of  the  hurricane;  yea,  by  science  the  tempest  is  broken — 
by  law  within  the  reach  of  man  do  winds  and  tides  and  all 
things  move  and  operate. 

"Be  ye  not  unmindful  of  the  wisdom  of  science,  that  heals 
the  sick,  makes  the  lame  walk,  the  blind  see,  the  deaf  hear, 
that  clothes  the  nakedness  of  man,  provides  shelter  and  supplies 
the  means  of  sustenance.  In  law  science  stands  for  equity,  in 
society  for  harmony,  in  the  home  for  purity,  in  the  state  for 
justice,  in  the  person  for  health,  in  the  spirit  for  faith,  hope 
and  immortality. 

"It  is  science  which  interprets  the  mysteries  of  the  world; 
in  It  every  magic  art  is  made  plain;  through  vital  force  it  raises 
the  dead  or  heals  the  sick;  in  its  light  miracles  are  common 
events;  ye  overcome  space  and  time  with  its  rays.  Lifting  the 
veil  that  has  hidden  Prophecy  the  Priests  of  Science  have  un- 
covered a  principle. 

"What  folly  is  this,  regarding  holy  days,  and  making  vain 
disputations— the  wise  in  science  regard  all  days  alike.  Seek 
ye  that  virtue  that  takes  no  part  in  the  partitions  of  time,  but 
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is  concerned  with  the  interests  of  eternity.  Time  is  in  league 
with  the  carnal  interests  of  the  flesh,  and  serves  the  things 
that  perish  with  the  flesh. 

"Science  is  the  wisdom  of  experience;  by  it  Father  Zab 
first  formed  the  Zodiac;  by  it  ye  learn  the  stars  and  foretell 
the  weather;  by  it  ye  discover  the  nature  and  use  of  herbs,  the 
value  of  birds,  beasts,  trees  and  minerals;  by  art  ye  convert 
all  things  of  earth  to  the  benefit  of  man  Without  the  arts  of 
peace  men  rend  their  fellows  like  savage  beasts. 

"What  is  this,  that  men  decry  sin  aloud,  and  sow  in  their 
own  blood  the  seeds  of  Iniquity?  Will  not  the  mark  of  Cain 
be  in  the  foreheads  of  their  children?  Parents  of  mankind, 
whosoever  harboreth  the  intent  of  crime  are  fruitful  of  sins 
that  curse  their  children,  for  whatsoever  is  in  the  bone  will 
flow  in  the  blood. 

"Administration  of  sanitary  laws  attest  the  value  of  science, 
and  dispels  the  credulity  that  God  sends  pestilence  as  chastise- 
ment for  wickedness.  Dynamics  disarmed  the  fabled  Jupiter  and 
drove  malign  stars  from  the  sky — a  day  in  philosophy  banishes 
ages  of  error.  What  darned  error  lurks  in  credulity— driving 
Gallileo  and  De  Dominus  to  death;  the  one  for  defining  rota 
tion,  the  other  for  explaining  the  rainbow. 

"Are  not  the  hands  of  science  white  with  good  deeds?  and 
are  not  those  of  credulity  black  with  the  blood  of  innocence? 
It  is  marvelous  to  contemplate  the  benefits  bestowed  by  genius, 
the  innumerable  fruits  of  peaceful  minds,  the  intestimable  tools 
of  utility;  yet  it  is  sad  to  remember  the  crimes  of  credulity, 
and  sad  to  know  of  the  retribution. 

"Science  never  burned  a  heretic  or  started  a  religious  war. 
But  the  Priests  of  Science  ever  seek  to  overcome  evil  with 
good;  and  I,  Jesus  the  Nazarene,  will  honor  its  votaries,  first 
among  them  Voltaire  and  Thomas  Paine,  the  promoters  of  in- 
tellectual and  personal  liberty  and  the  enemies  of  religious 
persecution.  Whosoever  honoreth  not  them  also  dishonoreth 
me,  for  verily  they  share  with  me  the  bounty  of  Heaven." 

"Sweet  Messenger  of  Peace,"  said  I,  "it  is  not  with  vain- 
glory, but  with  gratitude,  that  I  rejoice  over  your  appreciation 
of  the  humane  labors  of  the  great  Infidels.  It  was  Paine  who 
said:     'My  religion  is  to  do  good;  my  church,  humanity.1 " 
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"Aye,  my  brother;  credulity  has  scourged  lovers  of  truth 
in  all  times;  and,  in  that  the  priests  of  credulity  have  followed 
the  letter  and  quenched  the  Spirit  of  the  Law,  they  have  made 
a  brothel  of  the  Church  of  God!"  resumed  Jesus. 

"In  deep  humility  and  sense  of  unworthiness,  I  call  thee 
Brother,  thou  Friend  of  the  Poor  and  Erring!  Hardened  Athe- 
ist that  I  have  been,  my  dark,  stupid  and  obdurate  mind  craves 
thy  compassion  and  care,  that  I  may  attain  even  to  the  most 
hidden  nook  of  immortality,  and  there,  unobserved,  contemplate 
its  beauty.  Lead  me,  O  thou  Spirit  of  Truth,  to  raise  some 
fallen  creature  into  the  Light  of  Life,  that  I  may  escape  the 
curse  of  eternal  death!"  I  exclaimed. 

"Aye,  child  of  misfortune,"  said  Jesus,  "turn  a  willing  ear 
to  the  cry  of  distress,  a  helping  hand  to  the  weak  and  needy, 
and  whether  ye  will  ot  not  your  life  is  In  the  care  of  God.  Fear 
not,  for  good  deeds  are  never  lost,  and  remember  well  that 
faith  without  works  is  dead.1 " 

"At  your  kind  words.  Beloved  Brother,"  I  continued,  "I  feel 
to  believe  there  is  a  God,  the  Omnipresent  Pulsating  Soul  of 
Nature;  and  in  your  presence  I  feel  to  believe  that  whomsoever 
are  pure  in  heart  are  units  of  the  Omnicient  God.  Is  not  this 
the  reason  for  the  saying,  'Is  it  not  written  in  your  law,  I  said, 
ye  are  gods?' " 

To  which  Jesus  responded:  "Have  ye  not  already  made  it 
a  verity  in  science  that  'feeling  is  the  final  test  of  truth?'*  In 
every  fact,  for  want  of  feeling,  Atheism,  greed,  avarice,  cruelty 
and  hypocrisy  prevail  among  men.  Be  ye  not  deceived  by  inad- 
vertaney,  child  of  the  Malign  World,  as  without  feeling  there 
is  no  charity,  and  without  charity  what  better  is  man  than  the 
brute?    In  feeling  God  is  manifest." 

I  inquired:  "What  am  I  to  understand  by  'the  Malign 
World?'  - 

"From  a  spiritual  view  the  Earth  is  recognised  as  a  planet 
of  extreme  malignant  conditions,  caused  by  its  extent  of  cosmic 
catastroph,  from  which  every  child  born  in  this  world  is  prone 
to  evil." 

•See  Problems,  by  George  Henry  Lewis. 

389 


Digitized  by 


Google 


I  Inquired  again:  "Are  the  wicked  of  this  world  extin- 
guished in  the  world  of  spirit?" 

"Except  there  he  a  spiritual  birth  there  is  no  entrance  in 
the  world  of  spirit;  for,  ye  know  by  your  science,  a  thing  cannot 
have  being  without  foundation;  in  spirit  can  there  be  growth 
without  the  seed?  Is  it  not  said  with  reason,  'As  ye  sow  se 
shall  ye  reap?'  I  give  you  a  symbol — the  barren  tree  is  on  its 
way  to  destruction,  to  final  extinction." 

"Now,  my  Brother  in  Spirit  and  Truth/'  I  continued,  rousing 
to  the  importance  of  the  interview,  "will  you  tell  me  forcefully 
how  you  view  the  religions  of  this  world  in  reference  to  carry- 
ing out  the  will  of  God?" 

"In  this  Malign  World,  my  friend  and  apostle  of  science," 
said  Jesus,  "Satan  lurks  behind  the  curtains  of  every  religious 
order,  and  when  some  would  do  good  evil  is  present  oppressing 
the  poor  to  pamper  the  rich.  The  councils  of  religion  are  often 
the  councils  of  usury  and  extortion.  Are  not  the  thousands 
poor  and  without  gardens?  and  are  not  the  hundreds  rich  with 
power  over  the  land?  What  council  says  with  good  faith,  'the 
poor  shall  possess  the  land  and  have  gardens?'  In  all  the 
councils  of  religion  where  have  the  poor  a  counsellor?  Except 
by  suff ranee  of  the  rich  who  among  the  poor  may  sit  on  the 
footstool  of  Qod?  Aye,  my  bold  interpreter,  in  this  Malign 
World  is  there  one  in  the  councils  of  religion  who  will  not  seek 
to  destroy  a  counsellor  of  the  poor? — If  there  is  one  let  him  step 
forth!  Tea,  verily,  I  say  to  all  the  councils  of  religion,  of 
whatever  name,  that  if  there  is  one  among  you  ready  to  counsel 
for  the  poor  without  fear  of  the  rich,  let  that  one  step  forth 
in  the  Light  of  God!  I,  Jesus  the  Nazarene,  say  to  the  councils 
of  all  religion,  if  ye  are  not  counsellors  for  the  poor  ye  are  not 
in  the  Light  of  God,  but  workers  of  iniquity,  a  generation  of 
vipers,  wantons,  hypocrites,  accursed  of  Man,  an  abomination 
in  the  Law.  How  can  ye  escape  the  fires  of  revolt  and  revolu- 
tion, with  your  councils  filled  with  lusts  of  the  flesh,  extortions 
and  oppressions,  and  pride  and  vanity?  Is  it  not  a  truth,  the 
church  is  sent  Into  the  world  as  a  Gomfortor,  and  who  has  It 
comforted?  How  has  it  kept  its  Faith?  Has  it  not  seen  My 
Children  crying  for  bread  and  given  a  stone?  Not  in  Russia 
alone,  but  in  all  nations  Anti-Christ  sits  on  thrones  of  oppres- 
sion.'' 
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"Beloved  Jesus,  Mediator  of  God  and  Saviour  of  the  fallen, 
your  presence  shakes  my  Atheism  and  almost  persuades  me  to 
believe  in  immortality.  But  how  can  I  make  the  world  believe 
the  real  Jesus  of  Nazareth  is  here  in  person  urging  the  churches 
to  forsake  the  worship  of  Mammon  and  return  to  God?  Surely 
they  pamper  the  rich  and  oppress  the  poor;  surely,  by  sins  of 
omission  the  great  body  and  weight  of  Christianity  upholds 
money  and  land  usury,  combinations  of  wealth,  and  the  minis- 
tration of  laws  that  make  greed  opulent  and  degrade  labor.  If 
I  were  but  a  nignorant  Christian,  having  belief  without  knowl- 
edge, then  my  proclamation  of  your  presence  would  be  passed 
as  a  harmless  lunacy.  But  I  have  been  an  Atheist,  and  the  real 
Jesus  is  my  guest.  I  see  you,  I  hear  you  speak.  I  have  heard 
and  seen  others  speak  whose  spiritual  identity  is  unmistakable. 
And  I  have  been  an  Atheist,  hardened  and  steeled  against  every 
flimsy  pretext  of  evidence,  and  so  bold  as  to  defy  all  the  powers 
of  the  Universe  to  unsettle  my  logic,  and  I  challenge  all  mind 
for  proof  that  thought  exists  separate  from  the  animal  form. 

"Ah,  here  comes  my  other  self  to  confound  me! — It  is  a  little 
perplexing  to  be  a  double  soul,  of  opposite  convictions! — For 
truly  here  in  me  is  a  mind  wholly  conscious  of  God,  angels  and 
immortality!  Jesus,  thou  holy  one,  you  have  consoled  my  sor- 
rows these  forty  years;  I  will  proclaim  thy  visitation,  let  the 
world  decry  it  as  it  may.  Jesus,  thou  Spirit  of  Mercy,  what  Is. 
thy  greatest  quest  to  the  Children  of  Earth?" 

"That  Mammon  release  its  hold  upon  the  footstool  of  God!" 
replied  the  Friend  of  the  Poor.  "For  inasmuch  as  the  vice  of 
usury  blights  the  land,  so  shall  anarchy  blight  the  nations;  and 
inasmuch  as  religion  fosters  the  rich,  so  shall  Satan  rule  the 
church — so  shall  Mammon  oppress  the  poor/' 

"Mediator  thou  art  between  man  and  God,  thou  who  pre- 
ferest  truth  to  error,  can  you  not  tell  me,  and  through  me  tell 
this  world  the  true  remedy  for  the  ills  that  afflict  mankind — 
for  industrial  and  financial  panics,  for  crime  and  social  vice?1' 

"Child  of  false  conditions,  vctlm  of  perverse  relations,  pride 
in  the  church  has  corrupted  the  souls  of  men,  vainglory  hath 
made  religion  a  mockery!  Priests  of  the  church  have  borne 
upon  their  shoulders  the  moral  world — with  their  articles  of 
faith,  have  they  kept  the  Faith?    Verily,  I  have  heard  the  cries 
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of  Ireland,  the  groans  of  slaves  in  every  land,  the  moans  of 
labor  at  Its  toil,  and  I  have  seen  the  cruelty  of  greed  and 
avarice!  Tea,  I  have  seen  laws  made  in  many  states  that  siese 
the  lands  of  God  and  strip  the  poor  to  enrich  the  knave,  and 
approved  by  the  sacred  office  of  religion!  I  have  seen  morality 
set  aside  in  the  Church  of  Christ  as  not  essential  to  salvation! 
In  shame,  the  wanton  is  given  license  in  the  name  of  God! 
Hyprocri8y  in  church  and  state  could  do  not  worse  were  there 
ho  hell  to  shun  or  heaven  to  gain,  for  truly  the  powers  of  evil 
rule  supreme  in  all  the  earth.  What  shall  I  say  now,  more 
than  what  is  already  said,  to  cure  the  ills  of  human  life?  Will 
the  priesU  of  Christ  cease  to  cover  vice  and  unjust  acts  with 
the  sacred  robes  of  heaven,  if  I  appear  to  them  in  person?  Must 
I  be  with  them  always  to  goad  them  in  their  duty  to  the  poor 
and  weak?  Must  I  come  again  and  prick  them  to  the  quick  to 
make  them  teach  the  Brotherhood  of  Man?  Must  I  again  and 
again  to  banish  cruelty  and  install  compassion? 

"Were  I  to  walk  on  the  earth  again  in  human  flesh,  and 
say,  'Overcome  evil  with  good,'  would  not  the  greedy  and  cov- 
etous laugh  me  to  scorn?  If  I  say  to  the  rich,  'Divide  with  the 
poor,'  who  would  obey?  Ye  have  had  the  Law  of  God  in  the 
wisdom  of  experience,  from  the  Akkad,  from  Gautama,  from  Con- 
fucius, from  Egypt  an?  Greece,  and  ye  heed  it  not,  but  deny  the 
poor  the  land  God  gave  to  man!  In  tumult  ye  tremble  wfth 
fear  lest  revolt  destroy  the  state!  What  law  is  this,  that  the 
poor  are  oppressed? — and  is  not  oppression  the  parent  of  strife 
and  revolt?  What  law  is  this  that  the  feet  of  the  poor  are 
denied  a  place?  Ye  priests  of  Christ,  how  can  ye  pray,  'Thy 
Will  Be  Done/  when  God's  poor  are  driven  to  sin  and  crime 
by  the  Powers  of  Mammon?  Truly,  I,  Jesus  the  Nasarene,  ask 
ye  priests  of  Christ,  have  ye  not  blessed  the  Devil  in  the  Chair 
of  State  that  Shylock  may  oppress  the  poor  with  heavy  bur- 
dens? Ye  priests  of  Christ,  did  ye  not  bless  the  shackles  of 
slaves  in  all  the  world,  in  Russia,  in  Brazil,  in  Mexico,  in  the 
United  States,  and  in  the  islands  of  the  sea?— and  dd  not  they 
ye  call  Infidels  break  those  shackles?  How  long  will  ye  profess 
good  and  practice  evil?  Know  ye  not  that  faith  without  works 
is  dead? 

'Te  makers  and  executors  of  laws  of  every  state,— ye  who 
vow  by  the  Sacred   Word, — ye   who  proclaim   that  equal   and 
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Inviolable  rights  are  Inherent  in  the  birth  of  every  child  of 
earth,— why  do  ye  make  it  easy  for  the  rich  to  seize  every  rod 
of  and  drive  the  poor  to  beggary  and  crime?  Te  have 
sworn  by  the  Holy  Book,  and  betrayed  your  trust!  What  shall 
I  say  of  those  who  betray  the  poor  into  the  merciless  hands  of 
usry?  Te  men  of  state  and  judges  in  high  places,  read  here 
the  sayings  of  a  wise  and  righteous  man,  and  think  what  ye  have 
done  to  oppress  and  wrong  the  sons  of  toil: 

"  'Equity  does  not  permit  property  in  land.  For  if  one  por- 
tion of  the  earth's  surface  may  justly  become  the  possession 
of  an  individual,  and  may  be  held  by  him  for  his  sole  use  and 
benefit,  as  a  thing  to  which  he  has  an  exclusive  right,  then  other 
portions  of  the  earth's  surface  may  be  so  held;  and  eventually 
the  whole  of  the  earth's  surface  may  be  held,  and  our  planet 
•may  thus  lapse  altogether  into  private  hands.  Observe  now  the 
dilemma  to  which  this  leads.  Supposing  the  entire  habitable 
globe  to  be  so  enclosed,  it  follows  that  if  the  land  owners  have 
a  valid  right  to  its  surface,  all  who  are  not  land  owners  have 
no  right  at  all  to  its  surface.  Hence  such  can  exist  on  the  earth 
by  sufferance  only.  They  are  all  trespassers.  Save  by  per- 
mission of  the  lords  of  the  soil,  they  can  have  no  room  for  the 
soles  of  their  feet.  Nay,  should  the  others  think  to  deny  them 
a  resting  place,  these  landless  men  might  equitably  be  expelled 
from  the  earth  altogether.'** 

'These  are  the  words  of  wisdom  and  soberness  and  come 
from  a  mind  at  One  with  God.  They  will  stand  for  the  poor  and 
lowly  till  the  powers  of  Oreed  are  brought  to  destruction,  till 
every  temple  of  usry  is  laid  in  ruins! 

"Ye  men  of  usury  and  ill-got  wealth,  princes  of  pride  and 
revelers  in  the  whirl  of  iniquity,  ye  ever  pray  for  peace  and 
security;  but  your  prayers  are  not  heard  The  cries  of  the 
wronged  stifle  your  words;  the  moans  of  the  sinners  disturb 
your  sleep!  The  law  of  brotherhood  ye  have  broken,  and  the 
din  of  revolt  is  at  your  door! — 'As  ye  have  done  it  unto  the 
least  of  these,  so  ye  have  offended  the  Law  of  God." 

"My  good  and  indulgent  friend,  I  fully  believe  you  are  the 
true  Jesus  of  Nasareth,  who  suffered  persecution  and  a  most 


•Herbert  Spencer. 
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cruel  death  In  the  effort  to  benefit  and  blew  humanity;  and  I 
heartily  accord  in  the  severity  of  your  rebukes  of  evils  which 
lurk  under  the  sacred  robes  of  religion  and  the  ermine  vestments 
of  justice;  but  will  the  world  of  ethic  culture  give  heed  to  the 
scathing  words  herein  recorded,  as  coming  literally  from  you, 
whom  all  learned  people  are  schooled  to  regard  as  the  embodi- 
ment of  gentleness  and  moderation?" 

"Have  no  timfd  fears,  my  son,"  replied  the  Saviour,  "in 
placing  your  book  before  the  world  as  it  is  written.  It  is  evil 
alone  that  hates  the  truth;  and,  if  evil  hates  the  good  words 
of  the  poorest  man,  let  it  die  in  its  own  wrath!  Forget  it  not, 
my  son,  and  forget  it  not,  mankind,  the  sword  of  justice  re- 
turned* not  to  its  sheath  till  the  fires  of  Moloch  are  extinguished! 
While  justice  droops  Its  head  with  shame  in  the  weakest  crea- 
ture of  law,  the  dove  of  peace  comes  not  to  stay,  nor  shall  mur 
murs  and  tumult  cease  among  men! 

"In  love,  grace  and  truth,  farewell  till  I  come  again/* 

At  the  last  word  the  hand  was  withdrawn,  and  the  face  of 
the  Saviour  appeared,  smiling,  bowed  and  departed. 

From  the  visitations  to  me  of  Jesus,  Paul  and  John,  and 
their  audible  conversations  and  presentation  of  hundreds  of 
pages  of  logical  discourses  which  I  know  were  not  previously 
in  my  thoughts,  and  much  of  which  was  at  the  time  contrary 
to  my  fixed  ideas;  and,  from  forty  years'  experiments  with  mental 
coherence,  outside  of  the  mental  and  physical  personality  of 
men  and  women;  and,  from  mechanical  testimony  of  the  exist- 
ence of  intelligence  which  imparts  knowledge  independent  of 
and  unknown  to  me  hitherto;  and,  from  signs  and  dreams  which 
foretell  actual  events  absolutely  unknown  to  any  human  creature, 
often  several  months  in  advance  of  time — from  hearing  my 
name  audibly  called  and  very  Important  information  given  me 
in  a  loud  voice,  when  I  knew  no  human  being  was  within 
hearing  distance; — from  these  and  numerous  other  evidences  of 
theexistence  and  communication  of  spiritual  minds,  I  am  at  last 
persuaded  to  believe  in  immortality  for  the  pure  in  heart;  and 
I  am  assured  by  Jesus  hmself,  by  Appollonius,  Paul  and  John 
the  Baptist,  that  the  sayings  crdited  to  Jesus  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment gospels  are  fairly  well  reported,  and  would  not  be  much 
altered  were  he  now  to  give  them  personal  revision.  I  am 
instructed  to  state  that  he  was  fifty-seven  years  old  at  the  time 
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of  his  execution;  that,  following  the  highest  literary  standard* 
of  his  time,  his  Ideals  were  pictured  In  allegorical  metaphors  al- 
most exclusively,  Father  symbolizing  the  generative  principle, 
and  all  visible  things  symbolizing  invisible  principle  kindred 
thereto;  that  a  correct  knowledge  of  the  visible  carries  the  mind 
t#  a  correct  knowledge  of  the  invisible  through  the  means  of 
logical  conclusions. 

Jesus  was  born  under  conditions  which  cause  the  best 
thought  of  a  people  to  crystalize  in  one  man  of  precociously 
cultivated  mind,  wherein  the  emotions  of  a  race  long  oppressed 
form  a  nucleus  in  one  brain  for  united  deliverance,  as  in  Gau- 
tauma,  Moses,  Cromwell,  Robert  Emmet  and  Patrick  Henry. 
The  oppressors  cannot  cope  with  the  power  of  a  man  whose 
heart  is  fired  with  moral  indignation,  and  they  cry  "Treason! — 
Away  with  him!" — and  all  along  the  life-lines  of  nations  are 
the  blood-marks  of  martyrdom! 

I  honor  every  priest  of  every  creed  whose  practice  through 
iife  conforms  to  the  ethics  of  his  faith;  and  I  will  not  leave  it 
for  any  priest  to  remind  me  that  Jesus  had  a  divine  as  well  as 
a  human  nature,  but  I  affirm,  as  the  beloved  Jesus  affirms, 
that  whosever  is  pure  in  heart  hath  a  nature  both  divine  and 
human.  If  I  continue  to  say  that  God  is  altogether  a  Dynamic 
Affair,  do  I  profane  Heaven? — or,  is  it  easier  to  understand,  if, 
peradventure,  I  say:  All  things  are  measured  in  Mind  before 
they  are  seen  by  the  eye?  If  ye  marvel  at  this  saying,  how 
much  more  will  ye  marvel  at  my  saying:  There  is  a  source  for 
the  crystals  of  snow,  and  there  are  forms  of  mind  from  the 
same  source;  and  the  highest  aspiration  and  destiny  of  man  is 
to  live  in  the  truth  of  Father  Zab,  that  'The  Present  is  the  un- 
rolling of  the  Past  and  the  Future  infolds  the  Present  in  the 
cycles  of  Eternity;"  verily  "The  wind  goeth  toward  the  south, 
and  turneth  about  unto  the  north;  it  whirleth  about  continually, 
and  the  wind  returneth  again  according  to  his  circuits;  the 
thing  that  hath  been  it  is  that  which  shall  be;  and  that  which 
is  done  1b  that  which  shall  be  done;  and  there  is  no  new  thing 
under  the  sun;  that  which  hath  been  is  now,  and  that  which 
is  to  be  hath  already  been,  and  God  requireth  that  which  is 
past."  What  clearer  statement  of  the  doctrine  of  Evolution 
than  these  lines  found  in  the  Sacred  Word? 

To  the  mind  of  man   in   whatever  estate,   which   is  single 
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to  know  the  truth  regardless  of  self-interest,  I  submit  the  words 
of  the  Sublime  Saviour,  which  I  hare  herein  faithfully  tran- 
scribed for  a  candid  perusal  and  effective  heeding  to  the  end 
that  the  Rod  of  Oppression  shall  be  withdrawn  from  over  the 
heads  of  the  poor  of  this  earth,  making  it  possible  that  the 
Universal  Brotherhood  of  mankind  may  prevail  throughout  the 
world;  that  the  craft  of  Mammonlsm  may  be  expelled  from 
the  religions  of  Christ  and  a  God  of  Compassion  be  installed 
as  the  only  idol  of  worship. 
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CHAPTER  84. 
THE   ZABIAN    PATRIARCH    TO    MANKIND. 

"Lulu,  why  don't  you  stop  laughing?"  said  I;  "we  are  getting 
an  important  message  from  the  most  noted  patriarch  of  the 
Zabian  race.  Every  word  that  he  spells  out  is  more  precious 
than  diamonds  or  gold.  Now,  please.  Lulu,  won't  you  try  and 
keep  a  straight  face?*' 

"Yes,  Johnnie,  I  will;  but  you're  so  comical,  who  could  keep 
from  laughing?  If  there  are  any  devils  here  please  rap  three 
times;"  and  three  loud  raps. came  immediately  on  the  floor  ten 
feet  away. 

The  lady  was  Miss  Lulu  Keesee,  a  miss  of  eighteen,  viva- 
cious and  taciturn  alternately,  decidedly  blond,  of  light  blue 
eyes,  full  and  graceful  figure,  born  and  reared  among  the  moun- 
tains of  New  Mexico.  She  had  been  a  medium  in  various  ways 
for  five  years  prior  to  1897,  frequently  seeing  and  describing 
persons  in  spirit  life,  announcing  startling  facts  unknown  to 
herself,  forecasting  important  events,  and,  what  is  most  re- 
markable, rapping  to  letters  at  the  call  of  the  alphabet,  the 
raps  generally  occurring  at  some  distance  from  the  medium. 

Though  Miss  Keesee  is  exceedingly  modest  and  sensitive, 
and  of  retiring  disposition,  she  is  not  In  the  least  annoyed  by 
the  constant  attention  of  spirits,  who  rap  about  the  house  while 
about  her  daily  work,  or  while  chatting  with  company;  but  she 
is  frequently  amused  at  their  approval  or  disapproval  of  what 
Ib  said  in  conversation.  She  has  learned  to  recognize  her 
mother,  who  died  in  New  Mexico  in  1892,  as  her  daily  com- 
panion at  home  or  abroad.  Up  to  this  writing  she  has  avoided 
all  publicity  of  her  spiritual  gifts,  and  very  few  of  her  most 
intimate  friends  have  any  knowledge  or  intimation  of  her  con- 
juring with  the  dead. 

"Get  your  pencil  ready,  J.  W.,  and  call  the  alphabet;  I  see 
a  lady  who  wants  to  talk,"  said  Miss  Lulu,  while  poking  the  fire, 
in  December,  1897. 
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I  commenced  A,  Bv  C,  etc..  till  I  came  to  M,  then  on  I,  then 
to  S,  then  clear  through  to  S,  then  around  to  L  then  U,  around 
to  L  and  on  to  U  again— going  oyer  the  entire  alphabet  for  each 
letter,  the  raps  occurring  quite  loud  on  the  bare  floor  about 
six  feet  from  where  we  were  sitting  Following  is  the  message, 
running  over  the  entire  alphabet  for  each  letter: 

"Miss  Lulu:  Why  don't  you  stop  laughing?  There  is  a 
gentleman  here  who  desires  to  give  an  important  communication 
to  Mr.  Evarts  regarding  his  book.  My  name  is  Lillle  Smith. 
When  on  earth  I  lived  at  Cleveland,  Ohio.*' 

None  of  us  ever  heard  of  a  person  by  that  name.  The  fact 
that  the  raps  signified  each  letter  desired  by  the  spirit,  and  un- 
known to  any  one  present,  was  positive  proof  that  intelligence 
foreign  to  those  present  made  the  communication.  On  further 
correspondence  the  spirit  announced  that  a  man  greatly  dis- 
tinguish in  very  ancient  times  had  a  message  which  he  desired 
should  be  one  of  the  closing  chapters  in  the  book  Mr.  Everts  was 
about  to  publish,  and  that  R  would  require  absolute  quiet  to 
secure  an  accurate  transmission  of  the  message. 

"Say,  Mr.  Evarts,  I  see  the  old  patriarch  now.  He's  an 
awful  fine  looking  man,  fair  complexion,  tall,  blue  eyes,  dark 
blond  hair,  auburn  beard,  curiously,  but  finely  dressed,  and 
carries  an  ebony  staff  with  a  golden  hook,  and  a  bird,  a  dove, 
on  the  hook.  He  looks  old,  about  eighty;  and  O,  he's  such  a 
nice  looking  man.  Well!  well!— now  he  changes,  and  don't  appear 
over  fifty  and  wears  a  pretty  red  cap,  trimmed  with  white  and 
blue  plumes,  and  two  bands,  gold  and  silver,  with  a  sun 
emblem  in  front,  and  a  row  of  diamonds.  He  looks  like  a 
king.  Yes,  he  was  a  king!  He  speaks;  yes,  yes;  I  hear;— 
six  thousand  years  ago?  Is  that  right?— yes,  and  one  hundred 
sixty? — yes,  he  says.  And  he  says  he  has  a  good  message  for 
your  book,  J.  W.,  you  may  look  for  something  good  next 
time." 

"And,  next  time  you  won't  laugh  so  much,  will  you  Lulu?" 
"No,  no,  Johnnie,  I'll  be  good;    but,  you're  so  comical— 
'nough  to  make  a  cat  laugh." 

"In  these  matters,  Miss  Lulu,  we  must  have  perfect  quiet, 
you  know,  to  distinguish  the  raps  when  the  spirits  designate 
a  letter;  these  tests  are  the  most  remarkable  I  have  known 
in  forty  years  searching."  said  I. 


398 


Digitized  by 


Google 


As  we  were  talking  about  writing  to  Ohio  to  ascertain 
the  personal  identity  of  the  spirit  claiming  to  be  Lillie  Smith, 
three  lond  raps  were  heard  on  the  stove,  some  ten  feet  awav. 
Tracing  the  alphabet  my  brother's  name,  George  C.  Evarts,  was 
spelled  out,  one  letter  after  another  being  written  down  as 
indicated  by  three  raps,  the  entire  alphabet  gone  oyer  for  each 
letter  obtained. 

"Brother  George,"  said  I,  "I  am  very  glad  to  meet  you 
after  thirty-nine  years'  absence — is  there  some  way  you  can 
prove  your  identity?" 

By  rapping  out  letters  he  answered:  "Yes;  you  remember 
when  we  were  batching  in  the  woods  out  east  of  Grand  Rapids 
in  the  spring  of  1859 — how  you  cooked  the  beans  in  maple  sap, 
and  how  I  smashed  up  things  generally?" 

"Yes,  I  replied;  "that  was  a  pretty  hot  time." 

"In  which  you  got  the  worst  of  it,"  responded  the  spirit. 

"George,"  said  I,  "tell  me,  if  you  can,  how  it  is  that  I  am 
still  alive  after  laying  at  death's  door  so  many  times  through 
my  long  struggle  of  life." 

"John,"  answered  the  spirit,  rapping  distinctly,  'it  was  the 
hand  of  God,  saving  you  for  a  great  work.  Christ,  Gautama, 
Saba  and  the  Patriarch  Zab  have  saved  you  from  Infancy,  and 
through  all  your  perils,  to  write  a  divine  message  to  mankind." 

"Forty  years!  Well,  I  declare!  Say,  now,  Shonny,  about 
how  old  are  you  anyway?" 

"Please  don't  bother  me,  Lulu — I  want  to  get  that  message. 
I  was  born  in,  let's  see — Just  hear  those  raps  on  the  ceiling; 
now  on  the  floor;  there  they  are  on  the  stove  pipe—" 

"But,  you  rascal,  you,  why  don't  you  tell  me  your  age?" 

"What's  the  odds  about  that?  JuBt  now  I'm  interested  in 
the  spirits." 

"Go  to  with  your  spirits;  say,  now,  Johnnie,  won't  you 
please  tell  me  your  age?  You  know  I  like  you,  you  know  I  do." 

"Like,  and  be  hanged;  you  little  witch;  angel  I  mean;  now 
won't  you  please  let  the  spirits  go  ahead?  I'm  afraid  they'll 
get  disgusted,"  I  plead. 

-O,  yes,  I'll  be  good;  but  the  spirits  say  you  was  once 
engaged  to  marry  eleven  girls  at  one  time;  is  that  so?  Tell 
me;  the  spirits  don't  care;  they  like  fun  as  well  as  I  do.    Say, 
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Shonny,  was  you  engaged  to  marry  eleven  girls  at  once?— 
it's  Just  like  you,  you  old  flirt!" 

"What  of  it?  They  were  to  blame,  in  asking  me  to  marry. 
It  might  have  been  a  round  dosen,  but  I  protested;  and  they 
were  all  very  beautiful—** 

"Better  looking  than  me?" 

"Well,  no;  not  near  so  charming;  but  they  were  awful 
nice  girls,  especially — " 

"Hold  on,  Johnny;  I  know  who  you  men— that  Maurice 
girl;  I  know  all  about  her.  She  is  a  grand  beauty;  such  a 
noble  woman,  and  she  has  two  of  the  prettiest  children  I  ever 
•aw.  Do  you  believe  it,  half  in  a  dream  I  was  at  her  home 
this  very  day!  You  jealous  old  thing,  you;  you  thought  she 
was  bad,  but  she  wasnt.  The  spirits  told  me  all  about  it. 
You  ought  to  have  married  her;  but  she  has  a  good  husband, 
now,  a  fine  home,  and  she  is  a  good,  true  wife  and  mother." 

"Wei!,  Lulu,  that's  a  singular  circumstance;  my  letter 
from  her  today  confirms  what  you  say— she  is  a  very  happy 
woman,  and  she  feels  grateful  to  me.  My  heart  has  bled 
over  Lulu  Maurice— yes,  bled  and  burned  to  ashes,  and  arose, 
Phoenix-like,  to  bleed  and  burn,  and  die,  and  arise  again!" 

"Well,  Shonny,  the  spirit  of  your  mother  was  with  me 
today,  and  we  had  a  long  talk.  She  loves  you,  and  says  your 
book  will  be  a  great  success,  and  have  a  great  sale.  Say,  she's 
a  funny  woman;  she  commenced  joking  me  the  first  thing. 
But,  seriously,  the  way  things  went  in  your  family  she  died 
with  a  very  sad  heart.  I  saw  your  father  also —  he's  not  with 
her  much  In  spirit  life — he's  still  on  his  travels  through  purga- 
tory, but  don't  suffer  very  bad.  I  see  you  have  a  brother-in-law 
dead— shall  I  say  it?— it's  true,  he's  in  hell— he's  in  hell  by 
my  order,  and  will  stay  there  til  I  issue  his  pardon.  Not 
there  for  revenge;  but  for  necessary  discipline.  The  Gods 
have  given  me  authority  over  evil  spirits." 

"Thatls  capital,  Lulu;  yafu'll  be  an  awful  good,  sweet, 
darling  angel,  or  i  fever,  when  you  get  to  heaven!" 

"But  now,  Shonny,  now;  what  about  me  now? — ain't  I 
all  right?" 

"Why  certainly,  you  little  Sphynx— the  Lord  wil  take  care 
of  you!" 

"O,  my!     Mr.  Evarts,  look,  look! — do  you  see  that  gentle- 
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man?  He  Just  came  in;  he  is  your  brother  George.  What  a 
fine  face  and  form,  and  he  appears  so  intelligent.  He  has 
a  roll  of  papers  for  you.  Yes,  for  you,  and  says  its  from  an 
ancient  king.  I  ask  him  if  from  the  Zabian  king;  yes,  from 
him,  from  Zab,  who  dressed  so  fine  with  jeweled  cap  and 
shepherds  staff.  He  says  tomorrow  night;  what? — copy  it?  Yes 
copy  it  tomorrow  night  .  Say,  old  Shonny,  this  is  funny;  but, 
O,  let's  quit — I'm  so  tired"  And  Lulu  went  flying  about  the 
house  for  something  to  eat. 

It  was  on  a  cold  December  night  when  I  entered  my  cheer- 
less and  chilly  room  under  an  impulse  to  write,  as  I  thought, 
the  most  important  message  ever  given  to  the  world — a  mes- 
sage, if  heeded,  that  would  cure  all  the  social,  political  and 
religious  ills  that  afflict  the  human  race. 

It  is  peculiarly  unfortunate  for  me,  and  I  have  heard  of 
it  being  the  case  with  many  authors,  that  the  best  work  of 
my  ife  has  been  performed  under  the  most  trying  and  ad- 
verse conditions.  When  the  electrician,  Desoto,  shivered  night 
and  day  for  twelve  months  at  the  western  end  of  the  first 
Atlantic  cable,  patienty,  though  painfully  waiting  and  hoping 
for  a  sign  of  intelligence  pulsating  from  Europe  along  the  bed 
of  the  great  sea,  he  was  no  doubt  in  kindred  touch  with  the 
poet  or  philosopher  who  holds  midnight  vigils  in  cool,  damp 
air,  invoking  from  the  stillness  of  the  sleeping  universe  a 
divine  wisdom  that  passeth  the  understand^  of  men. 

Reader,  whoever  you  are,  peasant,  slave,  priest,  prince,  ser- 
vant, or  king;  it  is  for  you  not  to  be  unmindful  of  the  sacrifices 
and  sufferings  through  which  inspiration  comes  to  enlighten 
and  bless  mankind  in  the  struggle  of  life.  Think  of  the  dreary 
and  cheerless  life  of  Bunyon  while  in  prison  writing  the  pa- 
thetic story  of  the  Christian  pilgrim,  of  the  long  prison  hard- 
ships, sickness  and  death  of  Gallileo;  of  the  comfortless  life 
of  Goldsmith;  the  poverty  of  Burns,  and  the  destitution  of 
Christ. 

In  the  frosty  air  of  the  summit  of  Sinai  the  fingers  of 
divine  wisdom  traced  the  gladdening  oracles  of  heaven  and  midst 
the  chill  of  an  exceedingly  high  moluntain  the  angels  of  mercy 
came  and  ministered  unto  the  Messenger  of  God.  Being  one 
who  seeks  comfort  and  avoids  the  extremes  of  cold  or  heat, 
I  would  prefer  to  Indict  the  words  of  spiritual  beings  under 
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conditions  of  agreeable  warmth;  but  the  powers  of  inspiration 
will  not  have  it  so.  Rather  they  stupefy  the  outward  man  'ere 
they  open  the  windows  of  the  soul.  It  was  even  so  in  the 
dead  of  winter  without  fire  and  beside  the  corpse  of  his  mother 
that  Britain's  illustrious  poet,  through  days  and  nights  fo  agony t 
wrote  words  that  thrill  and  charm  the  hearts  of  men  around 
the  world. 

It  is  now  the  year  of  grace,  1897,  on  a  bleak  December 
night,  snow  without  and  a  still  cold  air  within,  fingers  rigid 
with  thermal  chill,  and  I  sit  in  my  lonely  room  under  a  per- 
sistent impulse  to  write,  I  know  not  what,  for  my  mind  is 
blank,  and  a  painless  stupor  has  seized  me  from  head  to  foot. 
Ah,  what  is  this?  I  hear  the  rustling  of  a  robe;  a  dark  form 
moves  near;  I  see  the  outlines  of  a  man;  a  face  appears,  as 
if  of  marble,  and  a  white  hand  lays  before  my  vision  a  page  of 
script — not  paper,  no;  more  like  tile;  yes,  it  is  tile,  a  tablet, 
but  very  thin.  I  seem  to  ask  aloud:  "Is  this  a  tablet  like  those 
of  olden  time?"  "Yes,  John,"  said  the  spirit,  "It  is  for  you  to 
copy.'  If  I  was  dreaming  I  don't  know;  the  voice  I  recognised 
as  that  of  my  brother;  thirty-four  years  in  his  grave.  "Copy 
it  carefully,"  said  the  spirit;  "it  is  a  message  from  an  ancient 
king,  of  the  Akkad  race;  the  Zablan  patriarch,  a  man  of  few 
words,  but  very  wise." 

And  it  all  disappeared. 

At  this,  I  aroused,  feeling  chilly,  and  walked  about  the 
room;  went  out  for  a  hot  lunch,  and  came  back.  On  taking 
my  seat  there  appeared  the  vision  again;  dim  outlines  of  a 
person,  but  averted  face;  also,  the  tablet  of  script  in  full  view. 
Is  this  really  immagination?  I  asked  mentally,  or  is  it  a  somno- 
ent  vision? 

"John,  my  son,  it  is  not  all  an  illusion;  it  is  indeed  true, 
and  the  words  you  will  write  are  important.  The  Saviour,  bless 
his  holy  name,  gives  it  His  approval,  and  blesses  your  work — 
look  up — "  said  a  planitive  voice,  apparently  audible;  and  I 
seemed  to  see  the  outlines  of  a  lady  draped  in  back;  and 
lightly  veiled;  there  was  my  mother's  aged  face,  which  bowed 
and  suddeny  vanished 

A  nervous  tremor  instantly  shook  my  thin  frame,  and 
I  aroused,  shivering  with  the  increasing  cold,  my  fingers  like 
icicles.     "How  can  I  write?"     I  thought.     My  eyelids  dropped 
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and  a  magnetic  shower  trickled  downward  through  my  whole 
body,  through  blood  and  every  fibre.  Clasping  my  hands  to 
chafe  off  the  chill  I  found  them  very  warm.  Ah,  a  discovery! 
Magnetic  induction  expels  the  cold! !  How  are  my  feet? — warm, 
very  warm,  indeed.  Tis  midnight,  mercury  nearing  zero's  mark, 
the  last  faggot  dissolved  to  ashes  and  in  the  allurement  of  the 
sweetest  comfort  ever  enjoyed  by  mortal  flesh  I  copy  this 
message  of  the  Benevoent  King  of  Akkad  to  the  restless  deni- 
zens of  this  Passionate  World! 

TO  THE  JUST  AND  THE  UNJUST. 

To  Kings,  Emperors,  Governors  and  Men  of  State,  to  all  who 
rule  with  mercy  and  those  who  oppress  with  rigor,  to 
priests  and  bishops  of  every  sect,  the  Message  of  the 
Zabian  Father  comes  greeting: 

Dwellers  in  the  cope  of  mortality,  I  pray  you  give  ear  to 
the  humble  words  of  a  peasant  king  Our  earth  has  circled 
through  many  ages  since  I  was  flesh  like  you,  and  none  will 
say  that  I,  poor  Zab,  has  interposed  the  will  of  man;  my  time 
had  never  came  to  speak,  and  'till  now,  your  time  had  never 
come  to  hear  the  words  of  truth  in  soberness.  I  am  your  fellow 
man.  To  me  you  backward  point  through  very  ancient  lore; 
you  say:  Zab  was  a  Paternal  Guide  to  the  happy  Akkad  race. 
O,  kings  and  men  of  state;  O,  priests  of  every  sect,  the  heart 
6t  Zab  is  glad  this  day;  you  say  it  well  that  Accadia  was  ruled 
through  love  and  equity. 

O,  kings  and  priests;  O,  rulers  of  every  state,  I  plead  to 
tarry  not;  I  plead  no  longer  wait,  to  rule  the  earth  with  love 
and  equity,  and  escape  the  doom  of  a  haughty  prince.  For 
verily  in  high  or  low  degree  retribution  and  recompense  forever 
await  the  deeds  of  men.  Ye  need  not  caution  of  the  Lord  of 
Hosts  to  know  the  truth,  that  cost  and  compensation  abideth 
with  every  act  of  man.  Trust  not  the  voice  of  sin  which  sayeth 
there  is  one  law  for  the  flesh  and  another  for  the  spirit. 

Brethren,  all,  ye  have  heard  it  said.  Love  thy  neighbor  as 
thyself.  What  man  of  earth  is  not  thy  neighbor?  and  in  thy 
kingdom  what  subjects  are  not  thy  brethren?  Come,  listen  to 
Father  Zab,  who  lacked  not  love  for  every  one  in  all  his  realm, 
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and  for  every  stranger.  Did  I  tax  them  for  treasure?  Nay; 
their  hearts  and  all  sentries.  Did  I  demand  food  and  raiment? 
Nay,  lore  bestowed  it.  Did  I  covet  a  crown?  Nay,  it  came 
as  a  freewill  offering.  Did  I  wear  it  well?  God  knows  I  slept 
unguarded  through  all  my  lengthening  years. 

Te  governing  elements  of  this  world,  do  you  say  mine  was 
an  easy  task?  So  simple  and  quiet  were  my  people.  Yea, 
and  true,  they  were  simple  in  love  and  peace;  they  were  also 
wise  in  knowledge.  In  the  house  of  Zab  was  planned  the 
Zodiac;  what  say  ye  of  the  Zodiac,  good  brethren?  Did  not 
the  Accadlans  spin  and  weave  and  fabricate  upper  and  nether 
garments?  What  learning  and  science  and  cunning  arts  did 
my  descendants  carry  into  Ethiopia,  into  Phonecia,  into  Syria 
and  Greece?  What  arts  of  husbandry  did  travellers  from  Meso- 
potamia carry  into  Arabia,  Persia  and  the  coasts  of  the  Great 
Sea? 

O,  brethren  of  the  Shepherds  Staff,  and  ye  who  vow  by  the 
Holy  Symbol  of  the  Sun,  Is  not  the  weakest  lamb  worthy  of 
the  Shepherd's  loving  care?  O'  Shepherds  of  the  Mystic  Sign, 
will  ye  keep  the  faith?  \y\l\  ye  break  one  link  of  the  golden 
chain?  Verily,  verily,  beloved,  the  Magian  Circle  encompasseth 
every  child  born  of  woman,  for  love  is  not  weary  in  well-doing. 
If  ye  neglect  one  human  creature  in  distress,  have  ye  kept 
the  faith?  If  ye  oppress  one  human  creature,  have  ye  not 
bred  a  javelin  of  hate?  Truly,  it  1b  not  said  in  vain,  As  ye 
sow,  so  also  shall  ye  reap. 

Te  men  of  state,  who  make  and  destroy  law;  are  ye  not 
enjoined  by  Divine  Decree,  even  by  the  decrees  of  Aramlac 
Experience,  that  men  shall  dwell  together  in  equity?  Look  ye, 
now,  upon  your  statutes;  I  see  in  every  land  the  galling  yoke 
of  usury,  oppressing  labor,  and  Idleness  surfeited  with  bene- 
fits. In  this  have  ye  not  set  up  the  usury,  either  of  money  or 
land  ye  overburden  labor  and  pamper  Idleness.  Id  thus  je 
have  done  violence  to  God  and  broken  faith  with  man. 

To  whomsoever  sits  in  the  Pontifical  Throne  I  bring  a  mes- 
sage from  the  Court  of  Heaven,  a  final  decree  from  the  Great 
White  Throne,  which  has  honored  poor  humble  Zab  as  its  mes- 
senger. And  it  is  now  determined  that  the  Vatican  shall  be 
cleansed  of  the  blood  of  innocence.  It  is  now  determined  that 
the  Holy  See  shall  do  pennance  in  sackcloth  and  ashes  for  the 
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iniquities  that  are  traced  to  its  portals.  Too  long  has  the  cry 
of  the  victims  of  thy  lust  reached  the  ears  of  the  Gods.  Have 
ye  not  used  fire,  sword,  rapine,  murder,  scourging,  the  rack,  the 
Jlbbit,  the  dagger,  poison  and  robbery  to  promote  thy  aggran- 
disement? and  will  ye  never  repent?  This  arraignment  comes 
from  the  Throne  of  God,  and  there  will  be  no  stay  of  judgment, 
though  thy  own  air  be  full  of  javelins!  Thy  offenses  are  known 
at  the  Seat  of  Power,,  and  doubt  not  that  an  aswer  shall  be 
made  for  every  deed  done  in  the  body.  Though  a  thousand 
years  pass  away — yea,  ten  thousand— -yet  the  eternal  law  of 
cause  and  effect  will  run  its  course;  and  your  four  centuries  of 
horrors  in  Mexico,  your  murder  of  the  Inca  race,  your  terrible 
inquisition  and  massacres;  your  criminal  destruction  and  secre- 
tion of  sacred  books,  your  torture  and  murder  of  wise  men — the 
record  in  Heaven  of  these  deeds  shall  not  pass  away — nay,  not 
one  jot  or  tittle,  till  every  penalty  is  paid  in  full. 

Priests,  bishops  and  cardinals  of  every  sect  in  all  the  world, 
ye  who  assume  the  custody  of  the  souls  of  man,  have  ye  not 
read  the  Symbols  of  God? — or  lack  ye  in  apprehension  of  a 
sign  of  the  Everlasting?  What  perad venture  would  ye,  or  could 
ye,  say  of  a  faithless  steward  in  the  garden  of  the  Gods?  Then 
shall  ye  all  be  like  one  Adam  in  the  parable,  knowing  the  law 
and  do  it  not?  Would  ye  eat  the  fruit  of  destruction  and  in  per- 
versity cast  your  own  blame  upon  the  head  of  innocence? 
Verily,  knowing  the  law,  not  one  soul  shall  escape  the  doom 
of  transgression!  Ah,  priests,  bishops  and  cardinals  of  every 
sect  in  all  the  world,  ye  have  crucified  the  spirit  and  corrupted 
the  letter  of  the  Symbols  of  God  to  serve  the  lusts  of  the  flesh 
at  the  price  of  honor!  Insofar  as  ye  have  fostered  the  rich  to 
the  hurt  of  the  poor  ye  have  sown  to  dishonor  in  the  Garden 
of  God,  and  ye  can  in  nowise  escape  the  penalty,  for,  as  iu  the 
parable  of  Adam,  he  found  no  substitute  for  his  sin,  so  with 
every  man  born  of  woman — every  tub  must  stand  upon  its  own 
bottom.  The  seive  of  the  Gods  sifteth  clean,  yea,  very  clean; 
its  web  is  finer  than  silk,  finer  than  floss  of  the  otter;  it  sifteth 
good  from  evil;  verily  no  evil  passe th  its  meshes;  it  sifteth  the 
soul  from  the  body;  like  pure  gold  taken  and  the  drofes  cast 
away;  and,  where  little  gold  is  found  none  whatever  is  taken— 
this  is  the  law. 

Ye  who  worship  at  the  Symbol  of  the  Sun,  which  shines 
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for  all  in  equity,  whose  rays  warm  all  men  in  equity,  insofar 
as  ye  foster  one  human  creature  to  the  hurt  of  another,  ye 
have  broken  faith  in  the  Order  of  the  True  Light.  Worshippers 
at  the  Solar  Symbol,  awake  from  your  hypocritical  sleep;  break 
away  from  the  bonds  of  arrogance,  for  ye  do  violence  to  the 
Zabian  Oracle  while  seeing  one  human  creature  in  the  toils 
of  adversity  and  render  not  relief.  Woe  unto  you  who  quench 
the  spirit  and  magnify  the  letter  of  the  Law  of  Fraternity,  for 
ye  shall  bow  in  guilt  before  the  Courts  of  God,  for  verily  High 
Heaven  is  just  in  its  decrees;  none  can  escape  the  penalty  of 
broken  vows,  and  the  torments  of  hell  are  terrible!  Te,  to 
whom  is  given  the  Sign  of  the  Sun,  beware,  beware!  Beware, 
lest  in  fostering  the  lterests  of  Mammon  ye  mock  the  God 
of  Love;!  All  who  wear  the  Signet  of  Fellowship  oppress  not 
the  poor  by  indirection,  for  the  Fires  of  Hell  are  Eternal,  and 
the  guilty  shall  not  escape.  Place  not  your  trust  in  Princes 
of  Pride,  for  God  hath  said  it:  "As  ye  do  evil  unto  the  least 
of  my  children,  ye  mock  defiance  to  the  Great  Judge!"  Be 
wary  lest  ye  hold  in  contempt  the  Court  of  Heaven! 

How  have  I  seen  the  face  of  the  Beloved  Savour  blanch  with 
shame  from  the  horrors  of  robbery  and  oppression  of  the 
Irish  race,  done  in  religious  name.  Ye  powers  of  Antichrist, 
that  robbed  the  Celtic  race  and  fixed  usury  upon  the  land  God 
gave  to  man  for  inheritance  in  usufruct,  had  ye  not  all  the 
Divine  Message,  'that  we  should  love  one  another,"  and  be 
not  as  Cain  who  slew  his  brother?  Verily,  I  ask  the  world,  Is 
not  the  Brand  of  Cain  upon  the  Brow  of  the  Church  that  turned 
the  Irish  race  into  the  hands  of  robbers?  Demons  of  avarce  and 
greed  in  church  and  state,  the  days  of  your  iniquity  are  num- 
bered and  your  yoke  shall  be  broken.  Verily,  ye  shall  not 
always  impale  God's  children  on  the  Cross  of  Usury! — for  their 
blood  crieth  vengeance! 

It  is  time  now,  yea,  even  now,  that  the  black  clouds  of 
Religious  Harlotry  should  be  blown  away;  and  what  1b  more 
imminent,  if  possible,  and  the  day  is  breaking  when  the  crimes 
of  Poltical  Leechery  shall  be  swept  from  the  face  of  the  earth! 
And  I,  even  I,  the  humble  prince  of  the  Accadian  realm  of  more 
than  sixty  centuries  ago,  now  plead  with  the  poor  downtrodden 
children  of  this  world  to  arise  as  one  man  in  the  strength 
and  majesty  of  true  manhood  in  united  moral  force,  and  destroy 

406 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


root  and  branch  the  last  vestiges  of  the  Draggon  of  Greed  that 
poisons  and  devours  the  Brotherhood  of  Man. 

I  beseech  the  poor  of  all  the  earth  to  unite  as  one  man 
against  oppression;  I  beseech  all  men  of  every  craft  to  join 
in  fellowship  throughout  the  world,  join  even  under  the  banner 
of  the  Sun,  whose  rays  carry  life  into  every  child  of  God:  I 
beseech  the  widow  and  the  orphan  to  join  the  sons  of  toil, 
Cor  how  often  hath  "The  oppressor  sent  the  widows  away 
empty,  and  hath  broken  the  arms  of  the  fatherless." 

In  every  city  and  country  spot  of  the  earth  I  do  beseech 
all  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden  to  join  their  hands  with  one 
accord  and  break  the  bonds  of  the  usurer  and  oppressor.  For 
then  shalt  thou  have  thy  delight  in  the  Almighty,  and  shalt  lift 
up  thy  face  unto  God;  yea,  the  Almighty  shall  be  thy  defense, 
and  thou  shalt  have  plenty  of  silver.  Thou  shalt  also  decree 
a  thing  and  it  shall  be  established  unto  thee,  and  the  light 
shall  shine  upon  thy  ways.  When  one  is  cast  down  another 
will  lift  him  up,  and  he  shall  save  the  humble  person.  The 
righteous  see  it,  and  are  glad;  the  wicked  are  reserved  for  the 
day  of  destructon  " 

To  whomsoever  professing  faith  in  Christ,  proclaiming  that 
God  is  Love  ,and  hath  hurt  the  feelings  of  the  least  human 
creature  in  such  act  has  done  violence  to  the  Spirit  of  Mercy, 
and  in  no  wise  can  be  held  guiltless  of  pollution;  for  verily, 
in  the  feelings  of  man  abides  the  truth  of  heaven! 

Ye  who  bear  the  burdens  of  labor,  ye  toilers  of  every 
city  and  state,  who  delve  under  ground  or  sail  the  sea,  know 
ye  there  is  a  path  of  wisdom,  and  blessed  are  they  who  walk 
therein.  In  that  path  usury  or  oppression  can  never  walk  for 
a  flaming  sword  turns  every  way  to  keep  the  path  of  wisdom — 
"It  is  not  found  in  great  riches;  it  cannot  be  gotten  with  gold, 
nor  is  silver  the  price  thereof;  nor  can  onyx,  coral  or  sapphire 
equal  it;  the  topaz  of  Egypt,  nor  pearls,  nor  rubies,  do  it  honor, 
for  "the  fear  of  the  Lord  is  wisdom,  and  to  depart  from  evil 
is  understanding/  "  In  the  path  of  wisdom  "I  was  eyes  to  the 
blind  and  feet  to  the  lame;  I  delivered  the  poor  that  cried; 
I  helped  the  fatherless;  I  was  a  father  to  the  poor;  from  the 
teeth  of  the  wicked  I  plucked  the  spoil.  If  I  have  seen  any 
poor  without  food  or  clothing;  if  I  have  lifted  my  hand  against 
the  fatherless;   if  I  have  made  gold  my  hope,  or  said  to  fine 
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gold,  Thou  art  my  confidence,  then  let  mine  arm  fall  from  my 
shoulder  blade,  and  mine  arm  be  broken  from  the  bone." 

I  started  to  look  over  the  pages  Just  written  when  suddenly 
an  apparition  of  the  person  claiming  to  be  the  Zabian  prince 
was  before  my  eyes. 

"My  son."  ssith  the  spirit,  "your  work  is  done  'till  a  greater 
task  is  assigned.  In  my  closing  words  your  lltte  book  is  closed. 
It  will  be  read  and  heeded  by  all  who  seek  the  true  light  of 
life.  Through  all  your  sad  life  the  Saviour  has  rescued  you 
from  many  perilous  hurts.  Fear  not  to  trust  his  guidance, 
but  give  a  lively  ear  to  his  counsel.  Commandments  ten  God 
gave  to  man  a  long  time  ago,  and  through  the  beloved  Saviour 
one  embodying  all,  that  ye  love  one  another.  Heed  ye  always  the 
law  of  brotherhood,  for  the  hand  of  God  is  against  whomsoever 
knows  the  law  and  does  it  not.  Who  can  escape  God?  Who 
can  escape  the  power  that  fills  and  bounds  and  equals  all? 
The  commandments  of  God  are  from  eternity;  they  stand  alone. 
Beloved  poor  of  this  world,  who  are  worn  with  toll  that  the 
wicked  prosper  in  idleness,  turn  not  a  deaf  ear  to  the  Zabian 
Prince,  for  I  would  that  ye  all  will  unite  as  one  man  and  break 
every  shackle  of  usury  from  your  limbs;  'Let  ue  choose  to  our- 
selves  judgment — let  us  know  among  ourselves  what  is  good/'* 

As  I  wrote  this  closing  sentence  the  tablets  ceased  to  ap- 
pear, leaving  me  in  a  dased,  half-conscious  mood.  I  dreamily 
scanned  the  last  words,  "Let  us  choose  to  ourselves  judgment — 
let  us  know  among  ourselves  what  is  good!"  In  these  magic 
words  the  way  is  found  to  all  human  beneficence.  It  is  the 
pathway  of  reform,  progress,  liberty.  It  is  like  Christ  saying, 
"let  us  reason  together/*  and  conclude  what  is  right  To  obey 
such  words  means  to  leave  oppression,  to  oppose  extortion,  to 
enter  upon  revolution.  Such  words  fired  the  heart  of  Socrates, 
Cromwell,  Washington— inspired  the  pens  of  Plato,  Voltaire, 
Thomas  Paine — quickened  the  tongues  of  Cicero,  Pitt  and  Pat- 
rick Henry.  Such  words  inflame  the  sword  that  kills  oppres- 
sion. 

CHAPTER  XXXV. 
WISDOM  OF  THE  NEW  MAN  IN  CMER80N. 
The  new  man  is  a  representative  of  the  Universe;    a  con- 
tinuous fountain  of  inspiration  from  the  spirit  that  abides  in 
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Nature.  Interrogated,  the  new  man  says:  "I  and  my  Father 
are  one;  what  the  Father  doeth,  I  do;  the  Universe,  of  mind 
and  matter,  U  one.  I  come  to  you,  my  friends,  not  mortgaged 
to  the  opinions  of  Palestine,  Hgypt,  Greece  or  Rome.  A  pilgrim 
in  Nature,  vitalized  by  all  life;  all  things,  air,  water,  mountains 
and  plains  and  the  processions  of  life  attend  my  steps.  Man  is 
a  pilgrim  in  an  untried  world;  he  has  to  deal  with  a  perpetual 
present  hour;  the  past  is  petrified  or  faded  away,  or  resolved 
into  oblivious  essence.  In  the  present,  with  him,  in  him,  about 
him,  is  a  fresh,  spiritualised,  virgin  universe,  as  full  of  love, 
joy  and  beauty  this  very  day  as  in  any  yesterday.  This  Universe 
is  mine;  I  inherit  it  in  fee  simple;  I  take  possession  in  the 
name  of  the  Eternal  King,  who  signed  by  title  deed  to  all  that 
is.  Then  let  man  rejoice — the  Universe  is  ours.  The  melodious 
song  of  eternity  is  vibrating  the  sounding  bars  of  life;  the  golden 
moments  of  joy  flit  around  us,  and  the  warming,  mellowing  light 
of  love  buoys  our  spirits  above  the  barriers  of  matter.  With 
the  pinions  of  thought  we  rise  above  every  horizon,  extending 
knowledge  beyond  the  domain  of  the  Finite,  beyond  the  scope 
of  vision.  I  come  to  you  my  friends,  a  pulsation  of  the  Eternal 
Heart,  a  spark  from  the  Infinite  Fire,  a  ray  from  Perpetual  Light, 
a  thought  of  from  within,  in  one  sense  or  another;  and  each 
form  of  life  carries  with  It  the  golden  rule,  inherent  to  itself,  the 
right  of  individual  development.  It  is  not  a  rule  revealed  by 
any  special  word  or  act;  it  is  inherent  with  every  particle  of 
matter,  and  radiates  from  every  center  to  every  circumfer- 
ence and  every  vital  substance  proclaims  it.  It  is  the  affinity 
and  fraternity  of  all  the  atoms  and  essences  of  the  universe. 
It  is  the  mode  of  conservative  energy,  dynamic  motion." 

All  along  his  pilgrimage  the  new  man  sees  recurring  bene- 
fits, each  unfolding  after  its  kind,  as  it  were  from  the  pla- 
oential  encasement  of  Its  genera,  nurtured  in  the  Bosom  of 
Nature,  which  impress  him  Uiat  the  core  of  the  universe 
somehow  conceals  a  bountiful  benevolence.  Whatever  his  eyes 
see  or  thoughts  conceive  are  recurring  expressions  of  a  tender- 
ness in  Nature  to  forecare  for  every  manifestation  of  life  He 
sees  with  eyes  brightened  by  science,  beneficent  promise  in 
crumbling  granite,  in  marl  and  alluvium  a  friendly  source  of 
delicious  food,  and  of  blooming  flowers  that  charm,  refine  and 
inspire  the  life  of  man.    The  ripened  corn,  the  fruit  of  trees, 
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spontaneous  verdure  and  blooming  flowers,  ravish  with  joy  the 
heart  of  man,  Inspiring  the  soul  with  faith  and  hope. 

The  new  man  says:  "Let  no  one  distrust  the  continuity 
of  law,  lest  he  fall  into  the  net  of  despair.  Every  susceptibility 
of  life  is  shocked  at  the  idea  of  abruption;  the  idea  of  mental 
destruction  is  paralytic  in  its  effect  on  every  human  motive. 
Stability  of  the  status  of  life  stands  alone  In  harmony  with  aspira- 
tion, endeavor,  moral  purpose,  faith,  hope  and  desire.  We  are 
fixed  in  the  universe  to  stay  forever,  is  the  sense  of  every  mind 
not  disturbed  with  distrust  in  the  perpetuity  of  law.  Trees, 
birds,  fishes,  flowers  in  a  state  of  nature  preserve  their  identity 
and  continuity — why  not  man?  Every  oak  affirms  that  it  is 
the  unfolding  of  the  qualities  of  a  mature  acorn  and  that  prece- 
dent acorn  the  product  of  a  precedent  mature  oak  " 

The  new  man  affirms  only  whatever  runs  In  the  Issues  of 
life.  His  utterance  is  a  reflection  of  the  sincere  life  and  mind 
within  him,  and  he  calls  up  the  true  condition  and  habit  of  every 
living  thing  for  contribution  to  his  knowledge.  He  sees  the 
modes  of  Universal  Law  Imminent  in  plants,  fishes,  birds,  rep- 
tiles, animals  and  man.  Each  activity  in  life  gives  its  unhind- 
red  testimony  as  to  what  the  Supreme  Spirit  is  doing  in  the 
world,  and  how  it  is  done.  He  rehearses  what  has  been  and  fore- 
tells what  will  be,  and  gives  speech  to  sparrows,  plants,  trees, 
fishes,  stones,  water  wind,  light,  darkness,  birth  and  death, 
in  support  of  his  testimony. 

Listen:  "The  new  man  is  the  living  oracle  of  God — the 
source  existing  in  the  flow — the  voice  of  the  Silent  One.  As  an 
embodiment  of  Sincerity,  he  is  a  manifestation  of  God  in  man. 
and  a  certain  revelation  of  the  law  of  life,  which  is  perrennial 
and  potent  in  every  moment  of  time.  Every  untrammeled 
thinker — Gautama  in  Asia,  Zoroaster  in  Persia,  Confucius  in 
China,  Socrates  in  Greece,  Jesus  in  Palestine,  Mohamet  in  Arabia. 
Voltaire  in  France,  Thomas  Paine  in  America,  all  who  have 
uttered  their  sincere  convictions  without  fear  of  man,  are  in 
a  true  transcordant  sense  Divine  Incarnations.  They  are  of 
those  who  dwell  with  God.  The  soul  which  dwells  with  God 
speaks  from  behind  the  veil  of  events;  through  it  courses  the 
spirit  which  rules  the  world.  It  has  been  with  omnicience, 
hails  from  thence,  is  the  harbinger  of  truth,  and  delivers  the 
infinite  law.     The  light  of  such  a  soul  dissipates  every  past. 
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glorifies  its  own  present  and  prophesies  every  future.  Jesus 
of  Nazareth  was  the  type  of  such  a  soul;  past  creeds  and  effete 
institutions  withered  in  the  light  of  the  reason  that  came  from 
within  him;  he  revered  not  traditions  of  tumult  and  war,  tem- 
porzed  with  no  outward  authority,  but  spoke  and  acted  from 
divine  in  carnation;  rejected  what  pleased  him  to  reject,  accepted 
what  pleased  him  to  accept.  The  spirit  of  all  law  was  elective 
affinity;  the  spirit  of  liberty  was  self-restraint  Whoever  does 
likewise  is  a  divine  incarnation. 

Listen  again:  "The  soul  whichdwells  with  God  is  a  divinely 
delegated  judge  of  events;  if  he  fails  to  weigh  the  testimony 
of  what  events  to  say  to  him— of  what  wars  and  martyrs,  priest 
and  kings,  tyrants  and  slaves  say  to  him— and  fails  to  separate 
truth  from  falsehood,  honor  from  perfidy,  good  from  evil,  he  has 
proven  treacherous  to  his  divine  constituency.  To  him  all  life 
is  from  God,  therefore  all  life  has  the  right  of  life,  it  is  tres- 
pass—trespass is  hate;  love  all  and  hate  none,  and  life  has  all 
its  rights.  The  divine  soul  is  judge;  they  who  kill  at  all  hinder 
life,  and  are  judged  as  not  in  the  law  of.  life;  they  who  covet, 
steal,  lie,  or  forswear  are  somewhat  in  the  way  of  trespass,  and 
judged  as  the  enemies  of  life." 

What  every  martyr  to  his  convictions  would  have  us  know 
is,  that  the  compassionate  benevolence  of  nature  should  .have 
precedence  to  the  extortons  of  avarce  and  greed  in  human  af- 
fairs. All  inspired  teachers  are  alike — Moses,  Gautama,  Zor- 
oaster, Plato,  Jesus,  Swedenborg — appealing  that  compassion 
prevail  among  men;  and  in  every  time  are  alike  assailed  by  the 
devotees  of  tradition;  and  in  every  case  the  traditionists  falsify 
their  traditions,  erroneously  converting  them  to  the  mercenary 
purpose  of  maintaining  an  idle  priesthood  in  luxury  by  extor- 
tionate taxation.  The  Hebrew  priesthood  made  Judea  a  land 
of  mendicants,  servants,  and  masters,  contrary  to  Moses'  equality 
of  possessons;  Idnia  and  China  lay  prostrate  at  the  feet  of 
haughty  monks;  Christianized  Greece  is  a  historic  derision  to 
the  Platonic  republics,  and  the  powers  of  Christendom  solmenly 
parades  the  dark  errors  of  factional  hate  In  place  of  the  com- 
passionate toleration  of  Jesus.  Jesus  gave  the  world  no  trinity, 
spoke  no  immaculate  conception,  never  intimated  that  his 
mother  was   a  virgin,   never  named   his   doctrine   Christianity, 
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never  dedicated  a  church;  but  simply  pointed  to  one  God  as 
father  of  all,  and  mankind  as  brethren.  The  doctrine  of  the 
trinity,  birth  from  a  virgin  by  sprtnal  conception,  the  deification 
of  a  son  thus  born,  etc.,  were  picked  up  from  the  outside,  and 
not  from  anything  Jesus  said  from  his  inward  sincerity — were 
picked  out  of  the  musty  errors  of  Egyptian  and  Persian  super- 
stitions, where  they  had  been  the  cant  of  extortionate  pries** 
centuries  before  the  birth  of  Jesus.  It  was  the  errors  of  tra- 
dition, the  hypocritical  cant  of  the  Pharasees  about  things  past, 
that  Jesus  would  brush  aside  and  let  all  things  appear,  new  in 
the  light  of  a  present  good;  the  entire  Hebrew  tradition  should 
not  mar  the  living  law  of  friendship.  But  religion  was  necessary 
to  an  authoritative  priesthood;  a  creed  was  necessary;  hence 
the  revival  of  tradition  and  its  mysteries,  attended  with  its 
tyrannies  and  followed  by  inquisition  and  massacre. 

"In  religion,  what  damned  error 
But  some  sober  brow  will  bless  it 
And  approve  it  with  a  text, 
Hiding  grossness  with  fair  ornament." 

Were  there  no  traditionists,  like  the  Sadusees  and  Phara- 
sees, there  would  be  no  martyrs  to  such  pure,  heartfelt  utter- 
ances as  the  man  Jesus  made  to  his  fellow  Greeks  and  Jews. 

The  botanist  goes  not  to  dead  and  decaying  leaves  to  learn 
his  science,  nor  the  bee  to  withered  flowers  for  its  honey;  and 
why  should  the  soul  of  man  go  to  the  records  of  effete  barbarians, 
whose  time  was  mostly  spent  in  war,  pillage  and  rapine,  to  learn 
religious  truth?  Why  not  learn  It,  as  Jesus  and  Plato  did,  from 
the  pure,  sincere,  living,  gentle  impulses  of  the  heart,  whose 
every  beat  brings  a  message  from  the  heaven  within?  If  "the 
kingdom  of  heaven  is  within,"  why  go  to  the  Council  of  a  Nice, 
to  the  Vatican  or  Egypt  to  study  the  character  of  the  per- 
petual relations  between  God  and  man?  Jesus  found  this  divine 
relationship,  the  moral  law  as  present  and  perfect  within  him- 
self as  within  Moses,  who  said,  "Love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself." 
and  Plato  and  Gautama  found  it  present  within  themselves,  in 
present  time  with  them,  and  without  it  in  our  own  time  or 
any  time  what  would  be  the  value  of  any  tradition?  Without 
charity,  what  virtue  would  there  be  in  church  orpriest?    In  ' 
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and  let  it  be  a  perpetual  fact,  doe*  even  the  legend  of  Jesus, 
in  itself  as  a  story,  add  one  whit  of  merit  to  the  principle  of 
harmonious  association,  which  requires  friendship,  sincerity, 
fidelity  and  loyalty  to  truth?  It  contains  an  effective  lesson 
of  forbearance  to  stupid  tradltionisU,  but  has  no  bearing  further 
than  to  illustrate  the  principle  of  moral  order,  which  is  active 
or  latent  in  the  breast  of  every  human  being,  unalterable  by 
events  undiminished  by  age,  and  is  the  prompting  of  every  soul 
at  one  with  God  in  every  successive  moment  of  time.  Were 
all  Bibles  burned  and  all  history  forgotten;  were  every  religion 
and  vestige  of  tradition  blotted  out,  does  any  intelligent  person 
doubt  that  the  human  heart  would  continue  evolvng  the  ele- 
ment of  love,  of  pure  frendshp,  of  mercy  and  charity?  These 
are  the  diadems  of  Immortality  which  God  set  in  heart  of  man, 
bidding  hope  to  spring  eternal  in  the  breast;  they  attend  every 
pulsation,  as  perfect  with  tradition  forgotten,  as  with  it  crowd- 
ing and  confusing  the  mind. 

To  the  mind  surfeited  with  the  endlessness  of  names  and 
dry  phrases  of  tradition,  Hebraic  or  Ionic,  to  the  exclusion  of 
God's  perennial  life  in  the  heart  and  merry  flash  of  though; 
to  that  sepulchral  mind,  which  dotes  upon  dead  and  half-forgotten 
things;  which  stumbles  in  histories  over  which  no  two  intelli- 
gent men  agree;  which  broods  over  countries,  sterrile,  desolate 
and  abandoned  to  mendicants  and  imbeciles;  to  the  bigot,  the 
hypocrite,  or  to  the  priest  whose  living  depends  upon  duping 
the  ignorant — the  days  on  which  Jesus,  Plato  or  Mohamet  were 
born  are  holy  days;  but  to  Jesus,  Plato  or  to  Mohamet  them- 
selves in  their  own  lifetime,  as  their  sayings  show,  or  to  prophet 
or  philosopher,  one  day  of  a  planet's  evolution  is  as  sacred  as 
another;  to  every  soul  in  which  God's  love  has  dwelt  or  now 
dwells,  all  days  are  God's  hallowed  days,  and  al  nights  sacred 
sabbaths  of  peace 

The  mind  in  unity  with  God  is  conscious  that  every  present 
has  a  resembance  to  every  past  and  every  future;  conscious 
that  the  sun,  which  shone  on  Spartans,  Assyrians  and  Romans, 
shines  now  on  us,  that  the  air  they  breathed  was  like  the  air 
we  breathe  now,  that  the  water  they  drank  was  like  the  water 
we  drink,  that  the  kind  of  nourishment  which  sustained  them 
now  sustains  us;  that  the  same  passions  thrill  our  blood,  the 
same  loves   delight  our   souls,   the  same  motives   arouse  our 
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action,  the  same  conceptions  course  through  our  brains.  It  is 
also  conscious,  as  Jesus  was,  that  the  priests  of  Baal  were  idol- 
aters; that  the  priests  of  Brahm,  Buddha,  Asshur,  Osiris  and 
Christ,  and  of  Joe  Smith  are  all  alike— peddlers  of  wonder 
ybooks,  frequenters  of  graveyards,  and  mainly  collectors  of 
parish  revenues.  It  is  conscious  that  prophets  also  are  ever  the 
same  and  associated  with  the  same  events — the  destruction  of 
the  priesthood — Gautama  against  the  priests  of  Brahm,  Elijah 
against  the  priests  of  Baal,  Jesus  against  the  priests  of  Israel; 
Voltaire  against  the  Jesuits;  and  in  each  succeslve  assault  the 
prophet  is  ultimate  victor.  In  turn  every  established  priesthood 
gives  place  to  a  new  prophet;  in  turn  the  old  decays  and  the 
new  survives.  In  the  latest  and  final  turn  the  priests  of  Chris- 
tianity shall  yield  place  to  the  prophets  of  science.  Periodically 
the  progressive  soul  of  man  tires  of  the  husks  of  passing  lives 
and  seeks  fresh  fruitage  from  new  growth. 

And  again,  the  New  Man  says:  "The  mind,  conscious  of 
its  inward  divinity  is  in  the  direct  highway  of  experimental 
knowledge — mingles  with,  and  is  part  of  the  True,  the  Beautiful, 
the  Good — in  harmonious  accord  with  universal  principles.  Art 
science,  literature  and  music  are  its  playmates;  the  astronomies, 
botanies,  philosophies,  are  its  affinities,  as  homogeneous  and 
holiday  belongings.  It  is  conscious  of  the  melodious  whirl  of 
life,  its  joyous  births  and  rebirths,  of  the  gaiety  and  gossip 
of  angels.  In  the  elements  it  sees  adaptation;  in  persons  and 
things,  unizon;  in  causes,  expectation;  in  effects,  realization. 
Argus-eyed,  what  the  all-seeing  sees,  it  sees;  what  the  omnis- 
cient is,  it  comprehends.  The  illumined  soul  gives  itself  alone 
and  pure,  to  the  original  and  pure,  who  on  that  condition, 
inhabits  and  speaks  through  it  It  says,  'I  am  born  into  the 
universal  mind  So  I  come  to  live  in  thoughts,  and  act  In 
energies  immortal.'  The  Gods  to  each  other  are  not  unknown. 
As  light  reveals  all  truth  to  the  mind,  and  the  mortal  puts  on 
immortality. 

Only  the  heroic  soul  incarnates  the  divine  mind— the  soul 
that  utters  its  inward  conviction,  and  parleys  not  with  the 
institutions  of  custom.  The  soul,  true  to  itself,  says  Emerson, 
is  Ike  the  bloomng  rose  when  makes  no  reference  to  former 
roses,  or  to  better  ones;  it  is  for  Just  what  it  is;  it  exists 
in  God,  is  happy  and  strong  in  life  above  the  effigies  of  time. 
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It  is  related  to  divinity,  is  so  pure  that  it  were  profanity  to 
interpose  help.  To  it  old  things  are  obsolete;  teachers,  texts 
and  creeds  fall;  past  and  future  gather  n  one  moment.  It 
is,  wherever  or  whenever,  a  divine  incarnation,  and  speaks  by 
authority.     It  abides  in  the  Light  of  Life. 


THE  CRY  OP  DISTRESS.— The  toiling  poor  wail  in  indi- 
gence, for  they  sold  their  birthright  of  equity  among  men  to 
the  craft  of  Mammon;  they  voted  Avarice  into  power,  and  they 
feel  the  sting  of  the  tyrant's  whip.  They  voted  laws  that  made 
a  world  of  masters  and  servants,  princes  and  vassals,  and  killed 
liberty.  Whoso  voteth  to  destroy  the  equity  of  man  hath  sold 
his  birthright  of  equity  for  a  trifle,  and  verily  wandereth  the 
earth  in  vagrancy  or  abideth  in  slavery.  The  soul  that  sinneth 
against  the  equity  of  life  blighteth  its  own  hope.  Tollers  all. 
images  of  God,  how  long  will  ye  remain  the  servants  of  Satan? 

HOW  READBST  THOU? — Whoso  inerrantly  readest  a  form 
of  life  readest  God,  who  is  the  Principle  of  Life;  unity,  in  the 
mustard  seed,  diversity  in  its  growth.  Light  of  Life  is  in  the 
seed,  the  light  that  shineth  in  darkness,  and  lighteth  every  thing 
that  cometh  in  the  world. 


A  VOICE. — Son,  thou  seest  and  knowest  me,  in  manifesta- 
tion; in  my  growth,  bloom  and  fruit;  in  my  ligtning,  thunder, 
and  dynamos;  in  my  electric  cars,  swift  messages  and  vitagraphs; 
for,  verily,  though  Invisible  to  finite  senses,  I  am  Infinitely 
manifest  in  all  power.  I  am  that  I  am!— truly  a  dynamic  affair, 
inexahustible  in  all  potency  and  possibility  of  life  and  mind.  I 
am  the  electric  flash  that  scatters  snow,  or  lights  and  warms 
the  universe. 

PERIL. — In  states  of  organized  wealth,  in  Russia,  Brit  tain. 
America,  the  homes  of  the  poor  are  in  peril;  under  the  power 
of  courts  and  the  interpreters  of  law,  under  the  apathy  of  relig- 
ious pretence,  the  homes  of  the  poor  are  in  peril,  while  the  voice 
of  God  is  heard  around  the  earth  in  every  wall  of  distress. 


A  CHRISTIAN  JUDGE.— Christian  men  lead  astray  the 
fairest  daughters  of  God,  pollute  life  and  blight  hope,  and  a 
Christian  Judge  in  Chicago  fiercely  commands  the  victims  of 
brutal  men  to  commit  self-murder.  Verily,  like  this  judge  were 
they  who  murdered  Christ. 


A  Being,  to  make  a  world  and  keep  it  miserable,  is  not 
good  if  all-powerful;  if  not  all-powerful,  it  is  not  God;  and,  if 
all-powerful,  creates  a  world  and  leaves  it  miserable,  is  neither 
good  nor  God. 
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CHAPTER    XXVI. 
SYMBOLS     OF     SPINOZA— BLENDING     THE     FINITE     AND 

INFINITE. 

Spinoza  (Benedicts  de  Spinoza)  was  born  at  Amsterdam 
in  1632,  the  son  of  a  Hebrew  merchant  from  Spain.  He  died 
at  The  Hague  in  1677.  He  elaborated  the  Descartian  system 
of  logic  and  systematized  every  phase  of  causation  processes 
and  established  defintely  the  ideas  of  self-evident  truth  by  a 
corelation  of  the  elements  of  consciousness  His  central  idea* 
regarded  the  universe  as  one  substance,  embraced  In  mind 
and  matter  and  styled  God,  differentiating  Itself  in  thought 
and  extension.  He  asserted  that  there  is  no  extension,  as  in 
man,  animal  and  plant,  that  does  not  display  the  traces  or 
presence  of  thought;  that  the  corelation  of  thought  is  identical 
with  the  corelation  of  things;  that  whatever  exists  involves 
the  pre-existence  of  the  qualities  or  essences  in  combination  of 
such  existence;  that  limitation  in  existence  is  from  the  relation 
of  one  object  to  another  smilar  object;  that  an  object  Is  finite 
in  its  correspondence  to  a  larger  object;  that  one  thought  is 
finite  as  compared  to  a  broader  thought;  that  objects  are  not 
limited  by  thoughts  nor  thoughts  limited  by  objects. 

As  an  optimist  of  the  highest  empyrical  order,  Spinoza  ap- 
peals absolutely  to  self-evident  facts;  to  the  impHcaton  of  ex- 
istences and  essentia,  that  all  existences,  all  phenomena,  have 
drawn  organic  structure  from  pre-existent  essences,  physical  or 
metaphysical;  that  essences  are  the  infinite  primal  substance, 
from  which  organic  forms  are  generated  of  infinite  attributes, 
and  every  attribute  self-conceiving  and  eternal.  He  postulates 
the  unity  of  God,  from  whom  flows  an  infinite  number  of  ways, 
who  is  the  indwelling  free  cause  of  alt  existing  things;  every- 
thing that  exists  presenting  the  determinate  potency  of  its  own 
existence,  the  active  principle  of  which  is  God.  Thus  to  him 
divine  truth  Is  simple  and  easy  to  comprehend.     All  ideas  are 
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true  so  far  as  they  reflect  the  principle  actively  operating  in 
organic  forms;  for  all  ideas  which  harmonize  with  the  activity 
of  organisms,  extend  from  such  activity,  are  therefore  emana- 
tions of  God,  and  agree  perfectly  In  the  relation  of  objects. 
Every  idea  which  is  in  us  is  thus  essentially  in  us  as  an  abso- 
lute and  adequate  idea,  and  Is  positively  true;  for  every  such 
Idea  proceeds  in  extension,  from  God,  in  a  sense  of  real  inspira- 
tion. 

Spinoza  classifies  love  as  a  paramount  eternal  attribute, 
emotions  and  passions  being  its  varied  shadowings.  Passions 
— desire,  Joy,  grief— -are  the  necessary  conditions  attending  the 
spirit  of  God  while  quickening  or  vitalizing  matter  in  the 
growth  of  animate  life.  Lusts  and  appetites  are  the  vivifications 
of  matter,  the  moulten  heat  required  for  the  blending  of  mind 
and  matter,  which  gradually  return  to  the  Inorganic  essences 
as  mind  rises  to  positive  supremacy  and  consciousness.  The 
plentltule  of  passion,  emotion  and  affection  are  indications  of 
the  prolixity  of  divine  presence.  He  asserts  that  the  fertile 
field  of  divine  love  is  in  the  rich  depths  of  human  passion; 
and  that  good  and  evil  in  relation  thereto  are  conditions  only 
understood  by  the  divine  mind,  which,  as  extended  in  man,  is 
the  proper  guide  In  the  utility  of  paseion.  This  is  why  wisdom 
is  synonymous  with  age,  when  the  mind  is  conscious  of  its 
own  immortality  and  free  from  the  arbitrary  environments  of 
the  passions. 

In  the  broader  sense  the  divine  extension,  as  the  symboliza- 
tion  of  thought  and  energy,  appears  in  all  plant  and  animal 
growth,  mountain  projections,  valley  depressions,  combustion, 
explosion  and  volcanic  eruptions,  storms  and  electrical  phen- 
namena.  All  motion  Is  thetranscendent  activity  of  the  omni- 
present soul,  the  will  of  God  permeating  the  universe;  typified 
in  fish,  bird,  reptile,  beasts  and  man  in  all  stages  of  develop- 
ment— a  universal  corelation  of  finite  limitations,  by  which  the 
entire  world  is  necssarily  united  in  one  power. 

While  Spinoza  dwelt  relatively  on  the  logic  of  cause  and  ef- 
fect, his  central  ideas  obtained  their  greater  fixity  in  self-evi- 
dent ideas  of  Being  itself,  allowing  each  object  to  symbolize  its 
law  in  the  experssion  of  activity,  with  an  endless  chain  of  finite 
links  making  up  the  circle  of  infinity  ,ln  which  thought  and  sub- 
stance have  no  beginning  or  end. 
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The  nature  of  light  indicates  the  infinity  of  the  most  re- 
fined substance,  as  radiance  is  endless  unless  obstructed  by 
gaseous  or  opaque  bodies,  and  being  only  thus  intercepted  dem- 
onstrates innate  continuity;  but  heat,  being  only  an  attribute 
of  light,  like  the  attributes  of  every  infinite  feature  of  Being, 
is  limited  by  something  greater.  Spinoza's  writings,  while  they 
symbolize  the  popular  monotheism  of  modern  times,  have  lain 
oyer  two  centuries  in  comparative  oblivion,  from  their  apparent 
tendency  of  disabusing  the  mind  of  the  Messianic  system  of 
thics,  ,  and  Inculcating  the  absolutely  pantheistic  idea  of  deity, 
so  well  versified  by  Alexander  Pope  in  his  * 'Essay  on  Man." 
But  the  disjointed  style  of  his  philosophical  works,  and  the  dif- 
ficulty of  tracing  his  system  of  analysis,  are  probably  the  direct 
cause  of  his  labors  remaining  outside  the  pale  of  standard  liter- 
ature. He  offended  both  Jews  and  Christians  while  living,  hav- 
ing asserted  that  the  deity  could  have  no  -  objects  to  attain ; 
that  if  God  had  a  scheme  for  a  Messiah,  deliverer  or  savior,  it 
would  indicate  It  lacked  something,  and  therefore  was  not  per- 
fection. 'If  God  acts  for  an  object,"  says  Spinoza,  "It  neces- 
sarily aspires  to  achieve  something  which  It  lacks.  They  (the 
theologians  who  scouted  his  books)  are  unable  to  point  to  any- 
thing prior  to  Nature,  except  God,  and  are  therefore  driven  to 
admit  that  God  lacked  those  things  for  whose  attainment  It 
created  means;  and  further,  that  It  desired  them,  after  the 
fashion  of  men.  They  could  as  well  assert  that  a  stone  falls 
from  a  roof  with  the  desire  of  killing  a  man,  or  that  an  earth- 
quake gapes  and  swallows  a  village  in  order  to  attain  some- 
thing which  was  lacking  in  the  earth's  bowels" — that  the  earth 
had  a  craving  so  immense  for  variety  of  food  that  it  purposely 
opens  and  swallows  cities  and  villages,  of  men,  women  and 
children,  to  gratify  Its  insatiable  hunger! 

As  distinguished  from  instinct,  reason,  guided  by  intuition, 
inspiration,  leads  the  mind  to  ask  for  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  existence,  a  definite  apprehension  and  understanding  of  ev- 
erything—the origin,  the  position,  the  object,  the  relation,  the 
duration,  the  destiny,  of  life  and  its  issues.  Inductive  reasoning 
intultes  the  mind  into  inquiries  transcending  the  promptings  of 
sensation,  extending  far  beyond  the  domain  and  axioms  of  ex- 
perience, though  utilizing  the  knowledge  acquired  by  experi- 
ment.   The  philosophies  of  the  schools  have  erected  many  bar- 
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riers  around  us,  insisting  on  the  necssary  limitation  of  knowl- 
edge to  finite  abstractions ;  that  actual  knowledge  is  strictly  em- 
pirical and  acquired  only  from  verified  phenomena.  Inductive 
reasoning  voices  the  Light  of  Life,  being  infinitely  reinforced 
by  evidential  knowledge  of  strict  perpetual  classification  of  every 
genua  of  life,  and  also  by  the  self-evident  fact  of  the  uniformity 
of  law  obtaining  throughout  the  known  universe,  and  any 
knowledge  thereby  gained  amounts  to  a  veritable  demonstra- 
tion. Tet  every  philosophy  has  pertinently  and  generously  ex- 
pressed cognizance  of  an  evidential  something  beyond  the  limits 
of  sensation,  eluding  the  pursuit  of  reasoning  upon  any  pre- 
vailing scientific  hypothesis.  The  reasoning  mind  is  loth  to  be 
confined  to  finite  limitation;  sees  continuity  of  law  until  It 
eludes  the  senses;  the  magnet  in  any  form  drawing  on  infinity 
— that  the  idea  of  a  straight  line  indicates  the  reverse  of  limi- 
tation into  whatever  direction;  that  an  idea  of  motion  carries 
with  it  the  idea  of  unceasing  action;  that  every  effect  postulates 
an  adequate  cause,  and  behind  such  cause  a  commensurate 
cause,  presenting  perpetual  continuity  of  causes  and  effects, 
that  do  not  come  into  cognition  through  the  senses,  but  infer- 
entially  they  are  truths  as  positive  as  if  in  contact  with  sensa- 
tion;— and*  intuition  becomes  insisted  upon  for  verities  inde- 
pendent of  sensation.  The  eyes  which  see  an  acorn  inductively 
convey  to  the  mind  a  positive  knowledge  of  the  parent  oak, 
though  the  parent  tree  should  seldom  come  within  the  range  of 
vision.  The  robin  that  builds  its  nest  this  year  is  imperatively 
suggestive  of  an  egg  from  which  that  robin  came,  through  a 
state  of  nature  fecundity  at  a  former  time,  and  of  that  egg's 
mature  parental  origin,  carrying  the  true  conception  of  ovarial 
biogenesis  infinitely  out  of  the  reach  of  material  observation, 
giving  accurate  concepts  and  invarient  conclusions  of  Illimitable 
posterior  apprehension.  The  truth  of  Infinite  potentiality  may 
sometimes  find  illustration  in  visions  and  dreams,  however  illu- 
sive they  may  appear;  but  when  they  are  forerunners  of  perti- 
nent historical  events,  absolutely  irrelevant  to  any  knowledge 
of  facts,  and  having  no  probable  connection  with  future  events, 
then  a  dream  may  carry  with  it  prescientiflc  knowledge  from 
unquestionable  supersensuous  source.  To  illustrate  a  prophetic 
dream  of  facts,  I  will  here  make  record  of  one  of  my  own 
dreams  while  a  soldier  during  the  American  civil  war.    It  was 
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a  dream  of  great  and  long  continued  battle  which  many  months 
afterward  proved  to  be  the  selge  of  Vicksburg.  Awaking  one 
morning  from  my  slumbers  in  camp  at  Corinth,  Mississippi, 
in  September,  1862,  I  related  at  breakfast  my  dream  of  a  great 
battle  to  our  mess  of  twelve  men  besides  myself,  In  which  I  saw 
that  we  would  all  be  participants.  My  comrades  all  listened 
with  interest  and  respect  to  the  full  details,  and  promised  they 
would  watch  and  see  if  it  came  true  .having  some  faith  from 
some  former  predictions  I  had  given  them.  I  gave  the  details 
of  continuous  events,  and  a  minute  description  of  a  long  and 
hard  struggle,  precisely  describing  the  commanding  officers, 
and  consecutive  details  of  the  events  before  and  during  hostili- 
ties, together  with  the  scenes  of  victory,  and  the  surrender  of 
the  Confederate  army.  Eight  months  after  relating  this  dream, 
in  May,  1863,  at  Memphis,  Tennessee,  the  comrades  to  whom  it 
was  related  began  the  recognition  of  its  fulfillment,  in  the  per- 
sonal appearance  of  General  Lauman  as  commander,  when  sev- 
eral of  them  ejaculated,  "There's  your  bald-headed  general!" 
A  few  days  later  our  army  corps  was  ordered  to  reinforce  Gen- 
eral Grant  at  the  selge  of  Vicksburg,  when  we  took  six  steamers 
down  the  river.  On  the  way  we  were  attacked  by  the  Confed- 
erates a  few  miles  above  Greenville,  which  we  repulsed,  and 
that  city  was  destroyed  by  fire,  set  by  a  Confederate  officer. 
now  living,  but  whose  name  I  withhold.  That  scene  was  re- 
cognised as  I  had  described  it  eight  months  before.  From 
thence  each  day,  until  the  surrender  of  Vicksburg,  on  the  morn- 
ing of  July  4th  following,  those  twelve  comrades  gave  me  sur- 
prising recognition  of  the  details  of  that  battle  as  described  in 
my  dream,  of  the  various  maneuvers  and  skirmishes  in  the 
rear  of  Vicksburg,  of  rainstorms  following  every  day  of  can- 
nonading, of  the  desperate  struggle  of  the  Confederates  to  break 
through  our  lines  on  their  extreme  right  near  Warrenton,  of 
the  undermining  of  their  forts  and  the  midnight  artillery  duels, 
•iid  the  stacking  of  the  enemy's  bayonets  on  their  outer  works 
when  surrendering,  and  of  our  own  company  of  cavalry*  Com- 
pany I,  15th  Illinois,  leading  the  triumphal  march  into  the  city 
on  Independence  Day,  1863.  So  the  dream  was  fulfilled  in  every 
particular,  and  so  recognized  by  my  twelve  comrades,  including 
Mr.  Laws,  a  Methodist  minister,  who  remarked,  "That  is  enough 
to  convince  me  of  the  truth  of  Spiritualism."    Not  one  of  our 
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command  had  any  personal  knowledge  of  the  geodetic  and  geo- 
graphic situation  of  Vicksburg  previous  to  that  battle,  nor  had 
any  one  of  us  any  idea,  at  the  time  of  my  dream,  of  being  or- 
dered south;  but  all  of  us  did  expect  to  be  ordered  east  with 
the  troops  we  had  been  with  under  Qeneral  Rosencranz.  The 
dream  spanned  ten  months  of  futurity,  revealing  predicatively 
a  multitude  of  actual  occurrences,  forecasting  truth  as  definitely 
as  if  observed  and  related  by  a  thousand  eye-wi ta  esses  of  trans- 
piring events,  ten  months  of  processional  mental  cognition  and 
specific  statement. 

What  was  the  true  source  of  a  dream  so  prolific  of  future 
events?  It  was  not  from  me  or  any  of  my  comrades;  then  from 
whence  such  superior  knowledge?  It  was  not  attributable  to 
clairvoyance,  which  is  only  clear-seeing  existing  facts;  nor 
telepathy,  which  only  transfers  existing  knowledge,  or  facts 
that  have  existed.  Really  it  has  the  semblance  of  mental  eman- 
ation both  ulterior  and  superior  to  any  human  knowledge, 
accurately  prophetic  of  events  without  precedent.  As  only 
intelligence  can  be  a  harbinger  of  knowledge,  and  the  facts  as 
related  had  existence  in  finite  mind,  some  mind  of  supersen- 
uous  personality  was  tacitly  and  potently  the  exclusive  psy- 
chic factor  in  that  dream. 

The  mind  of  Aristottle  found  itself  gliding  easily  from  the 
infinite  past  of  causes  into  the  infinite  future  of  effects,  notic- 
ing expressions  of  nature  as  immanent  fact,  in  crude  matter, 
forms  of  life,  and  states  of  mind;  each  thing  sincerely  speaking 
its  truth.  If  one  Is  really  a  liar,  or  thief,  the  eyes  and  actions 
sincerely  say  as  much  to  those  who  are  clearly  able  to  appre- 
hend. The  appearance  of  man,  woman  or  child,  plants  or  ani- 
mals, freely  indicate  what  they  are,  their  circumstances,  wheth- 
or  development  was  associated  with  favorable  or  adverse  en- 
vironments, whether  nurtured  through  affluent  or  indigent  sus- 
tenance, what  good  or  bad  traits  are  owing  to  virtues  or  defects 
of  heredity — all  things  exhibit  the  truth  that  is  in  them;  and 
we  are  easily  in  position  as  to  answering  the  question,  What 
is  truth?  — in  the  plural.  Truths  are  the  expressions  of  Nature — 
the  expressions  of  all  forms  of  substance,  of  life,  of  mind. 

Eternal  verification  of  the  operations  of  life  is  amply  evi- 
dential of  uniform  constitutency  in  the  Principle  of  Life.     If 
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life  is  feeble,  who  is  there  that  can  not  see  it?  If  life  is  In  pain. 
who  is  there  that  is  not  touched  with  compassion?  Does  com- 
passion appear  in  many  only? — what  greater  compassion  than 
the  bear  with  her  cubs? — the  hen  with  her  brood?  Verily, 
is  not  all  life  inspired?  Are  not  all  records  of  truth  easy  to 
read?  The  sensualist  hides  nothing  from  the  wise;  the  lips, 
eyes,  mould  of  face  and  motion  of  forms,  express  all,  as  truth- 
fully as  the  plant  or  tree  tells  the  learned  gardener  the  story 
of  its  condition.  There  is  no  guess-work  in  living  things,  but 
deep,heart-felt  sincerity  .earnestly  telling  what  is  within,  what 
has  been,  and  what  will  be;  whether  tendencies  are  inherent 
or  acquired;  whether  the  life  is  good  or  bad;  whether  blight 
was  in  the  germ,  or  worms  gnaw  at  the  root;  whether  bad  blood 
or  good  came  from  the  sire  or  the  dam.  Bach  person  and  thing 
has  its  law  of  development,  departure  from  which  is  expressive 
— the  maiden  who  sins  against  her  life  shows  her  shame  in  the 
face — she  cannot  hide  it;  the  sincerity  of  life  admits  of  no 
denial,  but  infinitely  runs  its  course. 

Man  emerges  out  of  Nature,  having  associated  with  all  the 
forms  of  Nature,  felt  all  its  pulsations,  inhaled  its  breath,  heard 
its  voice  in  varied  intonation,  looked  into  its  myriad  eyes,  touch- 
ed its  diversity  of  body,  drank  its  inspiration,  thrilled  with  its 
magnetism.  He  is  out  of  Nature  going  abroad  as  its  priest, 
preaching  in  act  and  word  its  doctrines;  he  is  the  mental  phe- 
nomenon, extreme  or  modified,  crude  or  cultured,  of  the  spirit 
of  Nature;  as  animated  matter,  he  is,  mentally  and  physically, 
the  representative  and  exponent  of  all  that  comprises  the  uni- 
verse— has  been  with  it,  know^  its  symptoms,  its  tendencies,  its 
intentions,  and  readily  rehearses  the  lessons  of  life's  cate- 
chism. The  prophet  goes  to  the  mountain  for  meditation,  and 
returns  with  tablets  of  divine  Inscription  because  his  soul  went 
and  blended  with  the  infinite  soul — his  word  but  echoes  infinite 
thought,  his  method  reflects  infinite  method.  It  could  not  be- 
otherwise:  as  a  purified  surface  receives  and  reflects  an  ob- 
ject, so  the  soul  in  meditation  and  prayer  receives  the  impress 
of  divine  spirit  and  reflects  the  impression. 

Man  reflects  Nature  as  he  is  impressed  by  it,  gross  or  re- 
fined— the  perfect  image  of  the  tree  is  only  seen  in  still  and 
clearlfled  water,  so  the  spirit  of  God  is  plain  in  the  purified  soul, 
or  dimly  noticable  in  the  soul  veiled  by  crude  matter.     That 
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godliness  is  not  as  abundant  as  fruits  and  wine,  is  but  an  index 
of  poor  culture  or  neglect.  Without  thorough  culture  sweet 
grapes  and  pippins  were  as  rare  as  poets  and  prophets.  But 
Nature  has  fixed  laws,  and  the  heaven  of  high  culture  is  not 
attained  without  a  sacrifice  of  the  crude,  a  sacrifice  on  the  part 
of  passion  and  animal  instinct;  reproduction  ceases  at  the  sum- 
mit of  high  culture  in  fruit  and  in  man.  A  great  genius  is  bar- 
ren of  posterity — in  crude  forms  succession  is  the  law;  fairest 
flowers  are  barren.  Purified  and  ripened  mind  is  divorced  from 
generative  substance,  its  substance  being  utilized  and  its  pro- 
ducts diverted  to  the  spiritual,  and  diffusing  its  emanations  it 
becomes  an  infinite  integer.  Genius  walks  with  Nature,  com- 
munes with  It,  tells  of  Its  beauty,  admitting  his  auditor  into 
palaces  of  splendor.  He  sings  Its  hymns  of  ecstacy,  chants  Its 
praise,  vows  Its  deep  sincerity;  we  cling  to  him  as  Its  inter- 
preter, the  revealer  of  Its  charms;  we  fix  ourselves  to  prophets, 
to  Ppthagoras,  Jesus,  Plato,  Archimides,  Copernicus,  because  of 
their  reasons  for  trust,  hope  and  sympathy  between  man  and 
God.  They  unveiled,  verified  law  from  mystery  that  liberated 
distress.  They  healed  a  general  hurt,  gave  balm  to  mental 
sickness,  put  levers  into  the  hands  of  the  weak,  gave  sight  to 
spiritual  blindness,  told  the  meaning  of  all  things,  and  received 
gratitude.  They  unbosomed  the  hidden  gems  of  life  and  mind, 
and  men  feel  a  more  realizing  security  and  surer  footing  in  the 
struggle  of  life  by  their  having  lived  and  testified,  however 
much  their  testimony  was  that  of  dreamers  and  theorists. 

There  is  a  method  about  the  idea  of  faith  that  infinitely 
pervades  the  human  mind,  be  it  only  faith  in  parents,  relatives 
and  friends,  or  in  business  relations.  Faith  stands  at  the 
threshhold  of  every  human  act.  It  attends  the  commission  of 
every  deed,  good  or  evil.  It  watches  every  motive  and  incen- 
tive to  action,  wary  of  result.  It  rests  upon  the  nuborn  and  the 
born,  and  follows  its  object  into  eternity  like  an  indestructible 
umbilicus.  It  is  the  trusted  guide  of  both  heart  and  Intellect 
in  all  things.  It  is  to  the  spirit  what  the  law  of  central  gravity 
is  to  matter.  It  is  infinitely  interior  to  and  surpassing  belief,  a 
conscious  enjoyment,  a  realization,  of  all  that  belief  can  com- 
pass without  the  entanglement  of  reason,  a  conscious  security 
of  title  and  warranty  of  inalienable  residence  in  the  universe — 
as  inexplicable,  only  on  the  theory  of  central  attraction   and 
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affinity,  as  the  law  of  gravitation.  The  lack  or  loss  of  faith  in 
immortality  leaves  poet  without  ideals,  genius  bereft  of  pin- 
ions, the  hearts  of  all  without  joy,  the  hand  infirm  at  its  task. 
They  who  have  enjoyed  faith  in  immortality  and  partially  or 
wholly  lost  it  only  know  how  aimless  is  life  and  how  the  heart 
aches  daily  to  regain  such  a  possession.  Philosophy  nor  science 
give  any  clue  to  the  whereabouts  of  the  truant  ideal,  reason 
only  leads  the  mind  into  dark  abysses  of  doubt,  and  only  oc- 
casional raptures  of  emotion,  like  glimpses  of  lost  loved  ones 
flitting  in  dreams,  recalls  to  the  lonely  soul  a  desire  for  life  be- 
yond the  grave. 

In  whatever  aspect  we  study  the  phenomena  of  Nature  sym- 
bols of  infinity  appear;  in  whatever  direction  we  incline,  ab- 
ruption chills  and  paralyzes  both  thought  and  feeling.  The 
maid  who  loves  dreams  of  eternal  delight!  the  soldier  in 
battle,  of  immortal  glory.  Every  wheel  that  turns  is  a  symbol 
of  perpetual  motion;  each  song  or  musical  vibration  but  echoes 
the  principle  of  eternal  harmony.  Musical  instruments  are  but 
revelations  of  infinite  method,  verifying  the  corelation  of  mind, 
emotion  and  feeling  with  all  other  elements  of  the  universe. 
The  variety  and  compass  of  intonation  in  the  human  voice  as 
well  as  musical  instruments  unconsciously  carries  the  feelings 
into  rapport  with  infinite  harmony.  The  conscious  idea  of  har- 
mony is  accordant  with  the  idea  of  infinity — the  activity  of  ele- 
ments without  angles  or  abruption;  the  circular  system  of  all 
things,  the  continuous  flow  of  successive  individualized  phenom- 
ena. 

Helmholtz  apprehends  the  grand  ideal  of  infinity  in  his 
theory  that  harmony  of  sound  is  distinguished  in  the  continuous 
flow  of  sonorous  elements.  The  velocity  of  sound  being  over  a 
thousand  feet  a  second  also  shows  its  affinity  with  spherical  or 
unlimited  motion.  The  fact  that  waves  of  sound,  to  cause  a 
pleasant  sensation,  must  be  continuous  in  their  oscillations  upon 
the  auditory  nerves,  being  infinitely  composite,  also  points  to 
the  fact  that  the  spirally  constituted  auditorium  is  infinitely 
susceptible  in  tremor.  To  a  simple  sound  the  fibrllla  of  the 
tympanum  oscillates  forward  and  back  as  readily  as  the  mo- 
tions of  the  pendulum;  yet  to  composite  sound,  so  susceptible 
is  the  construction  of  the  auditorium,  that  it  oscillates  to  any 
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degree  of  height  or  complexity  of  sound,  which  finds  the  ear 
in  readiness  to  pulsate  with  every  variation  of  intonation. 

The  peculiar  charm  of  the  violin  consists  in  the  player  being 
able  to  evolve  continuous  sonorous  gliding  from  note  to  note 
without  perceptible  breaking  of  the  continuity  of  sound;  also, 
the  unabrupt  touching  of  the  various  notes  with  vivid  intensity, 
producing  infinite  modulation,  in  auricular  vibrations.  On  the 
other  hand,  a  degree  of  dissonance  is  generally  observable  with 
pianos  and  organs  on  account  of  the  range  of  vibration  being 
limited  to  the  octaves.  The  violin  always  comes  nearer  to 
the  voice  in  limitless  variation,  softness  of  composite  blending 
and  continuity  of  sonorous  vibrations.  Infinity  of  height,  infin- 
ity of  depth,  infinity  of  variation,  is  the  sensate  demand  of  the 
human  ear.  This  is  evidenced  by  the  intensity  of  delight  taken 
universally  in  voices  that  can  range  respectively  and  easily 
betwen  the  lower  F  and  the  higher  G.  It  is  recorded  that  La 
Bastradllla,  in  1770,  trilled  on  the  D5  and  easily  descended  to 
G2.  The  voice  of  Bar  in  ell  i  ranged  from  A  to  D5.  Foster  em- 
braced three  octaves,  from  A — 1  to  A6.  The  quality  of  melody 
in  Patti  and  Nilsson  approached  the  cycle  of  supreme  harmony 
—divine  articulation.  It  is  only  within  a  few  years  that  church 
organs  are  approaching  this  perfection. 

The  auricular  demand  for  limitless  vibrations  in  sonorous 
harmony  is  indicated  by  the  number  and  variety  of  instruments 
that  the  inventive  mind  has  called  into  existence,  all  the  way 
from  rude  primeval  times  to  this  day;  also,  by  the  manner  in 
which  the  minstrelsy  of  the  ages  has  been  association  with  all 
human  deeds;  how  it  has  swayed  every  element  of  human  pro- 
gress, coursed  in  the  life-tide  of  every  human  action,  and  vivi- 
fied into  power  every  inspiration.  Sonorous  harmony  is  the 
fixed  and  invisible  power  that  produces  civilization  out  of  sav- 
age life,  but  the  importance  of  fine  music  is  rarely  compre- 
hended. A  thousand  years  before  the  era  of  Orpheus.  Kouie, 
a  Chinese  musician,  wrote:  "When  I  play  upon  my  king  birds 
and  beasts  assemble  spell-bound  by  the  soft  thrill  of  my  mel- 
ody." Later  on,  a  century  before  Plato  wronn  tbe  philosophy 
of  ho/mony,  Confucious  wrote:  'Wouldst  thou  know  if  a 
nation  is  well  governed,  if  its  manners  are  polite  or  awkward, 
then  examine  the  degree  of  harmony  exhiuited  in  its  music." 

Music  is  divine;  it  recognizes  no  sp^al  creod.  but  respects 
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all.  The  pathos  of  "Home,  Sweet  Home/'  makes  humanity 
one,  a  universal  brotherhood;  makes  kings  see  the  mockery  of 
wealth  any  power,  and  poverty  forget  its  misery;  brings  Jew 
and  Gentile,  Catholic  and  Protestant,  into  sweet  reconciliation 
with  divine  love.  It  is  a  holy  light  that  charms  away  evil 
and  makes  life  worth  living.  It  is  the  sublime  consumatlon  of 
lnflnate  method  to  cultured  and  individual! Red  man.  It  is  the 
illumined  divine  heritage  of  every  child  born  of  woman.  It 
is  the  imminent  presence  of  the  Compassionate  God.. 

o 

SYMBOL8   OF    ISLAM— THE    PITIFUL    GOD. 


A  babe  at  Mecca  about  A.  D.  669  or  570,  a  homeless  orphan 
child  of  the  desert,  a  wandering  youth,  a  cameldrlver.  a  wayfarer 
seeking  shelter,  with  a  heart  aching  for. mercy,  a  life  without 
a  purpose — the  untutored  son  of  the  desert,  Mohamet,  was  drink- 
ing at  the  Caabah  fountain,  when  his  soul  was  touched  with 
the  quickening  pity  of  woman.  It  was  as  a  lump  of  leven,  or 
as  a  seed  multiplying  upon  itself;  to  a  heart  flinty  as  the 
desert  sand,  the  touch  of  pity  was  a  revelation  to  him,  a  foun- 
tain of  benefit,  a  light  of  life  that  shone  on  all  benefits;  it  has 
spread  over  many  empires,  and  now  guides  the  daily  life  of  half 
the  human  race. 

Since  the  times  of  Pharoah  the  legend  runs,  from  a  time 
older  than  the  oldest  record,  when  a  wandering  stranger  saw 
fall  from  the  sky  the  black  aerolite  that  to  this  day  is  the 
magic  source  of  cool  waters,  at  the  Zemzem  fountain,  sheltered 
since  the  reign  of  Caesar  by  granite  walls.  From  this  beau- 
tiful fountain  the  fair  daughters  of  Israel  carried  water,  and 
there  the  dying  Ishmael  was  restored  to  life.  Around  this  re- 
freshing spring  for  more  than  twenty  centuries  have  stood  the 
Caabah,  huge,  massive,  granite  walls,  always  moistened,  yet 
undissolving,  the  enclosure  heavily  canopied,  surrounding  the 
Black  Stone  and  Spring,  the  cool  crystal  waters  of  the  Zemzem 
fountain — the  thirst-quenching  spring  of  Ishmel.  This  monas- 
terlal  Caabah,  covered  with  black  canvass,  stands  there  now. 
in  the  dawn  of  this  twentieth  century,  as  the  most  authentic 
and  perfect  emblem  of  the  oldest  past,  as  the  boldest  and 
grandest  landmark  of  human  progress  on  the  mental  highway 
from  tradition  to  reason,  from  superstition  to  philosophy. 
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The  traveler  views  with  awe  its  giant  walls,  twenty-seven 
cubits  high;  its  double  circuit  of  sculptured  pillars,  arrayed  with 
quaint  emblematic  devices;  and  above,  the  magnificent  circle 
of  festooned  lamps,  relighted  and  glittering  every  night  of  these 
thousands  of  years  under  the  stare  of  the  blue  dome  of  heaven 
— and  five  times  a  day  the  eyes  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  mil- 
lions of  worshippers  are  turned  toward  this  beneficient  fountain 
in  prayer — the  Stone  and  Spring — dual  emblems  of  Infinite 
Pity  and  Power.  Around  these  sacred  emblems  of  Infinite 
Beneflcience  gathered  the  city  of  Mecca,  built  in  a  sandy  hollow, 
on  the  Arabian  desert,  to  accommodate  the  worshippers  of  the 
Pitiful  God,  the  source  of  all  benefits.  To  the  people  of  the 
desert,  where  by  day  a  fierce  sun  blazes  down  with  fiery  rad- 
iance, the  cool  waters  of  the  spring  and  fresh  air  of  the  Caa- 
bah,  renew  and  invigorate  life-»-are  thus  sources  of  infilnte  ben- 
efit. By  night  the  pilgrim  at  Mecca  beholds  the  vest  sand-sea 
laying  around  him,  .and  the  bright  spangled  canopy  of  blue 
above,  and  his  soul  turns  to  the  Spring  as  the  source  of  joy 
midst  Infinite  expanse  of  universal  waste  and  sadness. 

It  was  some  seven  centuries  after  the  walling  in  of  the 
Zemzem  fountain  that  the  child  Mohamet  was  born,  son  of 
the  Hash  em  patriarch  Abdallah,  midst  the  idolatrous  Koreish 
tribes  of  Arabia,  who  had  worshipped  for  centuries,  through 
emblems  of  sticks  and  images,  the  power  which  bestowed  ben- 
efits, and  whose  hearts  swelled  as  they  turned  to  the  Zemzem 
spring,  where  greatest  benefit  flowed;  where,  as  nowhere  else- 
midst  limitless  scope  of  sand  and  heat,  the  life  of  man  and 
beast  was  certain  of  sustenance. 

In  the  midst  of  a  sodden  idolatry,  whose  priesthood  bowed 
every  head  to  its  service,  after  the  prayers  of  ages  had  re- 
vealed no  ray  of  light  on  the  mysteries  of  life  and  death,  the 
sad-faced  Mohamet  from  twenty  years  traffic  with  surrounding 
nations,  and  long  meditation  in  solitude,  proclaimed  the  pres- 
ence among  men  of  a  Spiritual  Being.  Whether  from  the 
impulse  of  his  heart,  the  precience  of  dreams,  the  conception 
of  philosophy,  or  from  the  discovery  of  the  idea  that  he  himself 
was  an  immediate  descendant  of  Ishmael,  Abraham  and  Haga, 
and  thereby  imbibed  the  spirit  of  monism;  or  whether  he  dis- 
covered the  divine  government  of  the  universe  in  observing  the 
habits  of  nature  while  retired  to  the  solitudes  of  Mt.   Hara; 
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all  this  is  matter  of  speculation.  But,  from  whatever  cause, 
the  itinerant  merchant  abandoned  his  caravan,  and  proclaimed 
to  his  fellow  Arabs  the  doctrine  of  a  future  life;  out  of  the 
stupid  show  of  things  and  the  dull  routine  of  Arabian  idolatry, 
this  deeply  sad,  earnest  son  of  the  desert  had  come  to  speak 
the  voice  of  natures'  secret  power. 

Among  the  deep,  inaccessible  rock-hills,  and  great  grim 
deserts  of  alternating  sand  and  verdure;  where  the  eye  takes 
in  the  broad  scope  of  earth  and  humanity;  where  vast  cara- 
vans of  tribes  and  races  have  moved  forth  and  back  in  pro- 
found awe  and  adulation  of  emblems  of  nature;  awe  for  the 
Black  Stone  and  adulation  for  the  refreshing  spring;  in  the 
sublime  presence  of  eternal  silence,  infinite  scope  of  sameness, 
daily  recurrence  of  intense  light  and  awful  darkness;  among 
the  idolatrous  Korelsh  tribe  of  Arabia,  of  the  Hashem  patriarch 
Abdallah,  was  the  boy  Mohamet  born,  or  more  than  seven 
centuries  after  curbing  the  sacred  Zemzem  fountain  of  Hagar 
with  a  wall  of  granite;  after  millions  of  travelers,  through 
many  cycles  of  times  and  generations,  had  deeply  and  inwardly 
thanked  the  Invisible  Giver  of  life-preserving  water;  after  the 
eyes  of  countless  thousands  of  camels  and  horses  had  shone 
with  gladness  at  that  fountain;  after  so  many  myriads  of  hearts, 
in  those  hundreds  of  years,  had  swelled  in  awe  and  profound 
depth  of  amazement  at  the  mysterious  legend  of  the  strange 
stone  whirling  down  from  the  sky;  after  all  this  thankfulness 
for  Infinite  Goodness  and  awe  for  Mighty  Power  had  grown  into 
a  religious  habit  was  the  child  Mohamet  ushered  into  the  world; 
and,  without  schooling,  bereft  of  parents  while  a  babe,  by  an 
Inspiration  that  seized  him  after  fifty  years  of  adversity,  gave 
the  command  of  order  out  of  the  rolling  centuries  of  chaos. 
From  the  stupid  show  of  things  and  the  dull  routine  of  Arabian 
idolatry,  this  deep,  earnest  son  of  the  wilderness  uttered  a  voice 
from  the  great  soul  of  nature  itself.  The  prayer,  and  supplica- 
tions of  ages  at  the  Zemzem  and  the  Black  Stone  had  not  re- 
vealed the  mystery  of  life  or  of  death.  The  grim  summits  of 
Hara  and  Sinai  and  the  black  solitudes  of  sand  gave  no  token; 
the  starry  canopy  of  blue  and  the  fertile  valleys  had  no  mes- 
sage to  the  troubled  soul.  Midst  the  pomp  of  priesthood  and 
the  varied  formulas  of  idol  worship,  the  sad-faced  Mohamet, 
with  the  significant  black-vein  on  his  forehead,  and  firm  execu- 
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tlve  chin,  proclaimed  the  visitation  of  a  spiritual  being;  that  it 
was  more  than  life  to  live,  and  more  than  death  to  die;  that  an 
invisible  designing  mind  controled,  shaped  and  guided  all;  that 
a  paradise  of  endless  joy  waited  for  the  good,  and  an  insuffer- 
able flaming  torment  was  the  ooom  of  the  wicked.  He  had  his 
eyes  transfixed  on  the  symbols  of  goodness  and  power  till  they 
penetrated  to  the  inward  soul  of  those  symbols;  and  in  his 
rugged  simplicity  exclaimed:  "Allah  Akbar!  Islam! — God  is 
great;  to  him  we  submit."  Is  not  this  all  that  Christianity 
drew  from  the  Symbols  of  Judaism? — loving  reconciliation  to 
one  god.  Mohamet  was  known  to  be  an  Arabian  Jew,  a  de- 
scendant of  Ishmael,  of  Abraham  and  Hagar;  instructed  in  the 
axioms  and  tenets  of  Hebrew  religion;  grew  to  manhood  with 
the  ethical  inspiration  of  Judean  monotheism;  imbibed  the 
spirit  of  Islamism  at  birth;  in  maturity  he  articulated  the  truth 
that  came  surging  from  his  interior  being— the  doctrine  of 
Divine  Unity— the  doctrine  promulgated  by  all  Christendom. 
.As  all  other  religious  teachers  have  done,  he  appealed  to  nat- 
ural phenomena  to  illustrate  the  logic  of  his  faith  in  the  good- 
ness, heneficience,  mercy  and  power  of  his  idealized  God.  Not 
alone  was  the  Compassionate  One  manifest  in  the  mysterious 
black  stone  and  the  Zemzem  fountain,  but  in  all  nature,  in 
every  object  of  earth  and  air,  his  mind  was  growingly  appre- 
hensive of  immanent  eternal  truth.  Every  animate  thing  and 
every  plant,  the  sun,  moon  and  every  star,  lightnings,  thun- 
ders, calms  and  storms,  seedings  and  harvests,  and  also  man, 
were  all  symbols  of  the  one  omnipotent  Active  Spirit.  Who 
can  tell,  really,  what  the  Meditative  Spirit  is,  rushing  into  ut- 
terance? At  the  age  of  forty  Mohamet  found  the  spirit  of 
meditation  had  seized  him,  making  him  seek  solitude,  and  wan- 
der alone  among  hills,  forests,  grottoes  and  mountains.  He 
withdrew  from  the  throngs  of  shallow  idolaters  at  Mecca,  and 
wandered  far  and  long  midst  the  craggy  rocks  and  lonely  cav- 
erns of  Mt.  Hara;  the  black  vein  over  his  forehead  daily  grow- 
ing more  prominent,  and  his  chin  more  firmly  set  as  his  emo- 
tions rushed  to  the  support  of  his  thoughts;  and  what  for,  what 
use,  unless  all  the  world  of  man  should  come  to  see  the  won- 
derful Light  of  God  that  was  flaming  in  his  soul?  It  was 
flaming  for  Mohamet;  Moses  had  seen  it  in  the  brush;  it  was 
the  light  of  Israel,  of  Abraham,  Isaac  and  Jacob,  and  the  star 
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that  flamed  over  Bethlehem.  Allah!  Akfcar!  Islam! --what 
means  this  tide  of  life?— Una  thirsting,  rushing,  determined, 
undaunted  scene  of  man?  this  eternal  bowing  down  of  the 
head  of  man  to  emblems  of  tangible  providence?  O,  this  in- 
scrutable mystery;  what  is  it?  The  question  itself  anticipated 
the  answer;  indicated  a  cause  that  could  image  itself  into  the 
deep  silence  of  his  souL  Surrounded  by  the  awful  grandeur  of 
the  mountain,  his  eye  scanning  the  immensity  of  plane  and  bill 
and  valley,  the  delightful  perfumes  that  floated  in  the  expanse 
of  heaven  around  him,  he  was  impressed  as  all  are  impressed 
when  thus  conditioned;  inspired  as  Dante,  or  Milton,  or  Plato 
were  inspired,  with  the  sublime  intuition  that  all  objects  in  the 
world  are  symbols  of  some  vast  omnipotence;  that,  beside  the 
Black  Stone,  and  the  Zemzem,  and  the  bits  of  sacredotal  wood 
and  stone,  the  great  mountains,  the  stretch  of  hills,  valleys  and 
plains;  the  great  trees,  shrubs  and  all  verdure;  the  flocks  of 
sine,  beasts,  birds  and  all  fishes,  the  palaces  of  kings,  the  habi- 
tations of  peasants  and  all  shrines  of  worship;  man  himself  and 
all  his  works,  these  also  are  symbols  of  the  same  omnipresent 
power — the  mind-fountain  of  all  mind,  the  life-source  of  all 
life;  the  spring-tide  o  f passion,  emotion,  fear,  hate,  reward  and 
revenge.  In  the  great  depths  of  nature's  wilderness  Mohamet 
heard  the  voices  of  nature  speaking  in  unison,  a  unity  of  all 
things— Variety  in  Unity.  In  the  stillness  of  his  soul  nature 
spoke  as  It  always  speaks:  "Allah  akbar!  Islam!"— Great  is 
God!  to  Him  submit!  Did  Confucious,  Plato,  Jesus  or  Moses 
hear  other  voice  than  did  this  crude,  unlettered  son  of  the  des- 
ert? He  saw  that  whole  world  of  life  teeming  with  symbols  of 
mind;  teeming  with  signs  of  an  active,  potent,  thinking  spirit. 
That  spirit  he  called  God.  By  Its  overpowering  thrall  he  was 
moved  into  reconciliation.  From  the  time  it  had  spoken  he  was 
overcome  and  faltered  not  from  its  word.  It  was  to  him  the 
law  of  all  law,  the  light  of  all  light,  the  life  of  all  life.  He 
breathed,  ate,  walked,  spoke  and  slept  by  it  till  he  died  while 
battling  with  sworn  assassins.  In  his  last  breath  he  forgave 
his  enemies.  His  life-work  was  ended  after  twenty-three  years 
of  earnest,  tireless  toil  for  God;  of  teaching  and  preaching— 
plowing  and  planting;  with  the  sword,  for  his  ten  last  years, 
be  stirred  the  rough  hearts  of  men;  he  stirred  them  with  Mood 
that  the  pregnant  germ  of  his  inspiration  would  take  deep  root 
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and  multiply. 

The  Son  of  Nature,  the  Child  of  the  Desert,  the  Spirit  of 
the  Mountain,  the  Symbol  of  God,  this  star-eyed  Mohamet  stands 
out  in  story  among  the  prophets  of  Eternal  Splendor — Prophet 
Moses,  Prophet  Jesus,  Prophet  Luther,  Prophet  Dante,  Prophet 
Mosart,  Prophet  Shakespeare,  Prophet  Voltaire — prophet  after 
prophet,  interpreting  the  fulfilment  of  eternal  law.  It  is  the 
prophetic  eye  that  penetrates  into  the  very  soul  of  things,  sees 
the  truth  that  vitalizes  the  hearts  of  things,  and  the  prophetic 
tongue  that  utters  the  language  of  the  soul  that  is  in  and  over 
all.  "Look  out  upon  the  world/'  says  Mohamet;  "it  is  wonder- 
ful, the  work  of  God!  It  is  a  sign  to  those  who  see!  a  sound  to 
those  who  hear!  Great  clouds,  born  in  the  bosom  of  im- 
mensity; whence  do  they  come?  the  great  black  monsters 
hang  over  us,  burst  in  rain;  the  dry  earth,  the  grass,  the  palm, 
the  date  are  revived.  Is  this  not  a  sign?  The  kine  change  the 
grass  to  milk;  is  not  this  a  token?  See  the  white-winged  ships 
on  the  sea;  heaven's  wind  moves  them;  God  hushes  the  wind, 
and  they  are  still!  Te  ask  for  a  miracle;  there  is  man;;  God 
generated  him,  from  a  little  clay;  he  has  beauty,  thought, 
strength,  compassion! — what  were  man  without  compassion? 
What  a  miracle  is  man!" 

To  the  mind  of  Mohamet  every  object,  animate  or  inani- 
mate, is  in  itself  veritable  truth,  and  no  other — it  is  in  some 
way  a  symbol,  representing  in  it  some  quality  of  God.  He  sees 
what  all  seers  behold;  that  this  opaque  world  and  all  its  appen- 
dages is  a  symbol  of  God,  a  thing  hung  out  by  the  Deity,  as  a 
jewel  on  the  bosom  of  eternity,  to  be  treasured,  or  lost  in 
Inflite  Void;  "The  mountains  may  dissolve  like  mist,  and  in 
the  Last  Day  the  whole  earth  will  pass  into  vapor  and  nothing!" 

Through  the  twenty-three  year  of  preaching  and  fighting  to 
get  a  rood  or  so  of  safe  soil  wherein  to  display  his  God- 
message  to  man,  wherein  truth  might  take  root  and  grow,  this 
Mohamet,  who  made  and  patched  him  own  shoes  and  breeches 
midst  clashing  of  swords  and  spears,  and  the  blood-flow  of 
fierce  Arab  warriors,  lost  no  sight  of  the  gentle  idea  of  brother- 
hood: 'To  love  one  another  is  the  straight  and  narrow  way; 
the  only  condition  of  hope,  whose  outward  symbol  is  peace." 
"Salam,"  says  Mohamet,  'Is  the  command  of  God;  your  salu- 
tations shall  be   'Peace!'     Ye  shall  sit  on  seats  facing  each 
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other,  and  all  grudges  shall  be  cast  from  jour  hearts!"  What 
inspired  genius  has  ever  said  a  higher  word?  All  grudges  cast 
out!-~*would  not  this  be  all  there  is  of  heaven?  He  spoke  like 
the  Naxarite  prophet,  and  his  prayer  was  like  his,  both  in  wit 
and  brevity.  "Praise  be  to  God!"  exclaims  Mohamet;  "Great 
is  God!  to  Him  we  submit!  Praise  to  the  Lord  of  the  world, 
the  pitying,  the  merciful,  the  sovereign  judge  on  the  day  of 
retribution;  thou  art  he  whom  we  adore;  thou  are  he  whom  we 
Implore  to  help  us!  Lead  us  in  the  straight  way — in  the  way 
which  thou  hast  strewn  with  benefits,  and  which  leadest  not 
into  error!  for  in  each  and  everything  abides  eternal  truth!" 
Jesus  said,  "Worship  God." 

Mohamet  stood  for  immortality— the  foundation  of  every  re- 
ligion. The  potency  of  every  religion  is  its  Spiritual  signifi- 
cance. The  faith  of  Mohamet  was  sealed  with  blood—he  strove 
midst  assassins  to  tell  his  truth.  Every  innovation  bears  rec- 
ord of  faith  and  martyrdom,  no  less  with  the  prophet  of  Mecca 

than  the  tragedy  of  Calvary,  the  fires  of  Smithfleld,  and  the 
martyrs  to  science.  The  vision  of  Mohamet,  that  whatsoever 
18  Is  truth,  still  challenges  battle  as  the  supremest  innovation 
in  the  mind  of  man.  Will  Genius  in  Art  or  Science  "go  up,  or 
forbear?" 

That  the  faith  of  Islam  was  promoted  by  force,  is  in  one 
sense  false,  and  in  another  true.  To  save  himself  from  assas- 
sination, Mohamet  was  compelled  to  resist  assault;  to  save  his 
own  life,  he  must  die  or  defend;  the  assaults  were  enlarged,  de- 
fense was  necessarily  enlarged — hence  war.  Who  will  chide? 
As  an  offspring  of  Judaism,  the  faith  of  Islam  bears  the  heredi- 
tary taint  of  polygamy  .though  nearly  washed  out  compared 
with  the  monstrous  indulgence  of  that  evil  by  most  of  the  di- 
vinely inspired  Jewish  patriarchs,  who  are  even  to  this  day 
lauded  by  theologians  for  their  wisdom  and  close  touch  with 
the  Inflite.  The  prismatic  angel  of  Mohamet,  of  numerous 
heads,  eyes  and  tongues,  rather  surpassed  John  the  Revelator's 
angels,  except  for  horns  and  wings.  Jonh's  horn  and  wing 
angels  should  at  least  be  quite  amusing  to  the  saints,  unless, 
peradventure,  the  saints  faded  out  before  the  date  set  for  Johns 
exhibition  of  freaks  and  wonders.  One  thing  is  singularly  won- 
derful  in  Mohamet's  forgetfulness,  in  the  matter  of  omitting 

4*2 


Digitized  by 


Google 


to  outwit  the  pillar  of  salt  story  about  the  wife  of  Lot.  But 
any  great  religious  cult  Is  not  much  annoyed  if  a  few  little 
absurdities  do  cling  to  it.  Whatsoever  is  able  to  drag  this 
globe  at  his  heels,  as  Mohamet  did,  is  not  apt  to  fret  about 
whale  or  snake  stories,  or  if  a  few  frisky  spirits  should  dis- 
guise themselves  as  dragons  or  beef  cattle.  Saint  Paul  would 
have  seen  where  Mohamet  was  in  the  right,  in  surging  toward 
the  main  thing — charity,  compassion, — though  everything  else 
stand  aside.  Let  miracles,  all  spiritual  gifts,  seven-headed 
dragons,  winged  horses  and  talking  serpents,  all  make  way 
for  the  compassionate  queen  of  heaven — Charity — In  whose 
light  evil  vanishes.  So  it  makes  nothing,  whether  Mohamet 
saw  an  angelic  freak,  or  a  woman  turns  to  salt,  everything 
gives  way  to  Charity,  the  most  beautiful  illumination  of  Fra- 
ternal Love  the  radiance  of  Divine  Light 

The  chief  impelling  force  in  Mohamet's  heart  was  to  re- 
store the  mold  to  pure  monotheism,  the  worship  of  one  god 
and  the  brotherhood  of  man  as  established  by  Abraham.  In 
his  insistant  inspiration  he  constantly  abjured  all  his  people 
to  abandon  their  idols  and  worship  the  spiritual  god;  to  avoid 
worshipping  Jesus  and  turn  to  God  only,  as  Jesus  commanded. 
He  asserted  that  many  men  are  Inspired,  giving  out  new  reve- 
lations of  the  one  infinite  God.  It  was  fixed  by  his  disciples  that 
any  blasphemy  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth  should  be  considered  a 
capital  offense.  In  the  final  round-up  the  good  will  all  go  the 
narrow  path  to  heaven,  the  bad  rushed  into  hell.  Mohamet  died 
June  8,  A.  D.  632,  aged  62  years,  from  injuries  received  by  at- 
tempted assassination.  The  faith  of  Islam  embraces  over 
250,000,000  adherents,  and  is  more  favored  in  India  and  China 
than  Christianity,  as  the  anthropomorphic  feature  of  Christianity 
is  eliminated;  while  honoring  inspired  men,  worship  is  directed 
to  God  only.  However  altitudinally  crude  is  this  Islamism  it 
is  unmistakably  sybolical  of  all  there  is  in  the  universe,  firmly 
holding  the  flamboyancy  of  Life's  eternal  light  on  all  the 
paths  of  the  poor  and  unlearned  millions  of  the  southern 
orient. 

Should  I,  in  a  book  that  shall  be  in  demand  for  all  time, 
fail  in  any  degree  of  rendering  poetic  justice  to  the  inspired 
Mohamet,  who,  without  even  the  rudiments  of  education,  mar- 
shaled a  spiritual  power  that  keeps  half  the  world  dragging  at 
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his  heels  in  deep  anxiety  for  immortality?  What  if  his  ornithol- 
ogy and  loology  is  a  little  freaky,  and  his  angelic  anthropology 
startles  us  with  beings  a  mile  high  with  7,000  heads,  the  Chris- 
tion  should  be  as  delighted  with  Mohamet  as  with  the  beautiful 
allegories  of  John  and  Daniel  in  their  visions  of  animate  mon- 
strosities. I  cannot  understand  why  a  Christian  should  lay 
strictures  on  Mohametism  as  a  moral  force,  while  the  Pro- 
testant clergy  the  world  over  constantly  declare  that  "mer* 
morality  dontv  save."  I  never  saw  one  word  of  Jesus  making 
a  flippant  apology  for  immorality;  but  I  have  listened  to  Pro- 
testant sermons  quietly  regularly  for  over  fifty  years,  and  al- 
ways shuddered  at  this  declaration,  placing  morality  at  such 
an  immense  discount  While  I  would  Insist  on  the  abolition 
of  polygamy  by  the  Mohametans  and  making  its  practice  a 
crime,  I  would  equally  Insist  that  Christians  wipe  some  of 
the  motes  out  of  their  own  eyes  before  surging  against  the 
Light  of  life  as  it  shone  into  the  heart  of  the  camel-driver  of 
Arabia,  who  stood  till  death  for  Fraternity  the  Compassionate 
God  and  Immortality. 


AND  8ATAN  CAM   EAL80: 
Or,  The  Reign  of  King  Dullness. 


(By  J.  W.  Bvarts,  1867. 


Twixt  smile  and  tear, 
Twlxt  boisterous  laugh  and  deepest  moan, 

The  race  of  man 
Hath  to  its  present  stature  grown. 


Not  of  a  recent  date,  but  many  years  ago, 
'Ere  woman's  wisdom  sunk  this  world  in  woe, 
"Ere   Pallas   lept  from  Jove's   prolific  brain,' 
Or  thunderbolts  were  forged,  or  men  were  slain, 
There  lived  a  might  king,  and  Dullness  was  his  name, 
Whose  scepter  fell,  with  all  his  might  and  main, 
On  each  poor  wretch,  who  perchance  should  find 
A  new  idea  lurking  in  his  mind. 
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'Son  of  dame  Chaos  and  Primeval  Night/ 
He  held  his  crown  by  very  ancient  right; 
'His  parents  in  their  dotage  this  fair  idiot  gave, 
Dismal  as  his  sire,  and  as  his  mother  grave; 
With  harsh  demeanor,  busy,  bold  and  blind, 
He  ruled,  with  native  anarchy,  mankind/ 

So  time  passed  on,  and  nations  rose  and  fell; 
All  died  but  Dullness,  whose  mysterious  spell 
Was  yet  unbroken;  having  never  tasted 
The  kind  of  fruit  that  Adam  wasted. 
But  age  crept  in,  and  haughty  pride  with  age, 
And  jealousy,  malice,  hate,  revenge  and  rage, 
At  last  a  light  broke  in  upon  the  world, 
And  from  his  hand  the  bloody  scepter  hurled, 
"Get  thee  hence!  thou  foundling  of  the  night," 
A  Master  cried  "thou  art  a  dotard,  stupid  wight, 
A  hypocrite,  a  viper,  subtle  thing  of  evil; 
Thou  art  a  sullen,  sharkish  devil! 
No  mammon-prince  should  we  revere, 

Whose  altars  stand  on  crime  and  pelf; 
To  God,  with  heart  and  soul  draw  near, 
And  Love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself!"-- 
The  light  of  Christ  in  glory  shone, 
And  stupid  Dullness  lost  his  throne, 
But  soon,  alas,  he's  back  again, 
And  the  very  Son  of  Light  is  slain: 
'Think  as  I  do,"  says  this  mighty  king, 
"Or  on  your  rebel  head  my  sword  I  bring; 
Socrates,  the  Greek,  a  victim  of  my  malice, 
Better  at  his  birth  had  drank  the  poison  chalice; 
And  woe  be  me,  while  in  this  world  I  reign, 
Each  thinking  soul  shall  follow  in  the  train!" 
Boldly  he  spoke,  and  stupidly  as  bold, 
For  light  again  His  Dullness  may  behold; 
Still  his  old  empire  to  restore  he  tries, 
As  born  a  deity,  Dullness  never  dies! 
O,  Thou,  Stupidity,  whatever  title  please, 
King,  prince,  or  bachelor  of  degrees. 
Priest,  lawyer,  doctor  or  divine, 
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In  sacredotal  robes  or  purple  fine, 
In  pontiffs  garb  or  cardinal's  array- 
Assume  whatever  guise  you  may — 
O,  robber,  lay  thy  plunder  back. 
One  truth  is  clear,  or  reason  is  amiss. 
That  dullness  is  thy  way  to  happiness! 
And  here  my  prelude  ends;  I've  sung  thy  praise; 
Now  let  me  tell  the  tale  of  other  days: — 

Before  men  wrote  or  read,  the  story  runs, 
There  lived  a  mighty  king  with  many  sons; 
Each  son  a  prince  of  valorous  deeds, 
Whos  path  is  strewn,  where'er  he  leads. 
With  corpses  of  his  captives,  slain 
To  glorify  king  Dullness'  name: 
A  name  to  which  al  truth  is  given, 
By  which  dull  mortals  go  to  heaven. 
With  Dullness  it  were  folly  to  contend: 
In  revelation  logic  finds  an  end! 

King  Dullness  strode  his  halls  in  regal  power. 
And  watched  his  dial  as  it  told  the  hour 
When  each  poor  victim  of  his  sullen  hate 
Was  doomed  to  meet  his  ill-appointed  fate. 

In  comes  a  sentry,  dragging  at  his  heels 

A  man  of  wisdom,  as  his  face  reveals; 

Quoth  he,  "Your  Highness,  e're  the  day  was  done 

I  found  this  wretch  was  gazing  at  the  sun; 

He  had  a  thing— devil  take  his  name — 

How  got,  or  where,  or  whence  it  came 

I  know  not:  he  spied  the  stars,  and  said 

'The  earth  was  moving  from  its  bed!" 

•Thy  name?"  asked  Dullness,  "of  birth,  what  line?'" 

"My  name?  Gaallileo,  a  Florentine;" 

"Ah!  heretic!  dost  thou  know  the  truth 

As  taught  thee  from  thy  early  youth, 

This  earth  is  but  an  endless  plane, 

Whose  corners  reach  the  ocean's  main? — 

Inert  and  motionless  let  It  stand 
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By  God's  omnipotent  command!" 
"And  yet  It  moves,"  the  sage  replied, 

"A  globe  of  endless  cycles  run; 
With  yonder  stars  it  is  allied 
In  circling  round  the  distant  sun." 
'This  man  is  mad/'  king  Dullness  said, 
'To  prison  hence  he  shall  be  led. 
And  there  repent  the  evil  hour 
That  Reason  snared  him  in  her  power." 
To  prison,  dark  and  damp  he  went, 
But  nevermore  did  he  rpent; 
Disease  o'ertook  his  feeble  form, 

And  death,  more  welcome  than  his  king, 
Consigned  him  to  the  cankerworm 
For  the  fatal  crime  of  reasoning. 

"And  still  they  come;"  the  king  did  spy 

A  stalwart  preacher  drawing  nigh. 

Manacled  in  heavy  chains, 

And  shrieking  from  his  horrid  pains; 

'Servetus,  ah,  you're  caught  at  last; 

The  sacred  truth  you  sought  to  blast; 

On  you  I  will  no  tspare  the  rod, 

In  the  name  of  th'  eternal  Son  of  God!" 

"O,  Dullness,  spare  me  yet  awhile; 

No  living  soul  did  I  beguil; 

A  faithful  servant  of  the  Lord, 

I  truly  spoke  his  sacred  word; 

Calvin's  phrase,  eternal  Son, 
No  scripture  does  contain, 

But  ever  as  the  letters  run. 
Son  of  eternal  God  is  plain." 

"Get  hence,  thou  heretic!  let  him  die! 

Build  the  faggots  broad  and  high! 

Let  him  writhe  within  the  flame! 

Revile  his  dust  and  curse  his  name!" 
Servetius  died  amidst  the  flaming  fire, 
A  victim  of  oe'r-zealous  Christian  ire. 
Such  deeds  were  done,  and  in  religion's  cause, 
And  honest  bigots  shouted  with  applause. 
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Pale  grows  his  cheek  and  'quick  his  pulses  throb, 
Who  hears  the  story  told  of  Mammon's  cruel  god; 
How  babes  were  from  the  mother's  bosom  torn, 
And  mothers  to  the  burning  faggots  borne; 
Fathers,  midst  their  children's  piteous  cry, 
Were  hurried  off  for  torture  or  to  die. 

One  deed  of  horror  called  to  mind 

Should  blanch  the  face  of  all  mankind; 

Twas  the  burning  of  Rodgers  at  the  stake 

By  Christians,  for  opinion's  sake. 
And  if  the  lesson  we  all  would  know, 

First  learn  the  depths  of  a  mother's  woe; 
His  wife  and  nine  children,  sobbing,  crying, 
A  husband  and  father  groaning,  dying, 
The  emotions  of  grief  no  mortal  can  know 
That  rose  in  their  hearts  at  so  cruel  a  blow; 
"Oh,  my  babes — my  God,  have  mercy,"  he  said, 

"Oh,  my  wife,  may  heaven  protect  and  provide;" 
And  the  flames  of  the  faggots  encircled  his  head, 

And  he  writhed  and  languished,  and  died. 

No  voice  could  arouse  the  slumbering  world 

To  stay  this  dread  carnage  and  woe; 
King  Dullness  at  last  had  his  banners  unfurled 

Wherever  poor  mortal  could  go. 
Not  Britain  alone,  but  all  Europe  was  sore 

From  the  deeds  of  this  murderous  knave; 
The  sons  of  Columbia  were  reeking  in  gore. 

And  wearing  the  chains  of  the  slave. 
Diamonds  and  gold  were  at  his  command, 

The  wealth  of  the  world  was  his  boast, 
His  minions  stood  sentry  in  every  land, 

His  ships  were  on  every  coast. 
Unwittingly  dull  was  this  crafty  old  king, 

As  he  sat  on  his  glittering  throne — 
In  the  ships  of  Columbus  his  victims  took  wing — 

Columbia  gave  Freedom  a  home. 
Though  his  cohorts  pursue  with  the  besom  of  death 

The  bright  gleaming  star  of  the  west; 
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It  were  stupid  to  think  he  could  stifle  the  breath 

Of  the  American  eagle,  or  ruffle  her  crest; 
It  were  stupid  indeed  to  grapple  Tom  Paine, 

Eathan  Allen,  Pat  Henry,  or  Otis; 
Unwise  in  our  hero  to  treat  with  disdain 

A  people  so  worthy  of  notice. 
Dismayed  and  dishonored  in  the  disaster 

Sir  Dullness  had  met  in  going  so  fast  for 
The  capture  of  thinking  and  reasoning  men, 
Deserted  and  falling,  indeed  'twas  appalling, 
To  hear  the  dread  rumble,  see  his  throne  tumble, 
Never  to  rise  into  glory  again. 
He  like  a  true  knight  of  ancient  disorder, 
Dislodge  from  his  fortress,  sought  the  near  border 
Of  Charity's  kingdom,  or  one  that  had  been, 
And  there  like  a  slave,  or  a  plausible  knave, 
Pleads  for  a  mantle,  moderately  ample, 

To  condole  his  offense  and  cover  his  sin. 
Though  shorn  of  his  prestige,  unbroken  in  will, 
He  seeks  his  new  kingdom  with  masterly  skill; 
A  lesson  he  learned  from  his  former  mistakes, 
That  in  going  down  grade  to  put  on  the  breaks: 
Self-denial  an  armor,  and  religion  a  shield, 
He  would  conquer  Columbia  and  master  the  field. 
So  with  surplice  and  gown  and  clerical  aim. 
We  find  our  mock  hero  has  risen  again 
In  Charity's  kingdom,  (or  one  that  had  been.) 
And,  with  true  inwardness,  moaning  his  sinwardness, 
King  Dullness,  as  Christian,  covers,  his  sin. 

Dullness  and  doatrds,  some  one  has  said, 
And  fools  may  go  where  angels  fear  to  tread; 
So  priests  proclaim  that  this  or  that  is  truth, 
Instruct  old  age  and  warn  the  wayward  youth, 
Tell  men  of  knowledge  that  reason  is  a  snare, 
That  science  leads  to  darkness  and  despair; 
That  Plato,  Shakespeare,  Byron  and  Bob  Southy 
To  pure  religion  are  extremely  drouthy; 
And  dryer  yet,  and  nearer  past  salvation 
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▲re  they  who  teach,  all  promise  and  potation 
Exist  In  matter,  unaided  by  causation. 

With  Reason  blotted  out  and  genius  dead, 
With  every  sound  of  mirth  to  silence  lead, 
Our  king  in  priestly  garb  assumes  to  rule, 
Sublime  in  ignorance,  graciously  a  fool; 
First  of  all,  the  plan  of  faith  is  given 
That  points  the  way  that  reaches  on  to  heaven  ; 
The  road  is  rough,  and  narrow  is  the  gate, 
That  leads  into  that  bright  and  happy  state; 
And  if,  mishap,  the  preacher  chance  to  sin, 
Forgive  his  folly,  and  lift  him  up  again; 
Do  not  as  he  does,  but  trust  his  sacred  word, 
And  blindly  hope  for  pleasure  in  the  Lord. 
Though  your  dark  sins  like  scarlet  be, 

Thy  garb  the  web  and  woof  of  others  woe, 
If  you  repent  in  all  sincerity, 

Thy  life  is  washed  as  white  as  snow; 
But  otherwise,  howe'er  good  you've  been, 

How  pure  in  life,  how  full  of  deeds  of  love, 
You're  doomed  to  endless  suffering, 

And  scorned  by  heaven  above. 
Thus  bigots  preached  and  millions  caught  the  spell; 
Sinners  went  to  heaven,  and  good  men  doomed  to  hell. 

From  every  land  his  votaries  came 

And j bowed  at  his  command: 
And  men  of  wealth,  of  sin  and  shame. 

Were  first  to  take  his  hand. 
'Twas  all  the  same  to  Dullness  then — 

He  knew  'twas  good  propriety 
To  use  the  power  of  stupid  men 

To  build  up  his  society. 
So  donning  surplice,  frock  and  gown. 

King  Dullness  turns  to  preaching: 
Not  like  the  great  Divine  of  old, 
Who  never  preached  for  paltry  gold, 
Who  never  snubbed  the  free-born  soul, 
Or  played  the  fierce  dogmatic  role; 
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Who  never,  for  opinion's  sake 

Burnt  men  and  women  at  the  stake; 

Though  good  was  done  not  in  his  name, 

Twas  good,  and  therefore  all  the  same; 

Not  like  a  Christ  with  Magdaleen, 

To  shield  her  from  a  mortal  sin, 

Or  freely  heal  the  suffering  poor. 

And  fed  the  beggar  at  his  door — 

But  rather  like  a  man  of  wealth, 

Our  modern  priest  becomes  himself. 

To  scorn  the  wayward  Magdaleen, 

To  even  wink  at  vice  and  sin; 

In  beggars  faces  shut  his  door, 

To  court  the  rich  and  shun  the  poor. 

Well  fed  and  flattered,  sleek  in  gear, 

A  well  filled  purse  from  year  to  year. 

Whatever  his  hidden  life  has  been  , 

Of  crime  or  vice,  or  secret  sin, 

If  only  by  his  outward  mein 

The  man  of  sin  is  never  seen — 

'Twould  be  a  dull  and  stupid  boor 
To  leave  a  haven  so  secure,  and  well  devised, 

To  preach  the  gospel  of  the  poor, 
To  cheer  the  sad,  the  sick  to  cure,  and  be  despised. 
Of  recent  date  we  find  our  hero  king 
The  figure-head  of  every  mystic  ring; 
At  clubs  or  feasts,  at  banquets  or  elections, 

Our  hero  comes  victorious  and  undaunted, 
In  church  or  state,  in  court  or  social  sections, 

His  warning  scepter  hangs  as  if  enchanted. 
He  ruled  the  red-skins  long  and  well  in  Gotham 
Until  in  Twed  a  freemen's  sheriff  got  him; 
Poor  Davis  sought  our  hero's  crown  to  borrow, 
But  he,  like  Tweed,  had  rept  the  sheaf  of  sorrow, 
For  power  and  pelf,  for  pride  and  vain  ambition, 
The  priest  forsakes  his  meekness  and  contrition; 
And  like  a  shark,  with  gentle  mein  and  motion, 
In  fine  array,  fresh,  fat,  and  lovely  creature. 
To  heated  sin  we  find  him  in  devotion. 
And  Dullness'  crown  adorns  the  brow  of  Beech er! 
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But  Dullness  had  a  lucid  spell,  the  doctor  owns, 
When  he  discovered  the  calomel  to  eat  our  bones, 
By  means  of  which  good  health  is  undermined — 

A  stricken  world  lies  pleading  at  his  feet, 
Quacks  in  legions  scurge  and  blast  mankind, 

And  ullness*  reign  of  terror  is  complete. 
Then  comes  a  lawyer,  slick  and  slight. 
The  rich  to  court  and  grab  the  widow's  mite; 
The  poor  to  trap  within  his  subtle  power, 
The  weak  to  rob,  the  wayward  to  devour; 
It  was  a  lawyer,  if  I  judge  aright, 
A  cunning  knave,  a  stupid  wight, 

Who  for  a  paltry  purse  of  silver  given, 
Betrayed  his  master  on  that  fatal  night, 

That  night  that  closed  the  gates  of  heaven! 
Thus  knave  or  quack,  or  hypocrite  or  fool, 
When  lost  in  prestige  and  the  power  to  rule, 
Becomes  a  demon,  ful  of  hate  and  rage, 
With  in  intent,  a  cruel  war  to  wage 
On  al  who  leave  his  desecrated  shrine 

For  Freedom's  glory,  Freedom's  life  and  light, 
Freedom's  love  and  peace,  and  dawning  bright 

That  first  beheld  fair  Nature's  face  Divine. 
And  woke  the  world  from  Error's  dismal  night 


THE  8PIRIT  OF  MURDER. 


The  fairest  scenery  of  this  world 
Is  but  the  veil  of  bestial  strife, 
All  life  in  mutual  murder  whirled, 
Life  into  death,  death  into  life; 
Rapacious,  grim  conspiracy  to  kill, 

Lurks  in  every  nook  of  earth, 
Unhindered  man  slays  beast  at  will, 
His  yawning  appetite  to  fill, 

And  man,  in  turn,  from  birth 
Is  slain  for  carnal  festival. 

Fish  and  fowl,  worm,  man  and  beast, 

442 


Digitized  by 


Google 


With  one  accord  and  full  intent 
Rush  wildly  to  their  savage  feast, 

On  carnal  feasting  fiercely  bent, 
From  worm  to  man,  from  man  to  worm  , 
In  mutual  murder  taking  turn. 

•"Thou  shalt  not  Mil*'  is  vainly  said 

Until  the  thirst  for  blood  is  dead. 
Whatever  the  spirit  enters  birth 

The  same  will  come  to  rule  the  earth, 

As  cause  into  effect  shall  burn 

In  all  the  wheels  of  life  that  turn. 

— Saykaimuni,  the  Buddhist. 

"Kill  no  living  thing/'  each  sense  proclaims, 

Hide,  slayer,  hide  thy  gleaming  blade. 

Miser,  return  thy  guilty  gains, 
Lest  peace  return  from  every  glade 

And  pity  shal  retrace  her  track 
From  wild  and  arid  plains, 
To  fill  all  moving  life  again 
With  laws  that  banish  pain. 

— Buddha. 

As  ye  have  judged  ye  shall  be  judged, 

The  slayer's  knife  but  slays  himself. 
The  unjust  judge  but  speaks  his  doom, 

Falsehood  recoils  on  those  that  lie. 
Despoilers  rend  the  creeping  thief, 

All  come  to  reap  that  which  they  sow — 

The  wheel  of  life  returns  all  acts, 
The  poisoner  in  after-time  shall  drink 
The  fatal  draft  as  it  returns — 
Love  follows  love,  strife  follows  strife. 
Pain  follows  pain  in  the  wheel  of  life. 

—Karma. 

"Thou  shalt  not  kill/'  O,  murderous  man. 

Who  taketh  life  which  none  can  give, 
Life,  as  dearly  cherished  by  the  lamb 
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As  they  who  in  the  palace  lire — 
The  soul  of  life  for  pity  pleads 

From  every  eye  of  beast  or  bird, 
That  man  may  cease  his  savage  deeds 

From  mercy  in  his  bosom  stirred; 
Sad  pleading  eyes  of  life  for  life, 
Life  trembles  at  the  gleaming  knife, 
Praying  man  for  mercy,  while  men,  in  wild  excess, 
Pray  Gods  for  mercy,  and  yet  are  merciless. 

—Father  Zab. 

Pity  and  need  will  make  all  flesh  akin, 

Where  Iamb  and  tiger  in  one  fold  abide, 
And  savage  feasts  are  stayed  by  peace  within 

When  thirst  for  blood  in  man  and  beast  has  died; 
And  yet  awhile  the  wheel  of  life  shall  turn 

Till  bestial  feasts  in  man  and  beast  expires, 
Till  lusts  in  human  forms  shall  cease  to  burn 
And  love  shall  cleanse  al  foul  desires. 

—Gautama. 

o — 

A  VISION  OF  PARADI8E. 
On  a  cold  November  night  in  1895,  having  just  finished  the 
manuscript  of  a  graphic  portraiture  of  Mexico,  showing  its  vast 
and  various  agricultural  and  mineral  resources,  in  view  of 
American  colonisation  of  that  semitroplcal  region,  overwrought 
and  weary  from  a  week's  incessant  toil  and  research  over  the 
topography,  annals  and  prolixity  of  that  marvelously  unique 
portion  of  the  inhabitable  globe,  greatly  exhausted  as  midnight 
approached,  I  must  have  fallen  into  a  deep  slep  while  sitting 
at  my  desk;  as,  when  awake  afterward  and  laying  away  my 
papers  the  time  indicator  showed  4:30  a.  m.  I  will  frankly 
state  that  during  the  evening  my  mind  had  been  intensely  cen- 
tered on  the  gorgeous  scenery  covering  the  cite  of  the  ancient 
burled  city  of  Mltla,  near  the  present  city  of  Oajaca,  so  vividly 
described  by  Baron  Von  Humboldt,  where  President  Porfeiro 
Diss  spent  his  early  years,  and  where  art-evidence  indicates 
a  prehistoric  civilisation,  equal  if  not  superior  to  any  of  the 
present  historical  nations.  As  I  awoke  a  most  vivid  picture 
was  in  my  mind,  as  real  in  detail  as  if  just  experienced.    At 
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first  instance  I  was  walking  along  a  smooth  pathway  through 
a  beautiful  grove  of  trees  and  blooming  vines,  thoughtless  of 
where  I  was  going,  when  suddenly  I  noticed  a  remarkably  fine 
appearing  gentleman,  as  if  by  chance  walking  with  me.  I 
spoke  to  him  inquiringly  of  the  country*  noting  its  fascinating 
beauty  and  genial  climate,  when  he  turned  his  face  toward  me 
in  response,  and,  from  knowledge  of  his  portraits,  I  trembled 
in  amazement  as  in  the  presence  of  the  immortal  Thomas  Paine. 
Startled  and  fearful,  I  inquired: 

"Is  this  in  reality  the  spirit  of  Thomas  Paine? — and,  am  I 
dead  and  passed  from  earth?"  I  inquired. 

Smiling  in  response — 'Tes,  that  is  my  name.  Your  body  is 
not  dead— only  in  temporary  trance.  You  are  here  with  me,  as 
you  realise.  Be  calm  and  composed;  we  are  soon  to  witness 
a  notable  event.  Look,  do  you  see  to  your  right  that  moving 
mass  of  people?" 

"Tes,  yes,  I  see  them;  what  a  great  multitude! — are  they 
spirits  as  real  as  yourself?" — and  some  thousands,  as  if  real 
men,  women  and  children  were  floating  through  the  air,  though 
apparently  along  an  inclining  avenue,  beautifully  appareled  in 
silken  robes,  some  glittering  with  jewels,  and  others  plain, 
wending  their  way  toward  and  entering  what  appeared  an  im- 
mense amphitheater  surrounded  by  giant  trees,  gorgeously  fes- 
tooned with  vines  spangled  with  brilliant  flowers  of  red,  white. 
blue,  yellow,  pink  and  purple,  and  variously  shaded  colors,  and 
under  the  lofty  branches  of  the  trees  was  a  grand  canopy  of 
bright  azure  tint  glittering  as  if  by  incandescent  lights.  From 
each  side  and  down  the  aisles  the  crowds  were  pouring  in, 
filling  the  circular  rows  of  seats  and  a  gallery  overhanging 
as  if  constructed  of  network  of  silver  threads.  The  seating  was 
all  of  chairs  formed  as  to  appear  a  fabrication  of  aluminum 
lace.  I  noticed  no  seats  of  distinction  except  on  the  broad  and 
grandly*  balhistraded  rostrum  ornamented  with  an  overreaching 
arch  resting  on  silver  columns  capped  with  gold.  On  the  arch, 
of  amber  color,  in  letters  of  white  light  were  the  words — The 
Temple  of  Compassion.  Awestruck  and  speechless  I  marveled 
at  the  indescribable  splendor  of  the  scene.  And  I  noticed  that 
Mr.  Paine  was  firmly  holding  my  left  hand. 

'Tes,  my  friend/'  said  he,  'you  are  in  the  Spirit  World. 
This  event  is  worthy  of  record  in  your  book,  the  Light  of  Life. 
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The  wise  and  good  of  all  countries  and  periods  o  ftime  are 
assembling  now  to  honor  an  oration  by  Professor-  John  Tyndall 
on  ''Breaking  the  Magnet,"  allegorical  of  the  Finite  and  the 
Infinite,  of  time  and  eternity.  See  the  bright  faces  of  those  on 
the  rostrum.  There  is  Plato,  Cicero,  Aristotle,  on  the  left;  on  the 
right  is  Solon,  Archimides,  Zeno;  in  the  next  row  are  Homer, 
Virgil,  Dante.  Look  at  the  orchesta  upon  the  platform;  the 
first  on  the  right  is  Prince  David  leading  the  band." 

"Surely,  the  Gods  have  been  good  to  you  ,Mr.  Paine,"  said 
I,  "and  how  can  I  ever  pay  you  my  gratitude?" 

"My  friend,  now  look  sharp  to  the  front  of  the  rostrum,  as 
your  time  here  is  brief,  and  take  note;  presiding  is  one  of  the 
wisest  of  Heaven,  the  ancient  king  of  Accadia,  who  lived  in  a 
time  beyond  history,  and  who  taught  the  moral  law  of  fraternal 
equity.  It  is  Father  Zab,  a  star-worshipper  of  the  tribes  of 
Akkad.* 

To  his  right,  sits  the  beloved  Saviour  of  the  world,  the 
immaculate  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  and  to  his  left  the  Spiritually 
Illumined  Gautama;  and  now,  look  carefully,  there  is  ascending 
the  rostrum,  in  very  grave  demeanor  the  astronomer  Gallileo 
escorting  the  orator  Tyndall.  Now,  close  to  my  right,  look;  who 
do  you  see?" 

'Thank  God,  Mr.  Paine,"  I  replied,  "and  thank  you.  Thank 
God,  I  see  with  you  the  great  immortal  Voltaire,  Franklin  and 


•From  the  earliest  legends  of  human  life  on  earth,  when 
primitive  man  dwelt  in  groups  of  clans  and  nations,  the  story 
is  handed  down  from  generation  to  generation  of  an  Armenian 
ancestry  variously  known  as  Akkads,  Accadians,  Zabians,  Aram- 
ians,  Aryans,  who  pursued  almost  an  exclusive  pastoral  life  on 
the  fertile  plains  and  highlands  of  the  regions  contiguous  to 
the  Black  and  Caspian  Seas,  generously  watered  by  innumerable 
streams  tributary  to  the  Upper  Tigris  and  Euphrates  rivers.  Of 
a  climate  most  genial  and  salubrious,  and  soil  of  intense  rich- 
ness, the  simple,  Aramian  patricians  readily  betook  to  habits  of 
Industry,  and  reaping  such  rich  harvests  that  hoards  of  roving 
barbarians  from  east,  west  and  south  were  tempted  to  make 
frequent  raids  for  robbery*  plunder  and  division  of  spoils.  Often 
pillaged  and  spoliated,  still  as  often  recuperated  and  established, 
through  numberless  centuries  these  pastoral  people  were  vic- 
tims— still  victims  of  the  merciless  Turk. — Hist.  Brief. 
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Volney;"  and,  stepping  aside  for  a  group  of  spirits  to  pass,  my 
eyes  gladdened  at  the  sight  of  Lincoln,  and  with  him,  as 
prompted,  were  Rienza  and  Hidalgo.  Glancing  over  the  expanse 
of  auditors,  all  faces  glowed  with  beauty  and  joy,  with  pink, 
blue  and  orange  tints  distinguishing  the  white  robes  of  women, 
while  men  largely  simulated  their  earthly  vestments.  Turning 
my  eyes  to  the  rostrum,  Isaw  the  tall  and  graceful  figure  of 
Tyndall  arise,  and  instantly  the  whole  scene  disappeared,  when 
I  awoke,  sitting  at  my  desk  with  an  icy  chill  trickling  down  my 
body,  and  the  hands  of  my  watch  indicating  4:30  a.  m.,  showing 
the  dream  covered  only  a  few  hours  of  time.  The  room  had 
turned  cold,  and  I  at  once  sought  a  night  cafe  for  hot  drinks. 
It  was  several  days  before  recovering  from  a  somulent  stupor 
that  followed  the  strange  experience.  Whether  it  is  termed 
dream  or  vision,  the  impression  left  remains  as  fixed  upon  the 
mind  as  a  veritable  earthly  experience. 


THE  MORAL  LAW  OF  MAN. 


From  out  the  measureless  expanse  of  Nature  comes  all 
there  is — of  life,  emotion,  mind; — in  the  Infinite  area  of  air 
abides  all  there  is,  of  peopled  worlds,  all  structural  forms,  all 
art  design — Free  reciprocal  endowments  introactive  with  all 
animate  beings — In  Mind  Infinite  is  consciousness  and  cogni- 
tion, of  wake  and  sleep,  of  want  and  satiety,  of  venture  and  re- 
turn, of  light  and  darkness,  of  safety  and  danger,  of  good  and 
evil,  of  pleasure  and  pain.  In  infinite  ether  consciousness  appre- 
hends the  genesis  of  life — a  child  is  born,  with  eyes  in  affinity 
with  light,  ears  of  sonorous  adaptation,  taste  intuitive  of  sub- 
stance, nostrils  in  tune  with  incense,  feelings  that  pulsate  with 
radiant  heat — eyes,  ears,  taste,  all  surging  inwardly,  as  if  im- 
pulsively, as  if  magically,  as  if  by  insatiable  ubiquitous  impulse — 
toward  what? — surging  toward  the  outwardly  inscrutible,  though 
inwardly  discernible,  enfolding  motherly  rapture  of  Compassion! 
Sacred  Word!— only  definable  in  the  spiritually  Illumined  Lexi- 
con of  the  heart,  wherein  is  registered  and  read  every  truth 
in  the  Divine  Universe;  and  from  which  is  copied  with  angel 
hands  every  edict  of  the  moral  law. 

From  the  vortex  of  Subliminal  Beneficence  a  spirit  is  born 
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into  a  corporeal  body,  infinite  millions  daily,  hourly,  momentarily 
born— each  intensely  yearning,  rushing  for  its  own,  craving  its 
own,  in  its  prehensil  dowery  in  the  environment  of  static  con- 
sciousness—thirsts, and  reciprocal  fountains,  hunger  and 
abounding  nourishment;  discernment,  and  responsive  light;  res- 
piration and  inflowing  ether;  need,  and  ready  assltance;  heat, 
and  molar  vibrations;  comfort,  and  the  arms  of  Compassion. 
But  is  there  not  something  deeper,  finer,  more  Interior  yet, 
something  which  fluxional  avenues  are  only  indicative,  some- 
thing which  Compassion  itself  is  but  the  vestlture,  some  spirit- 
ually radiant  umbilical  ligature,  eternally  imperishable,  too  fine 
for  thought,  but  unerringly  apprehensive  to  the  prescience  of 
inner  feeling?  Is  it  strong,  so  delicate?  The  fall  of  moun- 
tains, the  upheaval  of  the  globe  or  the  crash  of  worlds  cannot 
disturb  it;  it  wavers  not  at  the  ravages  of  war  or  the  engulfing 
of  cities,  but  imminently  abides  with  unceasing  potency  as  the 
Light  of  Life,  the  true  light  that  lighteth  every  child  born  in 
the  world,  whose  only  name  is  Faith  in  God. 

In  the  realms  of  substance  is  the  dowery  of  every  form  of 
life  to  possess  in  full  satiety,  with  not  one  to  covet  of  another; 
and  holy  gratitude  vibrates  through  faith  into  the  heart  of 
Beneficence — the  first  edict  of  Compassion,  love  for  the  Divine 
Being. 

Feeling  is  the  prescient  register  of  truth,  intuited  by  faith  in 
the  conscious  spirit,  and  holy  adoration  vibrates  through  faith  to 
the  presence  of  Beneficience — the  second  edict  of  Compassion. 
In  spiritual  affinity  the  emotion  of  love  flows  to  its  source. 

Inspiration  flows  from  within,  knowledge  from  mental  vibra- 
tion, where  abides  divine  incarnation.  To  the  virtues  of  genius 
courtesies  are  due,  and  not  to  effigies  that  perish — the  third 
edict  of  Compassion. 

The  hexagon  is  the  basis  of  divine  design,  six  points  of 
activity,  resting  on  the  center,  as  snow-crystals  from  ether, 
fruits  of  vines,  the  cells  of  bees.  In  all  sextuple  formations  pre- 
vails the  seventh  component  of  polar  stability — the  fourth,  or 
primary  edict  of  finite  notation. 

In  the  genesis  of  life  Compassion  is  manifest,  in  the  tender 
care  and  security  of  the  young,  in  bird,  beast  and  man;  and  out 
of  a  child's  heart  flows  the  fifth  commandment  of  God,  that  of 
filial  devotion. 
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As  the  impulse  of  life  stands  sentinel  against  danger,  as- 
sault and  insecurity  the  feelings  of  man  are  repulsive  against 
trespass,  and  the  heart  evolves  the  sixth  edict  of  Compassion  to 
preserve  the  necessities  .of  life. 

As  the  earth  yields  abundance  for  the  sustenance  of  all  with- 
out any  suffering  want,  the  seventh  edict  of  God  against  a  covet- 
ous spirit  is  enacted  in  the  councils  of  the  heart. 

As  shame  and  perfidy  in  parents  blasts  and  darkens  the  hope 
of  a  child,  the  eighth  command  of  Compassion  is  generated  in 
the  heart  of  a  child  that  purity  and  faith  in  marriage  vows  are 
kept  inviolate. 

As  the  possesion  of  sustenance  is  a  necessity  to  the  carnated 
animation  of  man,  and  vestments  are  a  necessity  to  naked  human 
life,  a  safeguard  against  theft  is  the  ninth  commandment  of  tht 
Moral  Law. 

As  the  Spirit  of  Compassion  is  inborn  in  the  child  of  every 
father  and  mother,  with  feelings  awakened  by  faith  and  hope  in 
immortality,  with  every  heart  pulsation  recorded  against  cor- 
poreal dlscarnation,  all  hearts  unite  against  one  man  destroying 
the  life  of  another,  and  the  tenth  command  is  universal — 'Thou 
shalt  not  kill." 

Thus  does  the  Moral  Law  of  God  pulsate  In  the  heart  of  man; 
and  more,  the  moral  law  is  imminent  in  all  classes  of  animate 
life,  wherein  self-preservation  is  the  first  law  of  Nature.  Even 
the  insect  cleaves  to  life  and  avoids  danger. 


In  God  We  Tust — Te  hypocrites,  ye  generation  of  vipers, 
ye  worshippers  of  Satan,  ye  oppressors  of  the  poor,  ye  makers 
of  unjust  laws  that  sell  est  to  the  rich  the  ground  God  gave 
to  man  in  usufruct.  Howwbeit  that  an  extortioner  trusts  in 
God? 


Equity  In  Land — In  usufruct  God  gave  all  land  to  man  in 
equity  as  free  inheritance  forever;  but  the  greed  of  man  crept 
in  like  thieves  at  night  and  stole  the  titledeods  of  God.  The 
legions  of  Mammon  succored  the  thieves,  and  colonized 
them  over  the  earth  with  enforced  titles  of  land  monopoly 
throughout  Russia  and  America.  Oppression  follows,  con- 
firmed by  Religion  and  Law,  till  and  when  God's  equity 
bringeth  Revolution. 
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CHAPTER  42. 

THE  RARITY  OF  HUMAN   WI8DOM. 

Messianic  Abstract  from  Emerson. 

As  nature  bears  numerous  poor  melons  to  one  good  melon, 
or  covers  the  ground  with  green,  gnarlish  and  wormy  fruit 
while  yielding  a  few  delicious  apples,  so  she  peoples  conti- 
nents with  millions  of  cannibals,  hottentots  or  work-Blares,  with 
only  now  and  then  a  single  mind  to  rule  them.  With  millions 
of  Arabs,  there  was  but  one  prophet.  What  other  Shakespeare 
among  all  the  ecribblers?  Few  master  minds  think  for  the 
human  race — Confucius  for  China,  Mohamet  for  Arabia — Moses 
for  Judea — reveal  laws  and  direct  knowledge.  It  is  a  severe 
task  upon  nature  if  she  gives  birth  to  one  supreme  genius  in 
a  century.  Aiming  with  precision,  nature  does  well  if  she  hits 
the  white  in  a  million  shots. 

There  is  much  talk  of  republics  and  democracies,  but  all 
laws  come  from  few  clear  brains;  a  Paine,  a  Jefferson,  a  Henry, 
or  a  Solon,  unfolded  to  view  the  elements  of  justice  among 
men — the  many  only  reflect  their  light.  Communities  are  like 
mirrors,  reflecting  impressions  as  attorneys  reflect  Coke  and 
Blackstone.  The  great  achievements  of  the  world  are  trace- 
able to  the  secret  workings,  not  of  the  minds  of  multitudes, 
but  of  a  few  single  brains  in  private  cloisters.  A  braggart 
world,  of  half  a  billion  or  more,  howled  at  Gallileo  while  his 
inspired  mind  was  revealing  the  princlpes  of  the  universe.  The 
astronomer  might  say  that  the  whole  rabble  of  nations  was 
worthless  trash  compared  with  the  star-eyed  Oalilleo — with  all 
Its  theologies,  sophistries  and  monarchies,  mere  human  rust  be- 
side Galilleo's  glowing  truth.  But  all  those  braggarts  were 
nature's  deputies  for  another  mission — each  tyranlzed  over  by 
one  master,  carrying  the  message  of  Faith  One  brain  had  re- 
vealed the  principle  of  Faith,  and  all  other  light  was  dim  in 
its  presence.    Jesus  gave  the  world  both  faith  and  charity;  but 
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while  millions  are  agents  of  the  one  how  few  are  even  imitators 
•f  the  master  mind  in  the  other.  Many  nations  speak  of  being 
Christian  nations,  but  what  nation  has  enacted  the  principle 
of  charity? 

In  one  sense  the  masses  of  people  govern;  they  prevent 
good  government  by  deputising  their  condition.  They  reflect 
themselves  in  the  laws — thieves,  lechers,  burglars  and  malefac- 
tors of  every  hind  as  well  as  good  people  enact  their  char- 
acters into  law.  Laws  get  fixed  on  the  books  which  even  vice 
mast  spurn,  till  some  one  man  rises  up  to  wipe  them  out. 

The  masses  are  shallow  and  cowardly.  Majorities  do  things 
they  are  in  haste  to  disown,  and  never  recommend  a  state  by 
their  own  qualities,  but  by  the  merits  of  a  few  citizens,  the 
best  of  whom  are  seldom  given  office.  The  hope  of  a  nation 
is  not  in  its  millions  of  money-getting,  gin-drinking,  or  over- 
worked men,  but  in  the  few  who  are  honest,  wise  and  just. 

But  the  masses  have  their  use;  they  make  good  partisans. 
Bven  a  good  man  may  use  them  to  carry  his  point.  They  are 
stiff-necked  and  narrow-brained,  not  seeing  many  things,  but 
see  some  one  thing  with  such  heat  and  exaggeration  that  there 
is  no  turning  till  the  end  is  reached;  and  by  the  means  of  such 
masses  was  the  inspiration  of  the  Great  Magna  Charta  hurled 
into  the  face  of  crushing  oppression. 

VasclUation  is  the  bane  of  the  unripe  mind.  The  brain  of 
the  immortal  great  is  coherent  and  immovably  fixed.  The  real 
individual  embodies  the  indwelling  law  of  the  highest  humanity. 
His  word  is  given  for  all  time,  and  his  vow  endures  forever. 
But  the  words  of  the  multitude  are  fleeting,  and  when  taxed 
with  treachery  their  vows  are  forgotten. 

When  nature  has  a  work  to  do,  be  it  to  rebuild  theology, 
destroy  an  empire  or  create  a  republic,  it  straightway  com- 
missions a  single  ripe  mind  to  the  task.  It  Selects  a  man  of 
convictions  on  everything  human;  a  Moses,  a  Jesus,  a  Mo- 
hamet, a  Oalilleo,  a  Napoleon,  a  Washington.  The  eye  of  nature 
is  riveted  on  success,  and  for  performance  it  has  no  mercy, 
though  the  performer  is  a  sacrifice  to  the  courage  of  his  con 
victions  When  nature  sends  a  deputy  into  the  world  he  is 
loaded  down  with .  a  courage  equal  to  his  purpose.  Nature's 
deputy  bristles  with  thunderbolts  and  magnetism.  All  the  ele- 
ments of  the  universe  course  through  his  blood;   flood,  fire. 
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war  and  famine  are  but  extensions  of  his  personality;  his  duties 
are  as  infinte  as  the  Copernican  theory.  He  never  says  that 
he  can  work  miracles,  but  his  very  thought,  word  and  act  Is 
magic.  Nature  lives  in  its  deputy,  and  pours  its  flood  of  thought 
through  him;  his  hands  touch  the  stars;  his  eyes  see  through 
the  earth;  his  ears  comprehend  the  thoughts  of  beast  and  bird; 
he  kncws  the  law  of  wind  and  tide;  through  his  invisible  mag- 
netisms flow  the  economics  of  great  events.  Nature's  interests 
are  in  man,  neglecting  all  but  his  superiorities.  The  unripe 
man  dies,  and  is  soon  forgotten;  but  the  memorial  of  a  genius 
is  unc*hangeab!e. 

Jesus  and  Shakespeare  and  Mohamet  acted  out  the  forces 
of  nature  in  them;  articulated  the  indwelling  mind  of  nature. 
Such  men  combine  the  elements  of  events;  live  in  social  bond 
with  all  things.  Broad,  massive,  healthy  understandings,  they 
know  everything,  and  predict  what  they  know,  are  equal  to 
all  that  has  been  or  can  be.  All  are  made  of  one  stuff,  but 
clay  and  clay  are  of  varied  uses.  The  affirmative  force  is  In 
the  one,  not  the  many,  as  one  horse  has  the  spring  in  him, 
while  the  spring  of  another  horse  is  in  the  whip. 

The  feeble  man  sees  houses  already  built,  farms,  good  roads, 
and  cattle  in  rich  pastures,  but  the  strong  man  sees  also  vast 
possibilities,  and  hie  vision  constructs  palaces  and  plantations 
as  sun  rays  breed  clouds.  It  was  only  Columbus  whose  eye 
took  in  the  grandeur  of  western  civilization,  and  the  timid 
millions  of  the  east  little  dream  of  the  infinte  glories  which 
a  Columbia  offers  to  minds  fit  to  possess  them. 

The  French  generals  laughed  at  the  leadership  of  the 
stripling  Bonaparte,  but  they  learned  there  was  a  spirit  in  him 
later;  Judeans  mocked  the  appearance  of  Jesus  among  them, 
but  all  Judea  was  as  nothing  to  him.  Nature  takes  its  own  way 
to  give  the  world  leaders,  and  men's  nicety  of  choice  is  not 
consulted.  Nature  knows  its  own  necessities,  and  leaders  appear 
without  election,  be  they  Arabia,  El  Mehdis  or  Mohamets,  mend- 
ing their  own  shoes  and  breeches.  In  a  state  of  thirst  the 
pump  must  be  fetched,  with  dirty  water  if  clean  cannot  be  had. 

Nature  thrills  men  with  wild  liberty;  fierce  and  harsh,  with 
great  impuses,  but  also  with  great  resources;  impetuous  and 
rash,  but  of  iron  consciences.  They  have  been  to  the  fountain 
of  life,  and  come  from  afar.    If  they  have  wrath,  it  is  of  the 
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holy,  manly  sort,  that  rebukes  a  wrong.  What  a  rugged  moral 
force  was  circled  up  in  the  skull  of  the  man  of  Nazareth,  that 
condemned  unsparingly  the  vices,  hypocrisies  and  villainies  of 
his  time. 

The  affirmative  class  of  mankind  are  few;  negationists, 
timid  alarmists,  are  legion.  The  great  feats  of  the  world  are 
conceived  and  executed  by  the  positive  minds,  and  all  elements 
leap  to  his  word.  Half  of  Bonaparte's  army  at  Eylau  were 
thieves  and  vagabonds,  unmanageable  and  dangerous  in  the 
hands  of  government;  but  they  found  their  master  mind,  wor- 
shipped him  and  won  him  great  victories  with  their  bayonets 

The  grand  secret  of  power  in  man  is  concentration,  while 
the  secret  of  weakness  is  dissipation.  Self-poise  is  the  per- 
sistent purpose  of  nature,  whether  in  growing  a  tree,  the  lion 
in  leaping,  the  bird  in  flight,  or  the  mind  in  reasoning.  To  do 
as  we  would  have  others  do  is  the  essence  of  true  law — a  direct 
thought  that  needs  no  explanation.  The  man  who  is  inspired 
with  this  simple  thought  is  up  to  a  level  with  the  First  Cause. 
It  is  the  grand  condition  of  "He  in  me,  and  I  in  Him." 

He  hears  a  voice  none  else  can  hear, 
From  nature's  heart  and  mental  sphere; 
His  tongue  the  words  of  life  rehearse, 
His  eye  reflects  the  universe; 
For  all  prevision  is  all.'ed 
Unto  the  object  signified — 
A  radiant  gleam  of  the  spirit  sun, 
A  thought  from  the  Eternal  One. 
A  truth  above  the  din  of  strife, 
Immortal  in  the  Light  of  Life. 


8ociety — Chicago  society  mislead  and  debauched  a  beau- 
tiful girl  and  cast  her  down.  A  deciple  of  Blackstone,  a  Chris- 
tian Judge,  elected  to  power  by  Chicago  society,  with  clinched 
flat  and  gritting  teeth,  rushed  her  to  a  Chicago  prison  cell,  com- 
manding her  to  kill  herself  by  jumping  into  Lake  Michigan, 
for  the  good  of  the  saintly  society  of  Chicago..  And  yet,  the 
work  of  Christ  is  to  save  the  fallen.  Now.  that  the  great  Judge 
is  deeper  in  sin  than  the  poor  woman,  let  the  two  millions  of 
Chicago  Christians  rush  in  and  plead  with  Christ  to  save  that 
Judge  from  eternal  torment,  for  the  wages  of  sin  must  be 
settled,  or  stand  as  a  blot  on  his  ticket  to  Heaven.  Verily 
without  Compassion  the  soul  is  dead. 
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CHAPTER  43. 

THE  SAGE  AND  THE  SEER. 

Appetites  of  Peelings  Predicate  Immortality. 

Two  gentlemen,  paat  the  meridian  of  life,  had  met  the  first 
time  in  thirty  years.  In  childhood  they  were  playmates,  la 
youth  classmates,  in  early  manhood  they  parted,  each  to  fol- 
low his  chosen  profession;  the  one  a  chair  of  philosophy  ia 
an  eastern  college;  the  other  a  physician  in  the  far  west.  At 
school  both  had  read  Bacon,  Descartes,  Newton  and  Leltalta 
with  equal  seat;  in  chemistry,  astronomy,  geology,  biology  and 
mathematics,  they  were  peers,  and  in  literature  and  history 
they  were  friends.  But  on  religion  they  grew  apart,  one  spend- 
ing his  Sabbaths  in  church;  the  other  in  groves  and  forests; 
the  one  interrogating  tradition,  the  other  observing  the  habits 
of  nature.  Three  decades  had  passed  away,  and  both  had  pros- 
pered;— both  were  now  beginning  to  see  the  earth  receding, 
and  each  day  more  and  more  eagerly  yearning  for  a  token  of 
what  is  true  after  death.  The  physician  had  made  him  a  home 
on  the  banks  of  a  delightful  stream,  and  the  forests  and  hills 
surrounding  It  were  in  keeping  with  his  habits  of  solitary  medi- 
tation.- He  had  experimented  extensively  in  search  of  spiritual 
phenomena,  and  had  studied  deeply  into  theosophy,  magic  and 
the  occult  sciences,  and  from  publications  upon  such  matters 
his  fame  as  a  seer  had  spread  abroad  among  those  interested 
in  questions  concerning  the  future  state  of  existence.  The 
professor  in  the  meantime  had  become  noted  for  his  great 
erudition,  and  especially  for  many  valuable  improvements  in 
textbooks  on  the  physical  sciences,  and  the  leading  part  he 
had  taken  in  analytic  chemistry  and  the  perfecting  of  electrical 
apparatuses.  He  was  wise,  respected  as  scientific  authority, 
and  well  worthy  the  title  of  sage  at  the  college  over  which  he 
had  long  presided.  But  his  visit  to  his  old  friend  after  the 
lapse  of  so  many  years  was  a  mystery,  with  only  one  probable 
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solution — tbat  a  spiritual  awakening  had  come  with  his  de- 
clining life,  and  prompted  a  fraternal  visit  in  the  quest  of  light. 
He  was  now  the  guest  for  a  few  days  of  his  old  classmate  in 
a  western  rural  home,  and  after  much  congratulation  and  per- 
sonal gossip  their  conversation  drifted  into  the  philosophy  of 
life,  with  both  taking  the  most  serious  and  friendly  turn. 
From  the  first  they  saw  the  necessity  of  laying  aside  old  rules 
and  traditional  guidance,  and  with  purest  sincerity  converse 
as  men  of  science  desirous  of  simple  truth,  with  the  guidance 
of  un  trammeled  reason. 

"Regarding  evolution,"  remarked  the  Sage,  "I  have  long 
since  been  an  adherent,  having  discarded  the  Mosaic  account 
of  ceration  when  I  had  fully  investigated  the  principles  of  geol- 
ogy. My  conclusion  was  that  the  Mosaic  writing  was  alle- 
gorical, in  harmony  with  the  other  literature  of  that  epoch  " 

"Then  we  were  not  long  apart,"  said  the  Seer;  "it  was  only 
a  few  months  before  we  left  college  that  I  chanced  to  read  an 
-  English  work,  the  'Vestiges  of  Creation,'  which  led  me  to  be- 
lieve that  not  only  the  creation  story  was  allegorical,  but  that 
most  of  the  bible,  except  the  records,  strongly  savored  of  the 
wonder-legends  of  mythology.  But  I  never  discarded  the  old 
book,  having  learned  that  great  truth  »may  be  revealed  in  fables 
and  golden  wisdom  draped  with  gauze  of  fiction." 

"Although  treading  the  beaten  path  of  tradition  both  in 
religion  and  philosophy ,"  replied  the  Sage,  "after  turning  every 
page  of  experimental  knowledge,  whst  is  of  greatest  importance 
to  me,  and,  as  I  believe,  to  every  thinking  man,  is  left  in  doubt 
and  dread  uncertainty.  Not  all  things  are  continuous  in  life — 
the  best  and  most  perfected  are  not  always  continuous;  while 
one  good  seed  reproduces  millions  equally  as  good  are  destroyed. 
Are  the  physical  activities  typical  of  the  spiritual — the  Master 
of  Spirits  drew  the  analogy.  While  one  grain  of  corn  springs 
into  new  life,  the  great  mass  of  corn  is  crushed  by  the  mill- 
stones; does  the  law  hold,  that,  while  one  spirit  may  attain 
eternal  consciousness,  the  mass  of  mind  returns  to  the  un- 
conscious elements?  I  have  read  Ennermoser's  'History  of 
Magic'  with  great  care,  and  find  that  through  many  centuries 
preceding  the  Christian  era  miracles  were  claimed  to  be  wrought 
and  spiritual  phenomena  alleged  more  than  paralleling  the 
wonders  accredited  to  Jesus  and  his  aspostles.     What  literary 
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right  have  we  to  give  credence  to  the  claims  of  Jewish  magi- 
cians unless  we  give  equal  credence  to  the  magicians  of  Persia, 
Arabia,  India  and  Egypt?  Then  again,  unless  I  experience 
spiritual  illumination,  how  can  I  know  it  to  be  reasonable  in 
others?  In  other  things,  mathematics,  chemistry,  astronomy, 
botany,  I  believe  the  knowledge  of  others  because  I  have  under- 
gone their  experience;  and  in  every  domain  of  Inquiry  experi- 
ence must  precede  belief." 

"With  all  my  patient  investigations  into  occult  science," 
responded  the  Seer,  "my  mind  is  also  clouded  with  doubts  and 
misgivings.  I  realize  the  fact  of  universal  belief  in  spiritual 
phenomena  and  communication  with  the  dead  among  the  an- 
cient Persians  and  Chaldeans,  and  the  claims  of  magnetic  heal- 
ing and  divinations  among  all  the  oriental  nations,  and  the 
working  of  so-called  miracles  quite  as  wonderful  as  those  re- 
corded by  the  New  Covenanters;  yet  all  of  those  old  beliefs 
had  no  weight  with  me  other  than  to  impel  me  to  try  for  my- 
self the  seeking  of  spiritual  knowledge  if  such  were  possible. 
I  have  resorted  to  many  devices,  to  fasting,  secret  prayer,  long 
and  silent  meditation,  to  the  use  of  hasheesh  and  many  de- 
coctions conducive  to  somnolence,  to  magnetic  circles  both 
in  light  and  darkness,  and  rapping  and  tipping  mediums,  to 
clairvoyants  and  astrologlsts,  and  I  have  witnessed  various 
phenomena  unaccountable  on  other  than  the  spiritual  hypothe- 
sis; and,  though  I  am  wholly  convinced  that  we  are  surrounded 
by  unembodied  intelligence,  with  the  exception  of  luminous 
dreams  and  wakeful  visions,  and  certain  physical  signs,  I  am 
at  a  loss  to  know  to  what  extent  the  human  race  is  endued 
with  the  quality  of  conscious  immortality.  My  conviction  Is 
that  only  those  attain  Immortality  who  thoroughly  cultivate  the 
latent  desire  for  such  a  life.  For  along  time  I  deeply  yearned 
and  secretly  prayed  that  Jesus  and  his  apostles,  if  they  existed 
as  spirits,  would  demonstrate  themselves  to  me  beyond  the 
peradventure  of  doubt.  That  prayer  was  fully  answered — three 
persons  appeared  and  talked  with  me  personally,  and  I  never 
can  doubt  their  identity  as  Jesus,  John  the  Baptist  and  Paul 
of  Tarsus.  They  disclaimed  any  other  character  than  that  of 
men  in  conscious  spirit  life.  In  dreams  I  have  frequently  met 
and  conversed  with  deceased  friends  and  relatives;  those  meet- 
ings and  greetings  were  as   distinctly   social  and  intellectual 
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phenomena  as  the  meeting  and  conversing  with  real  earthly 
acquaintances.  I  am  certain  that  no  phenomena  exists  without 
a  cause  equal  to  the  effect." 

"Your  story  interests  me,"  rejoined  the  Sage;  "I  also  have 
largely  experienced  the  dream  phenomena.  Tell  me,  now,  what 
physical  signs  you  have  which  tend  to  demonstrate  unembodied 
intelligence." 

"The  physical  signs/'  continued  the  Seer,  "consist  of  the 
'itching  palm.'  Each  hand  has  a  significance,  the  right  of  good 
omen  and  the  left  of  evil  report.  Each  finger  and  part  of  the 
hand  denotes  what  will  occur  in  the  space  of  one  or  two  days. 
The  ends  of  the  fingers,  news,  and  the  bases,  actions.  The 
thumbs  signify  friendship,  and  enmity  respectively  is  traced 
on  the  index  fingers.  The  middle  fingers  concern  property  or 
money  and  articles  of  merit;  the  fourth  fingers  concern  the 
opposite  sex  in  whatever  relations,  and  the  fifth  fingers  repre- 
sent personal  activity  either  in  journeys  or  daily  movements. 
The  hollows  of  the  hands  signify  lucky  and  unlucky  days  in 
general.  To  one  accustomed  to  reading  the  'itching  palm'  a 
general  forewarning  is  intelllgegily  given  of  what  the  succeed- 
ing day  will  bring  forth,  and  so  accurate  Is  the  precient  infor- 
mation that  events  are  commonly  known  a  day  or  two  before 
they  transpire.  There  is  no  equivocation  in  a  variety  of  spe- 
cialized prophetic  information.  If  it  is  a  letter  of  good  or  sad 
news,,  the  fact  is  indicated;  if  a  pleasant  or  unpleasant  meet- 
ing with  friend,  enemy,  or  with  the  opposite  sex,  the  omen 
apprises  me  in  advance;  if  fortunate  or  unfortunate  in  business, 
or  a  journey  is  ill  or  well,  I  am  forewarned.  To  me,  at  least, 
the  conviction  is  that  some  unembodied  intelligence,  capable 
of  sensible  stirring  my  nerves,  is  purposely  at  work  in  the 
production  of  this  intelligent  phenomena,  absolutely  involun- 
tary on  my  part." 

"I  fully  believe  what  you  say,"  said  the  Sage,  "as  my  own 
palms  have  been  itching  mysteriously  for  many  years,  though 
I  never  learned  to  read  the  signs  intelligibly.  When  I  have 
met  with  serious  difficulty  or  unfortunate  mishaps  I  am  re- 
minded that  my  left  palm  itched  persistently  the  previous  day. 
The  method  you  have  explained  interests  me  to  give  it  a  thor- 
ough trial.  Now,  as  angel  visits  are  not  plentiful  among  us 
mortals,  my  deepest  concern  is  communion  with  minds  peeri^.-; 
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into  the  invisible  forces  of  nature  (and  all  power  is  invisible; 
all  principle  is  invisible,  and  mathematical  and  chemical  units 
are  invisible),  aided  by  scientific  method.  As  I  advance  in  years 
I  more  and  more  realise  that  a  species  of  clairvoyance  does 
half  the  work  in  unfolding  scientific  knowledge.  It  Is  the  hand- 
maid of  geometry,  of  astronomy  and  of  chemical  analysis— the 
mind  illuminated  by  ratiocination  holds  in  solution  the  powers 
of  numbers  and  properties  of  combination." 

"On  the  subject  of  clairvoyance  there  is  much  I  would  like 
to  say  before  your  visit  terminates/*  soliloquised  the  Seer.  "I 
am  glad  that  we  have  even  the  slightest  evidence  on  which  to 
base  a  faith  in  immortality;  for  without  such  a  faith  music 
would  be  bereft  of  its  charms,  poetry  lose  its  pinions,  and  love 
robbed  of  half  of  its  bliss.  Let  me  recall  a  bright  passage  in 
the  writings  of  Thomas  Aquinas,  of  the  Thirteenth  Century, 
in  which  he  emphasises  the  affinity  of  similars  as  an  argument 
for  immortality.  It  is  evidently  a  Platonic  inspiration:  "Every- 
thing naturally  desires  existence  after  its  own  manner— the 
mind  or  the  body  having  desires  in  kind.  It  Is  mental  appe- 
tite, then,  the  desire  for  immortality;  as  physical  apapetite  Is 
an  indication  of  the  actuality  of  the  substance  desired,  so  mental 
appetite  is  preclent  of  the  actuality  of  spiritual  sustenance.  A 
longing,  a  passion,  a  desire,  an  appetite,  exist  not  in  vain:  as 
a  thirst  unequivocally  determines  the  necessary  existence  of 
water,  so  the  Insatiable  and  intense  longing  for  eternal  life 
gives  the  natural  corollary  of  such  existence.1  I  doubt  if  Plato's 
system  of  contraries,  or  any  logic  on  the  continuity  of  law  or 
perpetual  Identity,  offers  more  forcible  reasoning  in  support 
of  continued  consciousness   after  death." 

'That  is  a  beautiful  argument/'  joined  the  Sage,  "and  with 
your  patient  Indulgence  I  will  recite  a  few  passages  of  some 
oriental  Indian  hymns,  which  show  how  intensely  the  ancient 
barbarians  were  impressed  with  ideals  of  immortality.  The 
eternity  of  the  soul  was  the  chlefest  conception  of  Brahmin 
theology.  The  Vedlc  hymns,  contemporaneous  with  the  Mo- 
saic period,  chanted  the  praise  of  'One  Sole  Lord  of  All  That 
Is/  the  'Lord  of  Immortality.' 

'  'The  embodied  spirit  of  a  thousand  heads, 
A  thousand  eyes,  a  thousand  feet,  around 
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On  every  side  enveloping  the  earth, 
Yet  filling  space  in  each  particular  span. 
He  is  whatever  is,  hat  been,  and  is  to  be. 
No  thing  comes  from  nothing,  and  hence, 
All  substance  is  eternal/ 

"Though  in  the  twilight  of  civilization,  the  simple  hymns 
of  those  swarthy  Indians  contained  a  beauty  quite  as  lofty  and 
Inspiring  as  the  songs  of  the  latest  religious  culture.  Of  heat 
they  sang: 

••  'Giver  of  life  and  immortality. 
One  in  thy  essence,  but  to  mortals  three, 
Displaying  thine  eternal  triple  form, 
As  fire  on  earth,  as  lightning  in  the  air, 
As  sun  in  sky,— thou  the  cherished  guest 
In  every  house,  a  comforter,  guardian  friend; 
Father,  brothter,  son,  three  in  one; 
Deliver,  O  Lord,  thy  worshippers. 
Purify  from  all  sin,  and  when  we  die 
Be  merciful  to  us  on  the  biasing  pyre, 
Burning  the  body  with  its  load  of  guilt. 
But  bearing  the  soul  to  higher  life, 
To  luminous  abodes  and  realms  of  bliss 
Forever  to  dwell  in  righteousenss.* 

"Such  were  the  ideas  of  which  the  dumb  idols  of  India  were 
symbols.  They  believed  in  the  same  Monotheism  of  the  Jew 
and  Christian,  the  trinity  of  the  Egyptian  and  Catholic,  the 
Pantheism  of  Plato;  one  living,  intelligent,  supreme  God,  whose 
agencies,  spiritual  and  material,  heat,  cold,  vapor  air,  water, 
fire,  appeared  in  material  manifestations,  symbolising  the  ef- 
fects of  the  universal  law — the  continuity  of  causes  and  effects 
in  the  circle  of  eternity — 'In  the  sun  is  light,  in  light  is  truth, 
in  truth  is  the  Imperishable  being. 

"Without  detraction  from  the  beauty  of  Christian  ethics, 
there  is  a  loftiness  and  grandeur  of  soul  in  the  rapsodies  of 
the  Pagan  idolators  that  seemed  attuned  to  more  than  earthly 
melody.  They  were  all  religious  ideas,  ancient  or  modern, 
and  touched,  as  if  by  a  magic  wand,  the  purest  Ideals  of  science. 
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Id  reading  their  sacred  books  one  seems  lifted  by  some  strange 
infatuation  into  realms  untrodden  by  mortal  feet,  yet  only  to 
fall  into  meshes  of  crude  and  incoherent  prattle." 

"If,  as  you  believe/'  said  the  Sage,  "only  those  are  immor- 
tal who  cultivate  that  ideal,  then  the  doctrines  of  evolution  in 
nowise  transcends  the  religious  ethics  of  the  primitive  Chris- 
tians and  Neo-Platonists." 

"They  who  sincerely  interrogate  nature,"  answered  the 
Seer,  "receive  the  instruction  of  experience,  the  basis  of  all 
science.  'Whatever  ye  ask,  that  shall  ye  receive,'  is  simply 
an  axiom  derived  from  verified  facte,  and  in  a  spiritual  sense 
is  simply  a  corollery  of  law  discovered  in  material  knowledge. 
We  only  attain  what  we  seek — -food,  clothing,  shelter,  or  a 
knowledge  of  mathematics,  botany,  chemistry,  astronomy,  geol- 
ogy or  history.  To  attain  the  bounties  of  life,  civil  power,  the 
blessings  of  liberty  or  happy  marriages,  we  move  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  objects  with  unceasing  diligence.  The  possession 
of  great  mental  endowments  come  from  incessant  mental  cul- 
ture. Is  there  any  reason  we  should  have  a  spiritual  estate 
without  diligent  and  continuous  spiritual  cultivation?  To  me 
there  is  scientific  wisdom  in  the  saying,  'Seek,  and  ye  shall 
find/  " 

"The  continuity  of  law/*  interrupted  the  Sage,  "as  it  per- 
meates what  is  known  to  us  of  the  universe,  is  the  anchor  of 
my  faith,  and  to  me  a  wonderful  consolation;  for  lack  of  all 
knowledge  to  the  senses,  it  in  one  sense  gives  us  all  knowledge 
in  the  infinite  universe,  of  all  powers  unseen  as  well  as  those 
recognized  by  the  senses.  I  am  content  to  rest  in  the  bosom 
of  omnipresent  law/' 

"By  a  subtle  affinity  of  minds  which  dwell  on  scientific 
method  we  are  ending  all  differences  of  opinion  regarding  the 
future/'  continued  the  Seer,  with  a  merry  smile.  "Science  has 
made  us  both  fit  for  life,  and  fit  for  whatever  fate  awaits  our 
minds  after  these  bodies  mingle  with  the  dust.  As  Emerson 
expresses  the  idea,  'Regarding  immortality,  the  deserving  should 
have  no  doubts,  while  the  undeserving  have  no  right  to  care. 
There  is  a  fitness  in  conservative  forces  that  guarantees  all 
that  is  appropriate  to  life  and  mind  How  will  death  help  a 
man  who  is  unfit  for  life?  A  mind  in  full  sympathy  with  the 
divine  will  is  prepared  for  any  event  in  the  action  of  universal 
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law,  and  that  law  will  attend  his  exit  from  gross  matter  as  it 
attended  his  entrance  into  visible  life/  Though  I  converse 
with  gods  and  angels,  all  the  assurance  they  could  give  me 
would  yield  no  greater  consolation  than  a  clear  consciousness 
that  a  uniform  law  attends  every  particle  of  matter  and  every 
thought  of  man;  yet,  as  social  beings,  it  is  hard  to  forego  the 
communion  with  immortal  spirits,  and  what  has  been  to  me 
a  comfort  I  trust  will  come  to  you  through  earnest  search  before 
this  life  on  earth  has  ended.*' 
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CHAPTER  44. 
BUDDHI8T  PHIL080PHY. 

Several  eminent  historians  have  treated  of  Buddhism  as 
merely  a  generative,  self-impelling,  material  force,  absolutely 
atheistical  in  its  fundamental  principles.  This  view  is  prob- 
aibly  erroneous,  disregarding  the  meaning  of  words,  and  appears 
to  have  currency  under  the  influence  of  sectarian  bias.  The 
name  of  Buddha,  the  Enlightened  One,  is  surely  another  name 
for  God,  signifying  universal  conscious  intelligence  and  dispels 
such  an  uncharitable  imputation.  Admitting  of  no  Creator,  and 
hence  no  creation,  Buddhism  rises  to  the  higher  philosophical 
altitude  of  enduing  its  Supreme  Cousclous  Intelligence  with 
the  function  of  projecting  perpetual  generation,  of  organic 
growth  and  dissolution.  The  eternity  of  Buddha  and  human 
immortality  is  the  central  idea  that  sways  one-third  of  the 
world's  population  toward  the  Nature-Worship  of  Sakyamuni, 
transcending  the  idea  of  divine  personality  and  entering  the 
domain  of  impersonal  essence,  inherent  to  which  is  intelligence, 
animation,  motion  force,  a  pure  ideal  God.  Infinite  power,  in- 
finte  conception,  infinite  will,  infinite  promise,  perpetual  trans- 
mutation, latent  in  the  realm  of  formless  substances;  the  prin- 
ciple of  life  is  immortal,  immutable,  eternal.  True  to  Nature, 
the  Buddhist  contemplates  the  infinte  formlessness  of  aerial  im- 
mensity, of  light,  heat,  electricity,  cold,  water,  air  sound,  will, 
thought,  though  each  relatively  are  essential  to  all  formations 

The  canonised  legend  of  the  immaculate  conception  and 
miraculous  birth  of  Sakyamuni,  the  Buddhist  prophet,  is  similar 
to  other  ideals  of  divine  incarnation,  and,  in  point  of  literary 
merit,  equally  creditable.  His  mother,  Maya,  born  in  Northern 
India,  was  a  virgin  princess  of  wondrous  beauty.  She  was  the 
wife  of  King  Suddhodana,  but  continued  childless  until  the  age  i 

of  forty-five,  when  she  gave  birth  to  a  child,  alleged  without 
a  human  father.  He  was  born  under  the  shade  of  a  satin-tree, 
and  was  named  Prince  Siddartha,  and  also  Sakyamuni  as  a 
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family  name,  and  Gautama  by  the  subjects  of  his  principality. 
As  an  infant  he  manifested  precocious  wisdom,  and  a  saintly 
old  hermit  blessed  him  in  his  mother's  arms,  asserting  his  di- 
vine origin.  At  his  birth  the  earth  was  ablaze  with  strange 
and  marvelous  light,  the  sight  of  blind  people  suddenly  returned, 
the  deaf  heard,  the  lame  walked,  prison  doors  fell  down,  trees 
burst  forth  in  blossom,  the  air  was  filled  with  singing  birds, 
and  the  angels  sang  in  heaven  to  welcome  the  divine  child. 
The  "name-choosing  festival/'  a  popular  ancient  Brahminic* holi- 
day, occurred  as  the  babe  Sakyamuni  was  five  days  old,  and  a 
hundred  noted  Brahmin  priests  assembled  to  select  a  fitting 
name  for  the  wonderful  child.  Their  divinations  returned  the 
wonderful  prediction  that  he  was  born  a  "Buddha,"  meaning 
the  Enlightened  One,  and  this  became  his  christened  name,  and 
the  priests  prophesied  that  he  would  become  ruler  of  the  world, 
a  true  emanation  of  eternal  will,  wisdom  and  power,  which 
greatly  incensed  the  king,  his  foster  father,  who  vainly  sought 
to  destroy  the  child,  which  was  saved  from  death  by  the  adroit 
management  of  its  mother. 

In  early  youth  Gautama  displayed  great  aptness  in  learn- 
ing and  while  at  school  was  frequently  found  instructing  his 
teachers  in  the  arts  and  sciences.  On  one  occasion,  when  his 
mother  was  with  him  in  the  king's  city,  he  disappeared  from 
her;  fearing  harm,  a  search  was  instituted,  and  when  found 
the  lad  was  in  the  sacred  temple  among  the  learned  doctors 
astonishing  them  with  his  knowledge.  A  woman,  noticing  the 
child's  remarkable  wisdom,  exclaimed:  "Blessed  is  the  womb 
that  bore  thee!"  when  he  turnde  upon  her,  repelling  the  praise, 
with  a  severe  rebuke. 

In  his  twenty-ninth  year  Gautama  abandons  home,  leaving 
a  wife  and  one  child,  to  devote  himself  entirely  to  the  study 
of  religion  and  philosophy.  The  poverty,  disease  and  misery 
of  the  masses  of  poor  people  which  met  his  sight  wherever  he 
went  caused  his  heart  to  surge  with  compassion,  and  made  a 
deep  impression  upon  the  mind  of  the  young  philosopehr;  and, 
determining  to  learn  the  cause  of  so  much  woe  and  to  effect 
deliverance,  he  retired  to  a  solitude  for  solemn  meditation. 
Sorrowing  for  the  miseries  of  mankind,  he  wandered  to  the 
caves  of  the  Vindhya  mountains,  and  in  company  with  a  Brah- 
min hermit  of  notable  learning,  he  remained  six  years,  study- 
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ing  philosophy  and  science,  under  self-denial  and  fasting,  that 
he  might  "attain  superhuman  power  and  deliver  the  world  from 
misery,  and  lead  it  to  true  life,  happiness  and  immortality." 
The  end  of  this  seclusion  brought  the  conclusion  that  shaped 
his  career  as  the  leader  of  his  race,  and  he  returned  burdened 
with  a  determination  to  set  in  motion  an  "empire  of  universal 
justice." 

At  the  city  of  Benares  Gautama  commenced  preaching  his 
plan  of  salvation  from  the  troubles  of  this  world.  Four  pri- 
mary propositions  constituted  the  basic  elements  of  his  new- 
found creed:  Pain  and  misery  corelate  to  existence;  modes 
of  life  come  from  desire  and  passion;  to  cure  misery  self-  denial 
is  necessary;  pain  ends  as  existence  ceases.  Salvation  con- 
sists in  cleaning  self  of  impure  desires,  revenges,  unkindness, 
and  exerting  good  will  toward  all  beings.  Universal  charity, 
then,  is  the  doctrine  of  deliverance,  which  leads  the  world  to 
Nirvana,  the  realm  of  peace  and  happiness.  Says  Gautama: 
"Those  only  who  arrive  at  Nirvana  are  at  rest." 

The  chronology  of  Buddhism,  so  far  as  outside  research  has 
extended,  leaves  modern  history  oblivious  as  to  the  exact  date 
of  Gautama's  birth,  some  writers  placing  it  from  ten  to  thirteen 
centuries  before  the  birth  of  Christ;  others  during  the  Bixth 
century,  B.  C.  His  supposed  father,  King  Suddhodana,  ruled 
in  the  region  of  the  Himalaya  mountains  at  the  capital  city  of 
Kapila-Vastu  for  half  a  centry.  He  was  accredited  a  benevo- 
lent king;  but  the  prevailing  laws  rendered  Hindoostan,  and 
especially  Tibet,  tribal  nationalities  of  a  few  rich  masters  own- 
ing all  the  land,  with  hordes  of  slaves  immured  in  poverty  and 
destitution. 

Born  to  wealth,  with  lands  and  castles,  with  horses  and 
cattle,  attended  by  servants,  and  educated  in  the  Brahmin  faith 
and  the  sciences  of  the  period,  Gautama  found  himself  in  early 
manhood  a  princely  governor  of  a  race  of  wild  and  unruly  bar 
barians  of  the  mountains — a  people  .without  possessions,  un- 
housed slaves;  athletic  and  warlike  in  youth  and  the  prime  of 
life;  but,  in  old  age,  miserable  and  vicious  mendicants,  aban- 
doned like  dead  trees,  to  wither  and  rot  among  the  young  and 
vigorous  "of  their  kinsmen  Driving  or  walking  about  his  pos- 
sessions, misery,  squalor  and  crime  met  his  eyes  everywhere, 
and  heartsick  from  the  sight  of  human  woe,  the  natural  re- 
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action  to  the  merciful  meditation  sets  In  upon  his  soul;  he 
becomes  the  victim  of  hermetic  solitude,  troubled  with  the 
enigma  of  life;  and  like  others  of  kindly  heart,  a  motive  seizes 
him  to  solve  the  problem  of  human  adversity — to  learn  the 
cause  and  cure  of  disease,  of  poverty,  of  crime;  to  solve  the 
great  mystery  of  sorrow — to  cure  the  pain  of  the  world,  and 
to  find  the  light  of  joy  and  peace,  and  was  deep  in  the  mood 
of  compassion. 

As  preacher-prince  Gautama  secured  sixty  converts  in 
Benares,  after  three  months'  severe  envangelical  labor  among 
the  poor  and  ignorant.  These  he  sent  abroad  as  missionaries 
of  his  new  faith.  The  downtrodden  slaves  of  Indian  readily 
accepted  his  doctrines,  as  an  escape  from  misery,  and  as  in- 
spiring a  hope  for  future  blessings  and  liberty.  Returning  home 
after  many  years'  absence,  his  wife  becam  ea  convert  and 
espoused  his  cause.  At  first  his  father  scoffed,  but  yielded, 
in  old  age,  to  the  son,  and  the  kingdom  was  conquered  by  the 
inspired  teacher.  Near  fifty  years  of  preaching  established 
the  gospel  of  peace  and  closed  the  career  of  Sakyomunl,  past 
four  score  years.  His  only  counterpart  is  the  life  of  Jesus  of 
Nazareth,  the  reformer  of  Judaism,  as  Gautama  was  the  re- 
former of  Brahmlnism.  The  picture  of  him,  as  drawn  by  Saint 
Hillaire,  warrants  the  parallel:  "His  life  had  no  stain;  his 
heroic  acts  equalled  his  convictions,  his  example  was  irre- 
proachable. He  was  the  finished  model  of  the  virtues  he  pro- 
claimed-—charity,  self-denial,  gentleness,  all  reflected  in  his 
daily  life." 

Gautama  recognized  the  existence  of  good  and  evil  as  the 
necessary  result  of  organic  life,  of  the  association  of  mind 
and  matter;  that  evil  was  the  necessary  result  of  material  self- 
ishness, impure  desires,  hate,  revenge  and  malice.  There  are 
four  great  truths,  says  Gautama:  (1)  Misery  is  necessary  to 
existence;  (2)  modes  of  existence  vary  according  to  the  modi- 
fication of  passion;  3)  destruction  of  desire  is  the  only  escape 
from  misery;  (4)  salvation  into  Nirvana,  the  formless  spirit. 
There  are  four  paths  to  peace:  (1)  Turn  away  from  selfish- 
ness to  the  Enlightened  One;  (2)  banish  impure  desire  and 
malice;  (3)  practice  charity  to  all;  (4  entering  the  condition 
of  peace  and  rest,  the  arrival  at  Nirvana  To  escape  from  sor- 
row and  to  experience  Nirvana,  there  are  ten  holy  vows:     (1) 
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Not  to  destroy  life;  (2)  not  to  steal;  (3)  to  abstain  from  lust; 
(4)  not  to  lie;  (5)  to  avoid  intoxication;  (6)  to  avoid  Improper 
eating;  (7)  to  abstain  from  lascivious  sports;  (9  to  avoid  toe 
use  of  gaudy  ornaments;   (9)  not  to  slander;   (10)  not  to  take 


The  inevitable  phenomena  of  nature  are  not  to  be  inter- 
fered with — In  animals  or  man,  as  parts  of  nature.  No  form 
of  life  should  be  disturbed  or  killed.  Not  even  the  poiyandrian, 
with  her  many  husbands,  was  called  to  task,  she  acting  out 
her  Individual  relation  with  the  Supreme  Order.  The  wheel 
of  faith  turns  alike  for  good  and  evil. 

Says  Gautama:  "Let  us  overcome  evil  with  good,  anger 
by  kindness,  liars  by  truth,  the  penurious  by  gifts,  the  sensual 
by  lives  of  purity;  hatred  never  ceases  by  hatred,  but  by  love. 
Let  us  live  happily,  not  hating  those  who  hate  us/' 

While  condemning  none,  he  invited  all  to  the  joys  of  virtue 
"Cease  from  all  sin,  cleanse  the  heart,  cleave  to  virtue,  abhor 
murder,  theft,  lying,  unchastity  and  drunknness.  If  one  speaks 
the  truth,  is  generous  to  the  poor,  and  refrains  from  anger,  he 
will  enter  the  presence  of  the  blest  Death  is  a  transition  into 
another  existence,  glorified,  probationary  or  retributive — bliss- 
ful or  miserable — according  to  preceding  deeds.  The  soul,  not 
emanlcpated  from  evil,  is  translated  into  a  hideous  form,  the  good 
soul  into  a  beautiful  form/* 

To  Gautama  the  spiritual  is  the  only  reality,  the  material 
transitory:  "The  highest  insight,"  says  he,  "is  a  change  of 
heart  and  purification  of  spirit;  to  cease  from  all  sin,  get 
virtue,  avoid  anger,  drunkenness  and  deception,  and  cleanse 
one's  own  heart,  is  the  doctrine  of  Buddha."  His  soul  saw  the 
perishability  of  compounds,  of  all  organic  formation;  and  to 
the  eternal  formless  essence,  to  the  Nameless  One,  he  turned  for 
immortal  refuge. 

"All  compounds  are  perishable/'  says  Sakyamuni.  By  the 
Platonic  test  of  contraries,  simples,  then,  are  imperishable, 
eternal— the  molecule  is  infinity.  Combination  and  separation 
is  growth  and  decay,  progression  and  retrogression — the  do- 
main of  birth  and  death,  of  pleasure  in  forming  and  pain  in 
separation  of  particles,  of  likes  and  dislikes,  of  youth  and  age; 
of  desires,  loves,  lusts,  passions;  and,  of  repulsions,  hates, 
deaths. 
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Sakyamuni  saw,  three  or  more  thousand  years  ago,  the 
cycle  of  eternity  evolving  in  the  wheel  of  faith;  he  saw  no  be- 
ginning or  ending  in  the  plant,  animal  or  man;  he  knew  of  no 
creation,  or  creator,  no  beginning  or  ending  of  anything;  but 
all  things  are  rising  and  falling  in  rotation,  as  the  wheel  of 
life  turns,  growing  and  perishing;  reptltlons  of  cauess  and  ef- 
fects from  point  to  point  in  endless  circles.  Eternity  is  like 
the  multiplicity  and  divisibility  of  units;  like  counting  the  eyes 
that  have  seen  or  the  eyes  that  may  see;  like  numbering  the 
rays  of  llgt  that  have  been  or  the  rays  that  may  be. 

"As  seed  and  plant,  egg  and  bird,  contain  and  follow  each 
other  in  endless  series,  so  with  men  and  worlds/'  says  Sakya- 
muni. Innumerable  words  and  peoples  thus  appear  and  dis- 
appear— birth,  growth,  maturity,  disintegration,  interval,  birth; 
the  sea  rises  in  vapor — interval — vapor  returns,  and  is  the  sea 
again — interval.  Death  is  not  the  end  of  pain,  because  birth 
follows,  and  again  leads  to  death,  and  death  again  to  rebirth. 
Every  spirit  is  a  desire — in  death  the  soul  goes  to  its  desire; 
return  to  life  as  from  a  dream,  then  follows  desire  into  death 
again. 

There  are  two  scores  of  knowledge,  says  Sayamunl — per- 
ception and  experience — sensation  and  deduction.  All  things 
are  like  an  e  very-turning  wheel  without  propulsion — self -voli- 
tion, like  the  huge  forests,  his  ethics  rose  up  in  self-invest- 
ment and  formality.  He  displayed  his  soul  in  his  actions;  he 
and  his  followers  all  projected  thoughts  into  forms,  hung  orna- 
ments and  clothing  to  the  forms  in  graceful  ceremonial,  as  the 
sweet  date  three  is  pendant  with  blossoms,  leaves,  bark,  dry  and 
dead  branches;  and  he  verily  thrust  decay  into  his  ethics,  that 
the  tree  of  knowledge  may  rot  at  the  heart  and  perish,  thereby 
sustaining  new  life,  new  perceptions  and  experience  and  new 
knowledge. 

He  viewed  the  whole  moving  panorama  of  human  life,  and 
saw  its  being,  action,  passion;  saw  that  every  appetite,  thought, 
desire  and  aim  sought  its  object  and  destiny,  even  with  the 
eyes  of  emotion,  if  no  other  way;  he  saw  nature  evolving  men 
and  women,  monogamically,  poligamically  and  polyandrically; 
this  he  saw  was  law  in  the  eternal  wheel  of  evolution,  and  on 
it  projected  his  faith. 
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In  the  faith  of  Sakyamunl  grew  and  flourished  the  laws 
of  unity  and  diversity  in  man's  social  estate— celibacy,  duality, 
polyty — each  entity  a  law  unto  itself  to  attract  or  rebel  at  will, 
limited  by  responsibility  of  individual  action.  "Taste  no  ani- 
mal/' says  Sakyamunl,  "lest  the  sin  of  trespass  stain  thy 
beauty;  also  taste  no  plant  with  a  living  germ,  for  the  spirit 
of  the  germ  will  rebel  and  not  assiminate;  living  food  is  evil; 
assimilation  is  from  molecule.  All  things  are  of  one  source; 
all  evolve  in  the  same  cycle;  all  living  things  are  vitalised  by 
decaying  things.  No  food  is  proper  for  health  till  subjected  to 
the  soluble  power  of  fire." 

The  law  by  which  the  poet  saw  that,  "By  turns  we  catch 
the  vital  breath  and  die,"  and  that  "Whatever  is,  is  truth," 
Sakyamuunl,  by  the  same  law,  says  the  same;  that  each  thing 
was  an  expression,  a  sign,  a  symbol;  that  all  things  in  all 
actions  are  symbols  of  all  that  is. 

Sakyamunl  saw  that  fullest  maturity  was  destiny;  that 
duality  in  life  is  the  perfect  unity;  that  unity  is  the  contrary 
of  diversity;  that  being  is  not  being  without  both  unity  and 
diversity — monogamy  is  perfection;  polygamy  is  not  imperfec- 
tion. 

"There  is  but  one  civil  law  for  all  punishment  for  trespass 
and  reward  for  virtue;  grace  and  joy  for  all,  men  and  women, 
boys  and  girls,  rich  and  poor,  and  the  impure  and  outcast  are 
welcomed  under  the  victorious  banner  of  good  law  when  I  turn 
the  wheel  of  faith,"  says  Sakyamuui. 

Like  pure  Christianity,  pure  Buddhims  is  a  system  of  self- 
abnegation — denying  outward  grossness  for  inward  fineness, 
purity  of  heart.  "The  pure  in  heart  shall  see  God"— abjuring 
the  finite  and  transitory  as  worthless  compared  to  the  infinte 
and  durable,  the  soul  dwells  with  God.  It  gives  a  negation  to 
sensual  and  worldly  affairs,  magnifying  the  joys  of  spiritual 
realities.  Jesus  estimated  the  sensuous  material  world  as  val- 
ueless compared  to  the  certain  inheritance  of  spiritual  pos- 
sessions. Buddhism  proclaimed  the  not  unscientific  dogma  that 
"Things  seen  are  temporal,  things  unseen  are  eternal*'— the  con- 
tinuity of  law.  Temporal  things— earthly  desires,  the  passions 
and  selfish  impulses  should  be  repressed,  and  mental  aspira- 
tion cultivated — sloughing  off  mortality  and  rising  into  immor- 
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tality.  Gautama  saw  the  light  of  resurrection  of  rebirth;  the 
purified,  the  beautiful  forms;  the  impure  into  hideous  forms, 
through  transmigration.  The  strong  point  of  Gautama's  creed 
was  the  inculcation  of  the  Golden  Rule— "Overcome  evil  with 
good;"  "Love  cures  hate/  adopted  afterward  by  Confucius, 
and  which  has  made  the  Inspired  Buddhist  so  well  known  as 
the  "Light  of  Asia/'  It  infused  new  life  into  the  downtrodden 
menials  of  India;  new  hope,  that  kindness  would  make  life 
more  desirable.  The  poor  received  the  gospel  with  enthusiasm, 
hoping  their  burdens  would  be  made  lighter.  His  doctrines 
were  crystalized  into  law,  the  slaves  were  put  into  possession 
of  the  land,  and  the  poor  felt  the  benefit  of  the  reformation. 
Kingdom  after  kingdom  yielded  to  the  new  gospel  of  liberty, 
till  the  reformation  was  complete  throughout  India.  Gautama 
lived  to  see  the  culmination  of  his  purpose,  after  fifty  years' 
preaching  and  self-sacrifice.  The  multitudes  of  monuments 
to  his  memory  attest  the  undying  love  of  his  people  for  a  prince 
who  forsook  the  crown  of  an  empire  to  teach  and  practice  the 
brotherhood  of  mankind — the  Godspell  of  Compassion. 
Springfield,  Illinois,  October  7,  1859. 


469 


Digitized  by 


Google 


CHAPTER  46. 
THE  PRINCIPLES  OF  WORSHIP. 

The  key  that  unlocks  the  treasury  of  the  Infinite  is  in 
every  hand  by  the  taking:  its  name  is  Variety  in  Unity— Its 
handling  the  emotion  of  worship.  Applied  to  mind  or  matter, 
it  never  fails  in  revealing  the  Electric  Universe  to  those  who 
use  it  Hunger  is  an  aggregation  of  minute  appetites  unap- 
peased,  and  is  grateful  for  bread;  love  combines  countless  deli- 
cate affinities,  and  adores  its  idols;  wisdom  composes  the  par- 
ticles of  infinite  economics,  and  equalizes  power.  Sound  Is  the 
echo  of  worship.  The  serpent's  hiss  is  for  the  serpent,  the  coo 
for  the  dove,  the  chirp  for  the  bird,  the  roar  for  the  Hon,  the 
howl  for  the  wolf,  the  bark  for  the  dog,  the  neigh  for  the  horse, 
the  loo  for  the  kine;  but  the  tympanum  of  the  perfect  man  is 
sensate  and  conscious  to  all  sound.  The  human  eye  conveys 
to  the  understanding  the  multiplied  vision  of  all  animate  forms, 
gladly  seeing  infinity.  The  unity  of  animate  combinations  is 
awfully  pictured  in  a  Hannibal,  a  Caesar,  a  Cromwell,  a  Jack- 
son; that  of  reform  grately  observed  in  a  Lycurgus,  a  Luther, 
a  Paine,  a  Lincoln;  the  unity  of  spirituality  in  Jesus;  of  rea- 
son In  Voltaire;  of  justice,  in  Blackstone,  and  these  same  im- 
press the  adoring  man  with  other  images  of  unity. 

As  a  man  combines  variety  in  unity  to  that  degree  is  his 
value  estimated  and  his  life  revered,  and  to  him  is  accorded 
worship.  If  his  magnetism  charms,  it  is  because  he  is  a  bundle 
of  little  magnets,  and  votaries  are  not  lacking.  If  the  touch 
of  his  hand  is  warm  and  there  is  holiday  in  his  eye,  he  makes  a 
friendship  difficult  to  cleave.  Versatile  in  all  things,  faithful 
in  all  things,  he  is  a  rare  man,  and  one  to  be  sought  and  wor- 
shiped as  a  nearness  to  Infinite  Wisdom,  and  his  praises  re- 
sound in  the  manner  of  glory  to  the  highest. 

The  worship  of  Gautama,  of  Confucius,  of  Zoroaster,  of 
Swedenborg,  was  the  accordance  to  them  of  the  fullness  of  the 
atoms  of  human  good.    Each  person  worships  that  object  most 
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in  which  is  united  those  qualities  inspiring  complete  admira- 
tion, in  man,  woman  or  thing.  An  object  worshipped  measures 
the  culture  of  the  worshipper,  be  that  object  an  ox,  a  horse,  a 
stone,  a  graven  image,  the  sun,  the  moon  or  the  several  stars. 
The  philosopher  likens  the  soul  of  nature  unto  the  mind  of 
Plato;  the  specialist  to  that  of  Aristotle;  tthe  dramatist  to  that 
Plato;  the  specialist  to  that  of  Aristotle;  the  dramatist  to  that 
of  Voltaire;  the  statist  to  that  of  Paine;  the  theist,  to  that  of 
Jesus. 

Numerous  worshippers  is  not  a  measure  of  worship.  One 
cultured  man  may  render  more  homage  than  a  million  blind 
devotees;  one  word  of  praise  from  a  philosopher  may  convey 
to  nature  a  greater  freight  of  love  than  the  songs  of  thousands 
whose  hands  oppress  the  poor. 

How  vastly  the  thoughts  of  the  ages  were  united  in  Voltaire; 
now  bitterly  the  French  hated  eredal  worship,  but  they  stifled 
this  rare  genius  with  praise — and  in  his  last  triumph  they 
crowned  him  with  flowers,  and  in  death  fulsome!  y  chanted  his 
requiem.  Of  all  Frenchmen  supremely  admired,  Voltaire  is  the 
Gallc  deity — the  deputy  of  the  Infinte  Mind  to  France;  an 
extension  of  nature's  spirit;  a  divine  light  and  reaction  that 
dissipated  the  horrors  of  the  dark  ages.  At  Paris,  after  half 
a  century  of  exile,  his  carriage  was  as  the  nucleus  of  a 
comet,  whose  tail  swept  the  thoroughfares;  ladies  plucked  hairs 
from  the  furs  of  his  garments  for  relics;  the  highest,  strongest, 
noblest  in  France  felt  this  man  higher,  stronger,  nobler.  Vol- 
taire was  the  Nazarite  of  his  time;  like  Jesus  in  Judea,  he  tore 
from  the  priest  and  potentate  the  mask  of  hypocrisy.  Great 
was  Voltaire,  the  culture  of  all  France  grown  and  ripened  in 
one  man.  He  was  and  is  loved,  venerated  and  obeyed,  as  some- 
thing higher  and  brighter  than  all  other  light,  and  this  worship 
is  as  real  and  as  Indestructible  as  the  everlasting  adamant 
He  is  the  corner  stone  of  French  culture,  the  quickening  spirit 
of  inborn  loyalty  to  man,  a  living  rock  cut  from  the  firmament 
of  Omnicient  Thought — a  comforter  sent  from  on  high,  God's 
messenger  to  man. 

Worship  is  selfish;  it  gnaws  on  its  idol  with  the  avidity 
of  a  vulture.  It  is  an  appetite,  a  longing,  a  want,  a  wish,  a 
thirst — predicating  the  existence  of  an  adequate  supply.     It  is 
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a  germ  In  pursuit  of  the  elements  for  maturity,  as  persistent 
as  the  flower-seed  to  kiss  the  sunlight  In  its  blooming.  Two 
lovers  bless  Jesus  for  pointing  the  way  to  a  summer  land  of 
pleasant  places,  where,  without  toll,  they  can  kiss  and  caress 
forever.  The  savage  Indian  dreams  sweetly  of  happy  hunting- 
grounds  and  eternal  feasting.  Wunsch,  whose  doctrine  was 
that  every  human  wish  would  be  gotten  in  the  spirit  world,  was 
worshipped  by  the  early  rugged  Caucassians.  What  sincerity 
transcends  these  rude  ideals?  They  are  lights  in  the  deep, 
dark  vortex  of  time. 

The  mind  of  the  idolised  man  is  the  multiplex  image  of  the 
world's  dreams.  As  a  lover,  more  tender  than  youth;  as  a 
sage,  older  than  time;  as  a  lamp  for  darkness,  a  Joy  for  sor- 
row, a  balm  for  Ills,  a  strength  for  weakness,  he  has  visions 
of  the  fulfilment  of  promises.  Religious  beliefs,  systems  of  law, 
miracles,  Inventions,  sciences  and  economics  in  his  brain,  per- 
fected and  treasured  for  use.  Give  a  man  the  golden  rule 
out  of  Judaism,  and  the  devil  may  take  the  balance;  he  is  the 
epltomy  of  mental  power.  Out  of  the  stuff  of  which  dreams 
are  made  the  wise  man  displays  engines,  iron  bridges,  rail- 
roads, trip-hammers,  reapers,  steamships — all  the  grand  me- 
chanism that  slumbered  for  ages  and  eons  of  ages  in  the  dark 
and  silent  chambers  of  nature  In  dreamy  solitude  a  philoso- 
pher watched  the  movements  of  the  soul  of  nature  as  deputized 
in  the  tiny  spider,  and  from  the  stubtle  movements  of  that 
speck  of  omnicience  his  vision  caught  up  the  principle  by  which 
dangerous  places  are  safely  passed  on  bridges  or  iron.  Thomas 
Paine  was  this  ideal  bridge-builder.  He  was  an  ideal  bridge- 
builder  in  other  ways.  He  spanned  the  dark  chasm  of  super- 
stition in  his  book  of  Reason  with  a  safe  passage  over  cerduU- 
ty..  He  let  a  light  into  the  pit  of  superstition,  revealing  the 
bones  of  thousands  sacrificed  in  the  interest  of  credulity.  He 
was  a  great  light  He  bridged  the  broad  and  bloody  chasm 
between  monarchy  and  liberty,  and  raised  high  the  torch  of 
freedom  that  lights  the  world.  Paine  was  a  rare  genius,  the 
most  precious  thing  heaven  lets  down  to  earth,  an  orb  of  in- 
tellectual light  in  a  clear  sky;  but  how  men  waste  such  rich 
and  radiant  gifts,  trifling  with  them  as  they  do  fire-balls  or 
rockets  for  a  little  amusement,  and  then  kick  the  ashes.    Jesus, 
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Socrates,  Luther  and  Galilleo  fared  no  better  among  the  world's 
blockheads. 

Of  revelators,  it  is  question  who  merits  the  highest  praise — 
the  one  who  reveals  the  light  of  eternity,  or  that  of  time. 
Paine's  life  was  a  sacrifice  to  Liberty,  that  of  Jesus  to  Charity — 
the  dual  virtues  of  human  life — both  essential  to  the  highest 
manhood.  Brotherhood  and  Individuality  cannot  be  written 
without  the  association  of  these  two  ideals,  clear-cut  embodi- 
ments of  man's  highest,  purest  and  broadest  thought.  Liberty 
and  Charity. 
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CHAPTER  XLVI. 
UNDER-WORLD  PHILOSOPHY. 

"O,  Lulu,  Lulu!    Is  this  you  or  do  my  eyes  deceive  me?" 

"No,  sir,  you  are  mistaken,"  turning  away,  then  pausing, — 
"My  God,  John,  how  can  you  recognize  me? — so  vile  and 
wretched  a  thing  that  I  am?" 

The  lady  addressed  was  the  beautiful  and  accomplished 
Miss  Maurice  of  former  days,  referred  to  in  a  preceding  chap- 
ter, and  seeing  her  with  haggard  features  and  in  clothing  soiled 
and  disordered,  my  sympathy  was  touched  deeply,  remembering 
our  once  happy  relations.  She  thought  of  her  social  triumphs 
while  in  her  youth  and  when  friends  and  fortune  smiled,  and  it 
was  no  wonder  she  was  astonished  at  my  proffered  recognition. 

"Come  with  me.  Lulu,  and  make  no  excuse,"  said  I;  and  we 
went  to  a  bath  house  especially  frequented  by  ladies  of  the  half- 
world,  located  on  South  Clark  street,  Chicago,  chatting  of  old 
times  as  we  passed  along.  I  took  a  memorandum  of  her  sise 
of  clothing,  guessed  the  number  of  her  shoes  at  3%  double  E, 
as  she  was  a  rare  model  of  plump  figure  for  a  girl  of  135  pounds, 
and  five  feet  and  six  inches  in  height. 

On  taking  leave  of  her  at  the  bath  house,  I  kissed  Lulu's 
dirty  hand  in  sympathy,  the  once  beautiful  white  hand  on  which 
I  had  kissed  our  engagement  ring  ten  years  before,  and  tears 
started  in  her  eyes  as  I  said  "by-by,"  telling  her  I  would  return 
by  time  her  bath  was  finished  with  a  new  suit  of  clothing. 

"O,  John,  how  can  you  be  so  kind  to  such  a  miserable 
creature?" 

-True  love  is  eternal,  Lulu — make  yourself  perfectly  easy, 
and  wait  my  return." 

The  Christ  be  with  me!  I  soliloquized,  as  I  turned  toward 
State  street,  where  I  knew  ladles'  apparel  of  all  styles  and 
quality  were  kept  on  sale.  The  Christ  be  with  me  in  every 
word  and  act!  O,  the  terror  of  my  anguish! — the  horror  of  my 
scalding  tears,  burnt  dry  and  dead  in  buried  years!    O,  my  immo- 
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feted  heart,  revived  to  life  and  pain!  Why  rack  my  pity  on  that 
filthy  bawd?  Why  In  my  madness  do  I  shriek  "she  might  have 
been?"  I  see  my  erased  brain  come  back,  witched  In  wooing, 
deviled  in  undoing!  Bewildered,  dazed;  aroused  pride  says  let 
her  go,  she's  dead  In  sin — my  feet,  as  If  inspired,  press  on  with 
quickened  step!  O,  can  I  do  It?  Some  impelling  forces  quicken 
my  blood,  brain  reels,  and  I  stand  before  the  clerk  of  a  large 
furnishing  house,  memoranda  in  hand — 'two  union  undersuits, 
two  pairs  black  hose,  shoes,  scbimesetts,  corset,  drawers,  waists, 
skirts,  belt,  'kerchiefs,  gloves,  parasol,  fan,  collar,  collarette, 
ribbon,  hat?— bill,  $17.65.  I  felt  as  if  a  madhouse  was  minus  a 
lunatic,  but  paid  the  money  and  hurried  back  to  Miss  Maurice 
with  the  goods  to  transform  the  tattered,  torn  and  soiled  vic- 
tim of  evil  into  the  angel  she  had  been,  as  near  as  possible. 

"O,  John,  John!"  she  exclaimed,  as  I  entered  the  bath  house, 
handing  her  the  bundle;  "God  only  knows  how  I  can  repay  your 
kindness!" 

"Lulu,"  said  I,  "only  be  good  to  yourself,  and  your  debt  is 
thrice  cancelled." 

The  garments  I  selected  were  not  loud  in  color,  but  in 
usual  style,  bright,  neat,  and  nicely  fitting  her  shape.  Poor 
Lulu  was  cleansed,  body  and  mind.  The  pallid,  forlorn  face 
was  brighter,  a  smile  lit  up  the  sad  eyes,  a  slight  pink  came  to 
the  pale  cheeks  and  livid  lips.  Her  beautiful  silken  hair  was 
arranged  as  on  the  Joyful  day,  long  since  when  we  made  our 
vows.  As  we  walked  down  Clark  street  and  turned  Into  Ran- 
dolph, no  one  recognised  her,  nor  could,  from  the  extreme 
transformation.  We  entered  her  room— a  den,  a  dan  of  wretch- 
edness! 

'Tack  up,  Lulu,  and  leave  this  place;  your  abode  shall  be 
worthy  your  former  self;  do  you  say  yes?" 

"With  all  my  heart;  too  glad  will  I  obey  your  every  word; 
O,  my  God,  O,  my  friend,  have  mercy  and  forgive!"  and  the 
poor  girl  broke  down  in  sobs. 

"By-by,  Lulu;  I  am  going  now,  and  will  return  with  con- 
veyance in  an  hour;"  and,  kissing  her  hand,  what  did  I  see,  to 
my  astonishment?  It  was  our  old  engagement  ring!  It  flashed 
on  my  sere  and  desolate  heart  like  a  rose  on  a  desert  I  felt 
my  own  tears  starting,  and  turned  to  hide  them;  only  fools 
shed  tears,  thought  I,  In  my  callous,  cold  and  Ironical  view  of 
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life;  cursed  fool  that  I  am,  I  mused,  as  I  approached  one  of 
those  palatial  residences  erected  especially  to  accomodate  vis- 
itors at  the  world's  fair.  Returning  with  a  cab,  we  drove  away 
for  dinner. 

We  dined,  Lulu  and  I,  in  one  of  those  elegant  fcafes  on 

State  street,  and  at  4  p.  m.  our  carriage  halted  at  No.  , 

Champlain  avenue,  where  a  grewsome  denizen  of  yesterday  be- 
came a  guest  of  today.  The  place  was  in  convenient  calling 
distance  from  my  own  quarters  on  the  same. avenue  at  the  resi- 
dence of  my  old  friend  and  schoolmate,  Palmer  Spalding,  a 
gentleman  well  known  in  business  circles  of  Chicago. 

Parenthetically,  I  should  not  omit  mention  in  this  book  of 
my  friend  Spalding,  as  he  was  as  versatile  in  the  facts  of  the 
Underworld  as  any  man  of  his  time,  and  one  of  the  most  bril- 
liant wits  that  was  ever  my  fortune  to  know.  Thousands  in  the 
western  states  who  have  met  him  in  a  business  way  as  a  com- 
mercial drummer  can  attest  his  inimitable  humor.  Like  myself, 
he  had  seen  all  the  sodomitical  fruits  of  Chicago  without  eating 
them. 

My  reference  to  Miss  Maurice  in  this  chapter  might  end 
here  properly  enough,  being  a  man  who  goes  shy  of  the  entangle- 
ments and  woes  of  matrimony,  leaving  the  reader  to  infer  that 
I  blessed  her  with  all  the  privileges  and  benefits  derivable  from 
that  wonderful  congress  of  nations  at  Chicago  in  1893.  As  I  was 
unalterably  engaged  in  marriage  at  that  time  to  another  girl 
named  Lulu,  she  agreed  cordially  .though  reluctantly,  that  a 
revival  of  our  old  marital  intentions  would  be  impracticable;  but 
redeemed  to  virtue,  the  sweetest  consolation  of  a  sinner's  life, 
we  both  felt  the  satisfaction  of  the  eternity  of  our  affections,  and 
God  bless  her,  a  prudent  and  wealthy  business  man  of  the  far 
west  took  her  home  as  his  bride,  and  it  is  my  sincere  belief 
she  has  made  a  noble  wife.  In  the  whole  affair,  though  my  heart 
had  burned  to  ashes  long  since  in  the  flames  immolated  of  our 
affections,  It  was  fortunate  in  both  of  us  that  our  meeting  as  we 
did  found  among  the  ashes  a  few  living  embers,  which,  fanned 
by  tender  sympathy,  set  flowing  again  in  our  veins  blood  as 
warm  and  impulses  as  strong  as  ever  fired  the  emotions  of 
younger  hearts. 

I  am  glad  we  met,  though  it  cost  some  hard-earned  money, 
for  I  shall  always  feel  that  I  achieved  a  victory  over  woman's 


476 


Digitized  by 


Google 


greatest  enemies,  Suspicion  and  Slander,  under  whose  dark 
clouds  most  women,  when  overshadowed  once,  go  down  to  in- 
famy, never  to  rise  again.  Let  the  true  and  the  good  of  earth 
and  heaven  rejoice  over  every  sfnful  girl  that  is  redeemed  to 
virtue  and  honor,  and  let  the  brand  of  Cain  and  the  curse  of 
God  come  to  stay  with  every  social  leper  who  places  obstacles 
in  the  way  of  the  mothers  of  mankind. 

Before  closing  this  book  I  shall  have  occasion  to  gratify  the 
readers  anticipation  concerning  the  results  of  the  alliance 
herein  mentioned,  meantime  awaiting  information  necessary  to 
give  the  facts  without  rhetorical  color  or  extenuation  of  details. 

I  desire  here  and  now  to  have  a  little  private  talk  with 
girls  on  matters  concerning  their  temporal  and  eternal  welfare. 
On  the  subject  of  the  evils  of  life  I  have  little  or  nothing  to 
say,  as  the  fact  is  obvious  to  all  that  good  and  evil  appear  side 
by  side,  balancing  each  other  throughout  the  human  family. 
All  I  wish  to  talk  about  is  thoughts,  modes  and  responsibility. 
I  wish  to  set  up  my  ideal  girl,  self-contained,  self-controlling, 
mentally  and  physically  self-governed,  well  fed,  well  clothed, 
well-housed  and  well  environed,  as  a  true  model  of  a  girl 
destined  for  the  best  type  of  womanhood. 

To  observe  my  model  girl,  she  is  from  sixteen  to  twenty, 
and  beautiful  because  she  is  a  picture  of  good  health,  erect  car- 
riage, and  bright  because  her  eyes  exhibit  a  disciplined  and 
versatile  mind.  She  is  graceful  because  art  culture  pulsates 
from  her  heart  to  her  finger  tips,  and  is  self-poised  and  har- 
monious in  actions,  because  her  mental  discipline  sees  strength 
in  fitness  of  actions  and  weakness  in  incongruous  movements. 
Whether  this  girl  is  blonde  or  brunette,  pale  or  flush,  clear  or 
frecked,  oval  or  sharp  features,  impulsive  or  cool  in  expression, 
she  is  in  a  high  sense  charming,  if  not  to  all,  to  every  one  fitting 
to  her  attractions.  She  is  a  model  lady,  to  be  honored  and  be- 
loved within  the  bounds  of  politic  culture  by  every  true  genlte- 
man.  She  is  a  perfect  social  being,  and  will  pass  through  life 
with  few  regrets  because  she  will  avoid  unworthy  and  unfit 
alliances  and  associations. 

The  girl  who  is  nobody's  model,  has  many  unfortunate 
defects,  shattered  or  feeble  health,  stooped  or  affected  carriage, 
dull  or  wandering  eyes,  superficial  and  parrot-like  conversation, 
face  blotched  or  pimpled,  painted  or  powdered  to  hide  defects, 
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lewdness  or  harshness  of  countenance,  mixed  character  of  com- 
panions, with  a  mind  incoherent  and  unlearned,  irregular  in 
habits,  careless  in  attachments  and  associations,  drifting  back 
and  forth  between  order  and  disorder.  She  is  rarely  held  in 
good  esteem  by  gentlemen  of  culture  and  high  purpose.  Regard- 
less of  complexion,  she  u  destined  to  wander  around  the 
borders  or  into  the  depths  of  half-world  life,  and  from  youth 
to  the  end  of  her  existence,  will  suffer  painful  refrets  and 
endure  miseries  that  come  unawares. 

All  of  us  are  unconscious  that  personality  is  the  first 
factor  to  prompt  attraction,  and  among  cultivated  people  the 
testing  of  fitness  in  mental  quality  soon  follows.  If  the  mind 
of  a  j  lady  fails  to  come  up  to  the  gauge  mark  of  social  and  in- 
tellectual culture,  then  the  gentleman  will  gradually  or  even 
instantly  see  the  physical  affinity  disappear  from  his  favor. 
There  is  probably  nolgreater  cause  of  pain  and  anguish  among 
men  and  women  than  mental  disruptions  of  personal  love  in- 
fatuations; and  I  dare  say  that  most  of  the  suicides  among  both 
sexes  are  attributable,  directly  or  indirectly,  to  this  very 
cause,  wherein  ignorance  and  intelligence  undertake,  on  grounds 
of  lustful  affinity,  to  enter  upon  treaties  for  marital  eorrespond- 
delnce.  It  is  a  violation  of  the  prime  fundamental  law  of  social 
adaptation — "Be  ye  not  unequally  yoked  together'V-and  the 
punishment  recoils  furiously;  hence  social  catastrophe,  as  I 
view  it,  the  most  horrible  and  portentlous  catastrophe  in  final 
effects  known  to  human  life. 

Girls,  there  is  a  philosophical  symbol  Jn  the  JjttbJ*  New 
Testament,  credited  to  the  Teacher  of  Nazareth,  which  I  desire 
to  amplify  a  little,  as  I  believe  it  contains  a  vast  amount  of 
truth  which  every  girl  of  careful  self-respect  should  know  and 
conserve  with  scrupulous  regard.  You  will  find  this  symbol  in 
Matthew  15;  verses  18,  19  and  20— •"Those  things  which  proceed 
out  of  the  mouth  come  forth  from  the  heart,  and  they  defile 
the  man,  for  out  of  the  heart  proceed  evil  thoughts,  murders, 
adulteries,  fornications,  thefts,  false  witness,  blasphemies;  these 
are  the  things  which  defile  a  man." 

Words  spoken  are  advertisement  of  what  passions  and 
evil  propensities  the  heart  may  contain,  and  even  if  a  feeling  to 
slander  or  in  any  way  sin  Is  not  spoken,  though  the  feeling 
exist  within,  the  person  has  not  become  corrupt  in  the  eyes 
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of  others,  because  the  evil  is  not  published  and  no  harm  Is 
done,  and  because  the  Intent  of  sin  has  done  no  iniquitous 
work.  Idle  sin  becomes  inactive,  and  soon  disappears  by  its 
own  accord  for  want  of  force  in  activity. 

If  the  evils  listed  are  not  openly  committed — slander,  sus- 
picion spoken  of,  adultry,  false  witness,  thefts,  fornication, 
blasphemy  and  murder — then  no  corruption  follows.  So,  If  these 
things  are  not  made  public  by  gossip,  oration,  printing  or  writ- 
ing, then  the  feelings  to  do  these  things  become  emotional 
failures,  atrophied,  and  of  no  effect.  It  may  be  difficult  for 
girls  to  avoid  idle  gossip,  but,  with  the  will  cultivated  not  to 
indulge  in  the  publication  of  evil  thoughts  and  feelings,  the  indi- 
vidual girl  stands  ahsolverd,  for  there  1*  no  one  to  suffer;  no 
not  one,  not  even  herself  to  suffer  regret. 

Powder  and  dynamite,  intended  for  destructive  agencies, 
when  laying  dormant  in  magazines,  are  as  harmless  as  a' 
sheathed  sword,  but  when  exploded  incalculable  injuries  may 
be  suffered.  Even  little  sins,  like  "white  lies,"  evasive  answers, 
slang  language,  retorts  in  anger,  flattery,  cozenage,  perverse- 
ness,  and  the  like,  are  not  necessarily  degrading  to  a  noble  life 
if  subordinated  by  general  good  qualities.  Little  sins  may  be 
as  harmless  as  blighted  apples — the  ground  may  be  covered 
with  ;them  under  the  overshadowing  tree,  yet  the  tree  itself  be 
loaded  to  its  full  capacity  with  prfectly  developed  fruit,  and 
thereby  sustains  a  reputation  of  being  a  good  tree,  and  it  Is  a 
good  tree.  While  little  sins  may  be  as  harmless  as  withered 
blossoms,  I  am  confident  that  all  will  agree  with  me  that  it  is 
fatally  adverse  to  good  prospects  of  a  girl's  ambitions  for  excel- 
lence to  gravitate  between  moral  and  immoral  companions; 
for  association  with  evil  is  publication  thereof;  and  with  fre- 
quently recurring  object  lessons  continually  before  their  eyes, 
many  aspiring  young  ladies,  and  older  ladies  as  well,  rashly 
possess  themselves  of  the  temerity  to  Insistently  do  this  very 
thing  generally  to  their  grief  and  regret,  because  the  world  of 
people  are  always  judging  girls  by  the  company  they  keep. 
Many  an  Innocent  girl,  observed  walking  and  talking  with  a 
wanton  in  an  unfrequented  locality,  has  incurred  sufficient 
scandal  to  drive  her  under  clouds  of  suspicion,  and  finally  to 
ruin,  however  the  wanton  may  have  been  a  former  intimate 
and  worthy  friend. 
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The  eyes  of  men  are  usually  accustomed  to  reading  the 
characters  of  women,  critically  in  some  cases,  and  often  with 
evil  intent  Hardly  a  girl  passes  along  but  that  observing  men 
will  be  impressed  with  her  qualities,  estimating  the  weakness 
or  strength  of  her  virtues,  her  condition  of  ignorance  or  amount 
of  culture  and  fortitude,  and  her  degree  of  passional  suscepti- 
bility and  liability  to  give  way  to  the  allurements  of  tempta- 
tion. They  will  also  weigh  carefully  her  comparative  personal 
and  social  attractions,  or  her  lack  of  them.  The  unlearned  do 
this  reading  through  experienced  intuitive  impression,  and  are 
often  more  correct  than  cultivated  people  from  the  fact  that 
humility  is  always  watching  with  skeptical  assiduity  the  traits  of 
the  learned  and  powerful  that  they  may  be  qualified  to  anticipate 
the  manner  best  calculated  to  safety  in  any  possible  meeting 
and  dealing.  It  is  often  remarked  that  slaves  are  the  best 
readers  of  human  nature,  and  if  so,  the  little  inadvertencies  of 
nice  girls  are  in  more  danger  of  exposure  from  gossiping 
plebians  than  from  the  Upper  World,  as  news  spreading  among 
the  lowly  rapidly  accumulates  force  and  seriousness  through 
repetition,  while  among  scholars  accuracy  in  recitation  has 
become  a  habit.  That  slaves  and  humble  unlearned  people  are 
the  most  correct  readers  of  human  nature,  I  believe  is  true,  as 
they  are  necessarily  constantly  on  their  guard  against  meeting 
the  displeasure  of  their  masters  and  employers,  and  they  have 
occasion  to  studiously  avoid  incurring  such  displeasure  and  its 
results. 

Little  sins  are  comparatively  like  dusk  to  pitchy  dark- 
ness or  twilight  to  full  noon  day,  slightly  obscuring  pitfualls, 
and  are  dangerous  as  obscurations  of  the  heart  in  the  incipient 
tendency  of  little  sins  that  are  leading  toward  darker  deeds. 
Their  effect  is  mollient  to  the  conscience,  and  should  be  guarded 
against,  as  tending  to  social  and  mental  dangers,  as  bodily 
dangers  should  be  averted  by  extra  careful  watchfulness  against 
pitfalls  during  somulent  tendencies  and  conditions  at  dusk  and 
twilight. 

Now,  beloved  girls  of  the  Under  World,  who  have  not  alto- 
gether fixed  positions  in  the  realms  of  high  mental,  moral  and 
social  culture,  who  have  not  mastered  philosophy,  science  and 
the  aesthetic  arts,  and  who  often  struggle  to  attain  the  spheres 
of  the  Good,  the  True  and  the  Beautiful  in  the  face  of  multi- 
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farious  adversities,  I  humbly  beg  that  you  give  heed  to  a  few 
words  from  me  on  the  subject  of  painted  and  powdered  faces. 
I  am  quite  aware  that  I  am  treading  on  sacred  ground  In  ap- 
proaching such  a  topic,  made  holy  in  memory  of  the  vices  of 
Saint  Custom  since  time  out  of  mind,  but  I  enter  its  precincts 
with  the  audacity  of  a  remorseless  robber  to  shatter  and  muti- 
late the  monoliths  and  deface  the  inscriptions  that  have  been 
instrumental  in  perpetuating  a  fashion  "more  honored  in  the 
breach  than  in  the  observance." 

Why  do  girls  paint  and  powder?  And  why  do  parents  allow 
or  encourage  them  to  do  it?  I  might  as  well  ask  why  the 
Ethiopians  or  Zulus  wear  rings  In  their  noses,  why  Indians  put 
on  their  war  ,paint,  why  men  shave,  or  why  the  turky  gobbler 
struts,  as  to  ask  a  woman  why  she  paints.  But  women  could 
answer  the  question,  were  it  not  an  open  confession  of  pander- 
ing to  depraved  allurements.  I  have  asked  men  of  cultivated 
minds,  of  exemplary  morals,  of  practical  business  habits,  mem- 
bers of  the  various  professions,  professors  in  colleges,  farmers 
generally  and  skilled  mechanics,  artists,  who  are  masters  in 
their  calling,  young  men  of  orderly  habits  in  pursuit  of  useful 
knowledge,  teachers  of  both  sexes  and  wealthy  gentlemen  of 
refinement  and  leisure,  if  it  heightens  their  esteem  of  young 
ladies  to  notice  that  paint  and  powder  has  been  used  upon  their 
faces.  In  answer  to  all  of  my  extensive  inquiries  the  universal 
verdict  of  the  Upper  World  has  come  to  me  that  the  practice 
of  painting  and  powdering  ladies'  frees  degrades  them  ,not 
only  in  the  estimation  of  cultivated  people,  but  also  in  the  esti- 
mation of  a  majority  of  men  of  even  vicious  and  disorderly 
hahfts.  If,  then,  the  results  of  my  inquiries  are  in  line  with  the 
real  facts,  the*  there  is  only  the  remnant  of  the  lower  classes 
of  men  of  the  Half  World  to  admire  and  praise  faces  whose  de- 
fects are  covered  up  with  paint  and  cosmetic*. 

I  will  grant  it  as  true  that  no  girl  or  woman  of  correct 
morals  and  cultivated  mind  intentionally  panders  to  the  most 
lecherous  beasts  in  human  form  known  to  exist,  yet  such  is 
the  lamentable  faot  as  appearing  in  results,  however  thought- 
lessly the  act  may  be  performed.  I  have  at  different  times  in 
my  life  known  individual  instances  where  worthy  gentlemen 
have  dropped  the  society  of  otherwise  worthy  ladies  for  the 
sole   reason  that  they  did  artificially   make   up   their  facial 
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appearance,  wherein  the  observance  of  paint  and  powder  showed 
mental  defects  greater  than  the  physical  defects  intended  to 
obscure. 

To  the  casual  observer  the  use  of  paint  and  powder  upon 
a  woman*  face  carries  with  it  a  conclusion  that  the  woman  is 
practicing  intentional  deception  in  trying  to  make  herself  ap- 
pear better  than  she  realy  isf  but  so  seldom  is  the  disguise  com- 
plete enough  to  deceive  the  observer,  and  instead  of  receiving 
admiration  the  woman  incurs  sudden  and  inveterate  disgust. 

I  am  not  disposed  to  volunteer  much  advice  in  this  matter, 
but  I  sincerely  wish  all  girls  would  cease  daubing  their  faces, 
and  resort  to  hygienic  treatment  for  personal  beauty,  and  let 
mental  worth  do  the  rest  toward  living  an  attractive  and  grati- 
fying career. 

Vice  is  a  monster  of  such  a  frightful  mein 
That,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  seen; 
But  seen  too  oft,  familiar  grows  her  face, 
At  first  we  pity,  next  endure,  and  then  embrace. 

This  picture  of  Alexander  Pope's  is  so  literally  true  to  life 
as  to  be  axiomatic  and  needs  no  argument.  If  Pope  intended 
to  moralize,  he  did  not  say  it,  but  said  apparently,  Here  are  the 
facts,  choose  for  yourself;  be  virtuous  and  happy,  or  go  to  hell. 
Nature  is  plethoric  in  propagation  of  human  animals;  plenty 
of  them;  if  half,  three-fourths  or  nine-tenths  choose  to  go  to 
nothingness,  the  other  modicum  in  number  are  a  plenty  left; 
the  lost  chose  their  lot  and  went  their  way,  and  it  may  be  of  no 
importance  in  the  economy  of  Nature  if  soul  and  body  are  an- 
nihilated, and  go  back  to  the  rot  of  vibrious  pus,  from  whence 
they  emanated.  Many  are  called  into  the  Under  World,  but 
few  are  chosen  for  the  Upper  Life. 

The  girl  who  contemplates  marriage  should  gather  up  all 
her  past  errors,  every  one,  little  and  big,  conceal  them  in  a 
book,  then  burn  the  book;  for  verily  newly  married  husbands 
will  hunt  evils  against  their  wives  for  further  clubbing.  The 
young  man  who  enters  into  service  for  a  merchant,  if  he  expects 
to  hold  his  position  and  his  employer's  confidence,  will  not  in 
conversation  parade  former  thieving  and  depredations,  or  dis- 
honest dealings  with  customers,  lest  the  merchant's  confidence 
is  broken  and  the  clerk  is  discharged  in  disgrace.     So,  the 
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groom  who  leads  the  girl  of  his  choice  to  the  hymenlal  altar, 
if  he  expects  happiness  in  his  home  he  will  not  publish  to  his 
young  wife  his  disgusting  youthful  sins,  lest  she  take  offense 
and  view  in  others  the  fine  and  noble  qualities  she  hoped  to 
find  in  him. 

As  it  is  to  illustrate  a  universal  principle,  and  not  a  mere 
graphic  portrature  of  a  sentiment,  that  this  chapter  is  written, 
I  shall  not  essay  to  multiply  pages  of  anecdote  however  inter- 
esting, nor  to  collate  datum  in  elaborate  critical  analysis,  but 
go  directly  to  my  work  with  one  sweeping  illustration  that  puts 
to  rest  once  and  forever  all  cavilous  or  captious  disputations 
concerning  the  nature  of  my  philosophy.  As  every  great  princi- 
ple has  come  to  light  through  martyrdom,  it  is  only  of  interest 
here  to  name  the  martyrs  to  Underworld  philosophy,  as  the 
martyrs  to  other  philosophies  are  well  known  in  application. 
Christ  was  the  martyr  for  social  purity,  Gantama  for  equal  rights, 
Oallileo  for  intellectual  liberty,  Bruno  for  the  science  of  numbers, 
John  Rogers  for  lberty  of  conscience,  Servetus  for  the  right 
of  criticism,  Lincoln  for  personal  freedom;  but  who  in  all  the 
world  was  martyred  at  the  shrine  of  Vice?  My  answer  is, 
Jean  Jacques  Rousseau,  who  told  his  own  story  in  so  ornately  a 
charming  manner  that  it  were  sacrillge  in  me  to  extenuate 
oratorically  or  set  down  in  malice,  for  I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus 
was;  I  am  a  plain,  blunt  man,  and  tell  you  that  which  you  all 
do  know!' 

That  Rosseau  was  the  most  perfect  representative  and  ex- 
ponent of  the  interests  of  that  portion  of  mankind  who  embrace 
vice  and  all  its  monstrosities,  a  cursory  glance  at  his  Confession 
will  amply  prove.  That  his  career  symbolized  all  the  petty  of- 
fenses against  social  order  and  purity  of  morals,  is  evident 
from  his  own  fulsome  and  bold  acknowledgements  of  lechery, 
theft,  slander,  falsehood,  perfidy,  treachery,  cowardice,  vagrancy, 
adultry  and  other  lascivious  practices,  including  the  allurement 
of  young  girls  into  lives  of  shame. 

There  are  great  and  small  aspiring  men,  and  great  and 
small  aspiring  women,  and  boys  and  girls,  who  are  good  enough 
Dor  angelic  destinies  if  wise  and  conservative  in  social  life, 
but  who,  through  strains  of  mental  aberation  and  moral  tur- 
pitude, step  behind  the  curtains  of  folly,  then,  like  Mrs.  Tilton, 
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Rosco  Conftffing,  Breekenridge,  or  Aaron  Burr,  make  **  SHieh 
advertisement  of  their  iniquities  as  to  render  oblivion*  all  worthy 
and  ennobling  words  and  deeds.  Burr,  ConkKng  and  Breeken- 
ridge  are  known  and  judged  for  Hbertinelsm  and  treason  with  the 
first,  adultery  with  the  second  and  lechery  with  the*  third,  so 
completely  does  reproachful  vices  obliterate  one's  greatness  and 
goodness  when  bawled  before  the  public  ear. 

Henry  Ward  Beecher,  after  fifty  years  preaching  the  way 
of  excellence  and  nobility  of  human  life,  inspiring  men  and 
women  with  aspiration  toward  purity,  grace  and  truth,  in  his 
old  age  made  public  the  moral  obliquities  of  his  heart  and  in  his 
last  sermons  paraded  apologetic  Justification  of  his  deeds  of 
sensuality,  going  to  his  grave  under  an  overshadowing  and  im- 
movable cloud  of  dishonor.  This  black  protentous  Ubiquity  of 
God  so  enshrouds  the  memory  of  Beecher  with  repellant  force 
that  whosoever  thinks  of  his  name  is  confronted  with  his  mass 
of  slnf  obscuring  every  good  thought,  word  and  work  of  his 
entire  life.  It  was  even  so  with  King  David;  every  good  thing 
recorded  of  him  is  smeared  with  the  publication  of  his  demon- 
ical bestiality  concerning  Uriah  and  his  wife. 

It  makes  me  feel  that  I  am  almost  performing  a  deed  of 
heartless  cruelty  in  making  mention  here  of  the  name  of  Mrs. 
Theodore  Tilton  in  connection  with  the  corrupt  life  of  Henry 
Ward  Beecher.  I  mention  her  name  in  pity,  not  m  malice,  as 
she  was  a  victim  of  Beecher's  overpowering  demonical  magne- 
tism, with  a  husband  not  blameless  in  the  moral  law.  Poor  Mrs. 
Tilton.  I  hope  the  Immortal  Gods  will  deal  gently  with  her, 
shield,  comfort  and  redeem.  Her  degenerated  form  that  soon 
followed  her  social  catastrophe,  premature  white  hair,  her  sadly 
dimmed  eyes,  shriveled,  ematlated  face,  her  forlorn  demeanor 
and  tottering  step,  betokened  the  burning  to  ashes  of  her  cor- 
rupted blood,  and  she  passed  into  the  grave  stricken  with  woe, 
friendless  and  desolate.  Pity  for  Mrs.  Tipton,  who  like  thousands 
of  others  fallen  from  grace,  was  a  victim  otherwise  than  of 
Beecher's  lust— she  was  a  victim  of  religious  apology  for  crime, 
'that  mere  morality  don't  save* — but  she  found,  as  other  women 
find,  that  the  recoil  from  moral  infraction  Is  desolating  and 
merciless  in  results.  Her  life  should  be  a  sufficient  object  lesson 
to  all  women  and  girls  for  refraining  from  stepping  into  posi- 
tions whereby  the  corruptions  of  the  heart  are  advertised.    I 
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